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FOREWORD 


In these days, now more perhaps than at any other tinie 
the history of the world, it is good to read for the joy of reading. 
This is one reason for bringing together these selections from 
the works of John Steinbeck. 

Long since, I read in some Eastern book of wisdom the follow¬ 
ing legend: A certain poet and cynic, Alexander ben Hyam, 
sitting in his garden surrounded by his followers and discussing 
heaven and earth and the origin of things, was asked, How did 
life happen ?'• Ben Hyam smiled graciously, looked about his 
flowering garden and then into the eager faces about him, and 
said, “Once upon a time, ages and ages ago, the whole cosmos 
had a cataclysmic experience of joy, and life was born.” With 
an excited feeling that literature, when creative, is an expression 
of the joy of living, I re-read Steinbeck four times. In making 
these selections I have taken what I most enjoyed. They are 
my choices because they stimulated my imagination, and stirred 
emotions and thoughts within me which I was glad to have. 

Many of the stories in this volume are quite well known and 
occupy shining niches in leading anthologies. One of the great 
American short stories, The Red Pony, is here complete in four 
parU. Included also in full is the novel, Of Mice and Men. From 
The Pastures of Heaven, which in reality is a series of episodes 
only faintly though subtly integrated, I have selected three 
stories each of which could easily have been expanded into a 
long novel. The chapters taken from Tortilla Flat, In Dubious 
Battle, The Grapes of Wrath, Sea of Cortez, The Moon Is Down, 
and Bombs Away are rounded stories inasmuch as they can be 
enjoyed without necessarily reading each work completely. 
Nevertheless, they are episodes torn (gently, I hope) from 
larger canvases. 

^ Apart from the sheer joy of reading these stories and selec¬ 
tions, the reader will sense in them a fresh creative sensibility, 
a new approach to our roots in our own folklore, and social 
Hlummation. Even in his political and economic concepts 
Mcinbeck is thoroughly Jeffersonian, with high hopes for a 
more realistic and riper humanity. 
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FOREWORD 


How eloquently and with what understanding Steinbeck loves 
his people. His creative impulse is ever concerned with the 
interaction of his characters, their relationship to their im¬ 
mediate environment, the intuitive drive or circumstantial 
necessity which compels them to live together or live apart. 
He understands their joys, but he also knows their voids and 
aches and frustrations. His characters are of the earth. They 
are lowly of spirit and they are also entirely human: their beings 
contain the greed and love and hatred shared by all mankind— 
and like many of their fellow creatures they insist upon eating 
their daily bread and getting their glimpse of the moon. 

Whether his characters are “merely” symbolical or primitive, 
as some critics say, I shan’t argue here. Painting the universal 
in the particular, as Steinbeck often does, is to me significant 
art. We are told that what is great and noble in literature— 
“the touchstone” or “the golden thread”—is in all creative work 
that stands the test of time. Time will tell to what degree “the 
golden thread” runs through Steinbeck’s work. In the mean¬ 
time we can enjoy him. His great, intuitive feeling for folklore, 
his magnificent use of the vernacular, his use of simple themes, 
and his poetic rhythms recall to me the Homeric spirit in 
American prose. 


Pascal Covici 
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FLIGHT 


A bout fifteen miles below Monterey, on the wild coast, the 
Torres family had their farm, a few sloping acres above a 
cliff that dropped to the brown reefs and to the hissing white 
waters of the ocean. Behind the farm the stone mountains 
stood up against the sky. The farm buildings huddled like little 
clinging aphids on the mountain skirts, crouched low to the 
ground, as though the wind might blow them into the sea. The 
little shack, the rattling, rotting barn were grey-bitten with sea 
salt, beaten by the damp wind until they had taken on the 
colour of the granite hills. Two horses, a red cow and a red 
calf, half a dozen pigs and a flock of lean, multi-coloured chickens 
stocked the place. A little corn was raised on the sterile slope, 
and it grew short and thick under the wind, and all the cobs 
formed on the landward sides of the stalks. 


Mama Torres, a lean, dry woman with ancient eyes, had ruled 

the farm for ten years, ever since her husband tripped over a 

stone in the field one day and fell full length on a rattlesnake. 

When one is bitten on the chest there is not much that can be 
done. 


Mama Torres had three children, two undersized black ones 

fourteen, Emilio and Rosy, whom Mama kept 
" rocks below the farm when the sea was kind 

and when the truant officer was in some distant part of Monterey 
ounty. And there was Pep6, the tall smiling son of nineteen, 
a gentle, affectionate boy, but very lazy. Pepe had a tall head, 
pointed at the top, and from its peak, coarse black hair grew 
wn like a thatch all around. Over his smiling little eyes Mama 
r{!«» t bang so he could see. Pep6 had sharp Indian 

1 and an eagle nose, but his mouth was as sweet and 
pe y as a girl s mouth, and his chin was fragile and chiselled. 
waAl® and gangling, all legs and feet and wrists, and he 
never fUri him fine and brave, but she 

into thv ^?' M cow must have got 

And s^e could I have a son like thee.” 

came ^ carried thee, a sneaking lazy coyote 

have made thee'so™*** 
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Pepe smiled sheepishly and stabbed at the ground with his 
knife to keep the blade sharp and free from rust. It was his 
inheritance, that knife, his father’s knife. The long heavy blade 
folded back into the black handle. There was a button on the 
handle. When Pepe pressed the button, the blade leaped out 
ready for use. The knife was with Pepe always, for it had been 
his father’s knife. 

One sunny morning when the sea below the cliff was glinting 
and blue and the white surf creamed on the reef, when even the 
stone mountains looked kindly, Mama Torres called out the 
door of the shack, “Pepe, I have a labour for thee.” 

There was no answer. Mama listened. From behind the 
barn she heard a burst of laughter. She lifted her full long 
skirt and walked in the direction of the noise* 

Pepe was sitting on the ground, with his back against a box. 
His white teeth glistened. On either side of him stood the two 
black ones, tense and expectant. Fifteen feet away a redwood 
post was set in the ground. Pepe’s right hand lay limply in 
his lap, and in the palm the big black knife rested. The blade 
was closed back into the handle. Pepe looked smiling at the sky. 

Suddenly Emilio cried, “Ya!” 

Pepe's wrist flicked like the head of a snake. The blade 
seemed to fly open in mid-air, and with a thump the point dug 
into the redwood post, and the black handle quivered. The 

ree burst into excited laughter. Rosy ran to the post and 

brought it back to Pepe. He closed 
the blade and settled the knife carefully in his listless palm 
j». ® grinned self-consciously at the sky. 

The heavy knife lanced out and sunk into the post again. 
Mama moved forward like a ship and scattered the play. 

“All day you do foolish things with the knife, like a toy-baby,” 
she stormed. “Get up on thy huge feet that eat up shoes. Get 
up* She took him by one loose shoulder and hoisted at him. 
Pepe grinned sheepishly and came half-heartedly to his feet 
Look* Mama cried. “Big lazy, you must catch the horse and 
pu^t on him thy father^s saddle. You must ride to Monterey. 
The medicine bottle is empty. There is no salt. Go thou now, 
Peanut! Catch the horse.” 

A revolution took place in the relaxed figure of Pepe. “To 
Monterey, me? Alone? Si, Mama.” 

She scowled at him. “Do not think, big sheep, that you will 

buy candy No, I will give you only enough for the medicine 
and the salt.” 

Pepe smiled. “Mama, you will put the hatband on the hat?” 

She relented then. “Yes, Pepe. You may wear the hatband.” 
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His voice grew insinuating. “And the green handkerchief, 
Mama?” 

“Yes, if you go quickly and return with no trouble, the silk 
green handkerchief will go. If you make sure to take off the 
handkerchief when you eat so no spot may fall on it. . . 

*'Si, Mama. I will be careful. I am a man.” 

“Thou.? A man? Thou art a peanut.” 

He went into the rickety barn and brought out a rope, and he 
walked agilely enough up the hill to catch the horse. 

When he was ready and mounted before the door, mounted 
on his father’s saddle that was so old that the oaken frame 
showed through torn leather in many places, then Mama brought 
out the round black hat with the tooled leather band, and she 
reached up and knotted the green silk handkerchief about his 
neck. Pepe’s blue denin coat was much darker than his jeans, 
for it had been washed much less often. 


Mama handed up the big medicine bottle and the silver coins. 

“That for the medicine,” she said, “and that for the salt. That 

for a candle to burn for the papa. That for didces for the little 

ones. Our friend Mrs. Rodriguez will give you dinner and 

maybe a bed for the night. When you go to the church say 

only ten Paternosters and only twenty-five Ave Marias. Oh 1 

I know, big coyote. You would sit there flapping your mouth 

oyer Aves all day while you looked at the candles and the holy 

pictures. That is not good devotion to stare at the pretty 
things.” 

The black hat, covering the high pointed head and black 
thatched hair of Pepe, gave him dignity and age. He sat the 
ran^ horse well. Mama thought how handsome he was, dark 
and lean and tall. “I would not send thee now alone, thou 
little one, except for the medicine,” she said softly. “It is not 
good to have no medicine, for who knows when the toothache 

sadness of the stomach. These things are.” 
Adios, Mama,” Pep4 cried. “I will come back soon. You 

alone. I am a man.” 

Ihou art a foolish chicken.” 

‘''® shouWers, flipped the reins against the 

theC and saw that 

!-ir and Mama. Pepe 

K toT trot"'*' gladness and lifted the tough buckskin 

dropped out of sight over a little dip in the road, 
is ^ ‘ ^ a*’® ‘o herself. “He 

have a m,® ““VT’ ““ ‘’a » "lae thing to 

children ’ ay®® sharpened on the 

iwren. Go to the rocks now. The tide is going out. There 
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will be abalones to be found.” She put the iron hooks into 
their hands and saw them down the steep trail to the reefs. 
She brought the smooth stone meiate to the doorway and sat 
grinding her corn to flour and looking occasionally at the road 
over which Pepe had gone. The noonday came and then the 
afternoon, when the little ones beat the abalones on a rock to 
make them tender and Mama patted the tortillas to make them 
thin. They ate their dinner as the red sun was plunging down 
toward the ocean. They sat on the doorsteps and watched the 
big white moon come over the mountain tops. 

Mama said, “He is now at the house of our friend Mrs. 
Rodriguez. She will give him nice things to eat and maybe a 
present.” 

Emilio said. “Some day I too will ride to Monterey for 
medicine. Did Pepe come to be a man to-day?” 

Mama said wisely, “A boy gets to be a man when a man is 
needed. Remember this thing. I have known boys forty years 
old because there was no need for a man.” 

Soon afterwards they retired, Mama in her big oak bed on 
one side of the room, Emilio and Rosy in their boxes full of 
straw and sheepskins on the other side of the room. 

The moon went over the sky and the surf roared on the rocks. 
The roosters crowed the first call. The surf subsided to a 
whispering surge against the reef. The moon dropped toward 
the sea. The roosters crowed again. 

The moon was near down to the water when Pep6 rode on 
a winded horse to his home flat. His dog bounced out and 
circled the horse, yelping with pleasure. Pepe slid off the saddle 
to the ground. The weathered little shack was silver in the 
moonlight and the square shadow of it was black to the north 
and east. Against the east the piling mountains were misty 
with light; their tops melted into the sky. 

Pepe walked wearily up the three steps and into the house. 
It was dark inside. There was a rustle in the corner. 

Mama cried out from her bed. “Who comes? Pep4, is it 
thou ?” ^ 

“Si, Mama.” 

“Did you get the medicine?” 

“Si. Mama.” 

“Well, go to sleep, then. I thought you would be sleeping 
at the house of Mrs. Rodriguez.” Pepe stood silently in the 
dark room. “Why do you stand there, Pep6? Did you drink 
wine?” 

“Sf, Mama.” 

“Well, go to bed then and sleep out the wine.” 
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His voice was tired and patient, but very firm. “Light the 
candle, Mama. I must go away into the mountains.” 

“What is this, Pepe? You are crazy.” Mama struck a sulphur 
match and held the little blue burr until the flame spread up 
the stick. She set light to the candle on the floor beside her 
bed. “Now, Pep^, what is this you say?” She looked anxiously 
into his face. 

He was changed. The fragile quality seemed to have gone 
from his chin. His mouth was less full than it had been, the 
lines of the lips were straighter, but in his eyes the greatest 
change had taken place. There was no laughter in them any 
more, nor any bashfulness. They were sharp and bright and 
purposeful. 

He told her in a tired monotone, told her everything just 
as it had happened. A few people came into the kitchen of Mrs. 
Rodriguez. There was wine to drink. Pepe drank wine. The 
little quarrel—the man started toward Pepe and then the knife— 
it went almost by itself. It flew, it darted before Pepe knew 
it. As he talked, Mama’s face grew stern, and it seemed to 
grow more lean. Pepe finished. “I am a man now, Mama. The 
man said names to me I could not allow.” 

Mama nodded. “Yes, thou art a man, my poor little Pep6. 
Thou art a man. I have seen it coming on thee. I have 
watched you throwing the knife into the post, and I have been 
atraid. For a moment her face had softened, but now it grew 
sern again. “Come! We must get you ready. Go. Awaken 
•tsmilio and Rosy. Go quickly.” 

Pep^ stepped over to the corner where his brother and sister 

slept among the sheepskins. He leaned down and shook them 

gently. Come, Rosy! Come, Emilio! The Mama says you 
must arise. ^ ^ 


The little black ones sat up and rubbed their eyes in the 

canaielight. Mama was out of bed now, her long black skirt 

the "Eniilio,” she cried. “Go Jp and catch 

out M V Quickly, now! Quickly." Emilio 

put his legs in his overalls and stumbled sleepily out the door. 

y”" the road?” Mama demanded. 
,V'®tened carefully. No one was on the road." 
w^ ^ t**® toom. From a nail on the 

^e strh, threw it on the floor, 

tahe ^tom her bed and rolled it into a tight 

Xe she "‘ting. From a box beside the 

"Your father’^ black stringy jerky. 

She reached matching her activity. 

reached behind the door and brought out the rifle, a long 
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38-56, worn shiny the whole length of the barrel. Pepe took 
it from her and held it in the crook of his elbow. Mama brought 
a little leather bag and counted the cartridges into his hand. 
“Only ten left,” she warned. “You must not waste them.” 

Emilio put his head in the door. "Qui *st *l cahallo, Mama.” 

“Put on the saddle from the other horse. Tie on the blanket. 
Here, tie the jerky to the saddle horn.” 

Still Pepe stood silently watching his mother’s frantic activity. 
His chin looked hard, and his sweet mouth was drawn and thin. 
His little eyes followed Mama about the room almost sus¬ 
piciously. 

Rosy asked softly, “Where goes Pep4?” 

Mama’s eyes were fierce. “Pepe goes on a journey. Pepe 
is a man now. He has a man’s thing to do.” 

Pepe straightened his shoulders. His mouth changed until 
he looked very much like Mama. 

At last the preparation was finished. The loaded horse stood 
outside the door. The water bag dripped a line of moisture 
down the bay shoulder. 

The moonlight was being thinned by the dawn and the big 
white moon was near down to the sea. The family stood by 
the shack. Mama confronted Pepe. “Look, my son! Do not 
stop until it is dark again. Do not sleep even though you are 
tired. Take care of the horse in order that he may not stop of 
weariness. Remember to be careful with the bullets—there are 
only ten. Do not fill thy stomach with jerky or it will make 
thee sick. Eat a little jerky and fill thy stomach with grass. 
When thou comest to the high mountains, if thou seest any of 
the dark watching men, go not near to them nor try to speak 
to them. And forget not thy prayers.” She put her lean hands 
on Pepe’s shoulders, stood on her toes and kissed him formally 
on both cheeks, and Pepe kissed her on both cheeks. Then he 
went to Emilio and Rosy and kissed both of their cheeks. 

Pepe turned back to Mama. He seemed to look for a little 
softness, a little weakness in her. His eyes were searching, but 
Mama s face remained fierce. “Go now,” she said. “Do not 
wait to be caught like a chicken.” 

Pepe pulled himself into the saddle. “I am a man,” he said. 

It was the first dawn when he rode up the hill toward the 
little canyon which let a trail into the mountains. Moonlight 
and daylight fought with each other, and the two warring quali¬ 
ties made it difficult to see. Before Pepe had gone a hundred 
yards, the outlines of his figure were misty; and long before he 
entered the canyon, he had become a grey, indefinite shadow. 

Mama stood stiffly in front of her doorstep, and on either 
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side of her stood Emilio and Rosy. They cast furtive glances 

When the grey shape of Pcp6 melted into the hillside and dis¬ 
appeared, Mama relaxed. She began the high whining keen 
of the death wail. “Our beautiful—our brave, she cried. Our 
protector, our son is gone.” Emilio and Rosy moaned beside 
her. “Our beautiful—our brave, he is gone. It was the formal 
wail. It rose to a high piercing whine and subsided to a moan. 
Mama raised it three times and then she turned and went into 


the house and shut the door. u .1 

Emilio and Rosy stood wondering in the dawn. They heard 
Mama whimpering in the house. They went out to sit on the 
cliff above the ocean. They touched shoulders. “When did 
Pepe come to be a man?” Emilio asked. 

“Last night,” said Rosy. “Last night in Monterey.” The 
ocean clouds turned red with the sun that was behind the moun¬ 
tains. 

“We will have no breakfast,” said Emilio. “Mama will not 
want to cook.” Rosy did not answer him. “Where is Pep6 
gone?” he asked. 

Rosy looked around at him. She drew her knowledge from 
the quiet air. “He has gone on a journey. He will never come 
back.” 

“Is he dead? Do you think he is dead?” 

Rosy looked back at the ocean again. A little steamer, draw¬ 
ing a line of smoke, sat on the edge of the horizon. “He is not 
dead,” Rosy explained. “Not yet.” 


Pepe rested the big rifle across the saddle in front of him. 
He let the horse walk up the hill and he didn’t look back. The 
stony slope took on a coat of short brush, so that Pepe found 
the entrance to a trail and entered it. 

When he came to the canyon opening, he swung once in his 
saddle and looked back, but the houses were swallowed in the 
misty light. Pep6 jerked forward again. The high shoulder 
of the canyon closed in on him. His horse stretched out its 
neck and sighed and settled to the trail. 

It was a well-worn path, dark soft leaf-mould earth strewn 
with broken pieces of sandstone. The trail rounded the shoulder 
of the canyon and dropped steeply into the bed of the stream. 
In the shallows the water ran smoothly, glinting in the first 
morning sun. Small round stones on the bottom were as brown 
as rust with sun moss. In the sand along the edges of the 
stream the tall, rich wild mint grew, while in the water itself 
old and tough, had gone to heav^ seed. 

The path went into the stream and emerged on the other side. 
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The horse sloshed into the water and stopped. Pepe dropped 
his bridle and let the beast drink of the running water. 

Soon the canyon sides became steep and the first giant sen¬ 
tinel redwoods guarded the trail, great round red trunks bearing 
foliage as green and lacy as ferns. Once Pepe was among the 
trees, the sun was lost. A perfumed and purple light lay in the 
pale green of the underbrush. Gooseberry bushes and black¬ 
berries and tall ferns lined the stream, and overhead the branches 
of the redwoods met and cut off the sky. 

Pepe drank from the water bag, and he reached into the flour 
sack and brought out a black string of jerky. His white teeth 
gnawed at the string until the tough meat parted. He chewed 
slowly and drank occasionally from the water bag. His little 
eyes were slumberous and tired, but the muscles of his face 
were hard set. The earth of the trail was black now. It gave 
up a hollow sound under the walking hoofbeats. 

The stream fell more sharply. Little waterfalls splashed on 
the stones. Five-fingered ferns hung over the water and dripped 
spray from their fingertips. Pepe rode half over in his saddle, 
dangling one leg loosely. He picked a bay leaf from a tree 
beside the way and put it into his mouth for a moment to 
flavour the dry jerky. He held the gun loosely across the 
pommel. 

Suddenly he squared in his saddle, swung the horse from the 
trail and kicked it hurriedly up behind a big redwood tree. He 
pulled up the reins tight against the bit to keep the horse from 
whinnying. His face was intent and his nostrils quivered a 
little. 

A hollow pounding came down the trail, and a horseman rode 
by, a fat man with red cheeks and a white stubble beard. His 
horse put down its head and blubbered at the trail when it came 
to the place where Pep6 had turned off. “Hold up!" said the 
man and he pulled up his horse’s head. 

When the last sound of the hoofs died away, Pep6 came 
back into the trail again. He did not relax in the saddle any 
more.^ He lifted the big rifle and swung the lever to throw a 
shell into the chamber, and then he let down the hammer to 
half cock. 

The trail grew very steep. Now the redwood trees were 
smaller and their tops were dead, bitten dead where the wind 
reached them. The horse plodded on; the sun went slowly 
overhead and started down toward the afternoon. 

Where the stream came out of a side canyon, the trail left it. 
Pep6 dismounted and watered his horse and filled up his water 
bag. As soon as the trail had parted from the stream, the trees 
were gone and only the thick brittle sage and manzanita and 
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chaparral edged the trail. And the soft black earth was gone, 
too^ leaving only the light tan broken rock for the trai bed. 
Lizards scampered away into the brush as the horse rattled over 


the little stones, 

Pep6 turned in his saddle and looked back. He was in the 
open now; he could be seen from a distance. As he ascended 
the trail the country grew more rough and terrible and dry. 
The way wound about the bases of great square rocks. Little 
grey rabbits skittered in the brush. A bird made a monotonous 
high creaking. Eastward the bare rock mountain tops were 
pale and powder-dry under the dropping sun. The horse plodded 
up and up the trail toward a little V in the ridge which was 
the pass. 

Pep6 looked suspiciously back every minute or so, and his 
eyes sought the tops of the ridges ahead. Once, on a white 
barren spur, he saw a black figure for a moment, but he looked 
quickly away, for it was one of the dark watchers. No one 
knew who the watchers were, nor where they lived, but it was 
better to ignore them and never to show interest in them. They 
did not bother one who stayed on the trail and minded his own 


business. 

The air was parched and full of light dust blown by the 
breeze from the eroding mountains. Pepe drank sparingly from 
his bag and corked it tightly and hung it on the horn again. 
The trail moved up the dry shale hillside, avoiding rocks, drop¬ 
ping under clefts, climbing in and out of old water scars. When 
he arrived at the little pass he stopped and looked back for a 
long time. No dark watchers were to be seen now. The trail 
behind was empty. Only the high tops of the redwoods in¬ 
dicated where the stream flowed. 

Pepe rode on through the pass. Plis little eyes were nearly 
closed with weariness, but his face was stern, relentless and 
manly. The high mountain wind coasted sighing through the 
pass and whistled on the edges of the big blocks of broken 
granite. In the air, a red-tailed hawk sailed over close to the 
ridge and screamed angrily. Pepe went slowly through the 
broken jagged pass and looked down on the other side. 

The trail dropped quickly, staggering among broken rock. 
At the bottom of the slope there was a dark crease, thick with 
brush, and on the other side of the crease a little flat, in which 
a grove of oak trees grew. A scar of green grass cut across 
the flat. And behind the flat another mountain rose, desolate 
with dead rocks and starving little black bushes. Pepe drank 
from the bag again for the air was so dry that it encrusted his 
nostrils and burned his lips. He put the horse down the trail. 
The hooves slipped and struggled on the steep way, starting 
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little stones that rolled off into the brush. The sun was gone 
behind the westward mountain now, but still it glowed bril¬ 
liantly on the oaks and on the grassy flat. The rocks and the 
hillsides still sent up waves of the heat they had gathered from 
the day’s sun. 

Pepe looked up to the top of the next dry withered ridge. He 
saw a dark form against the sky, a man’s figure standing on 
top of a rock, and he glanced away quickly not to appear 
curious. When a moment later he looked up again, the figure 
was gone. 

Downward the trail was quickly covered. Sometimes the 
horse floundered for footing, sometimes set his feet and slid a 
little way. They came at last to the bottom where the dark 
chaparral was higher than Pepe’s head. He held up his rifle 
on one side and his arm on the other to shield his face from 
the sharp brittle fingers of the brush. 

Up and out of the crease he rode, and up a little cliff. The 
grassy flat was before him, and the round comfortable oaks. 
For a moment he studied the trail down which he had come, but 
there was no movement and no sound from it. Finally he rode 
out over the flat, to the green streak, and at the upper end of 
the damp he found a little spring welling out of the earth and 
dropping into a dug basin before it seeped out over the flat. 

Pepe filled his bag first, and then he let the thirsty horse 

drink out of the pool. He led the horse to the clump of oaks, 

and in the middle of the grove, fairly protected from sight on 

all sides, he took off the saddle and the bridle and laid them on 

^e ground. The horse stretched his jaws sideways and yawned. 

Pepe knotted the lead rope about the horse’s neck and tied him 

to a sapling among the oaks, where he could graze in a fairly 
large circle. 

When the horse was gnawing hungrily at the dry grass, Pepe 
went to the saddle and took a black string of jerky from the 
sack and strolled to an oak tree on the edge of the grove, from 
under which he could watch the trail. He sat down in the 
crisp dry oak leaves and automatically felt for his big black 
knife to cut the jerky, but he had no knife. He leaned back 
on his elbow and gnawed at the tough strong meat. His face 
was blank, but it was a man’s face. 

The bright evening light washed the eastern ridge, but the 
valley was darkening. Doves flew down from the hills to the 
spring, and the quail came running out of the brush and joined 
them, calling clearly to one another. 

Out of the corner of his eye Pepe saw a shadow grow out 
of the bushy crease. He turned his head slowly. A big spotted 
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wildcat was creeping toward the spring, belly to the ground, 
moving like thought. 

Pep4 cocked his rifle and edged the muzzle slowly around 
Then he looked apprehensively up the trail and dropped the 
hammer again. From the ground beside him he picked an oak 
twig and threw it toward the spring. The quail flew up with 
a roar and the doves whistled away. The big cat stood up: 
for a long moment he looked at Pepe with cold yellow eyes, 
and then fearlessly walked back into the gulch. 

The dusk gathered quickly in the deep valley. Pepe mut¬ 
tered his prayers, put his head down on his arm and went 
instantly to sleep. 

The moon came up and filled the valley with cold blue light, 
and the wind swept rustling down from the peaks. The owls 
worked up and down the slopes looking for rabbits. Down in 
the brush of the gulch a coyote gabbled. The oak trees whis¬ 
pered softly in the night breeze. 


Pep6 started up, listening. His horse had whinnied. The 
moon was just slipping behind the western ridge, leaving the 
valley in darkness behind it. Pepe sat tensely gripping his rifle. 
From far up the trail he heard an answering whinny and the 
crash of shod hooves on the broken rock. He jumped to bis 
u horse and led it under the trees. He threw on 

the saddle and cinched it tight for the steep trail, caught the 
head and forced the bit into the mouth. He felt the 
saddle to make sure the water bag and the sack of jerky were 
there. Then he mounted and turned up the hill. 

t was velvet dark. The horse found the entrance to the trail 
where it left the flat, and started up, stumbling and slipping 
on the rocks. Pep^’s hand rose up to his head. His hat was 
gone. He had left it under the oak tree. 

The horse had struggled far up the trail when the first change 

^ steel greyness as light mixed 
thoroughly with dark. Gradually the sharp snaggled edge of 

me ndge stood out above them, rotten granite tortured and 
eaten by the winds of time. Pepe had dropped his reins on the 

leJ^Jn tf'”/ to the horse. The brush grabbed at his 

S " ^he dark until one knee of his jeans was ripped. 

flowed down over the ridge. The starved 

in htrir strange and lonely 

Pen6^ perspective. Then there came warmth into the light. 

darker 1”? look^ back, but he could see nothing in the 

sun In fl! The sky turned blue over the coming 

only three V ^ the poor dry brush grew 

«niy three feet high. Here and there, big outcroppings of un- 
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rotted granite stood up like mouldering houses. Pepe relaxed 
a little. He drank from his water bag and bit off a piece of 
jerky. A single eagle flew over, high in the light. 

Without warning Pepe’s horse screamed and fell on its side. 
He was almost down before the rifle crash echoed up from 
the valley. From a hole behind the struggling shoulder, a 
stream of bright crimson blood pumped and stopped and pumped 
and stopped. The hooves threshed on the ground. Pepe lay 
half stunned beside the horse. He looked slowly down the hill. 
A piece of sage clipped off beside his head and another crash 
echoed up from side to side of the canyon. Pepe flung himself 
frantically behind a bush. 

He crawled up the hill on his knees and one hand. His right 
hand held the rifle up off the ground and pushed it ahead of 
him. fie moved with the instinctive care of an animal. Rapidly 
he wormed his way toward one' of the big outcroppings of 
granite on the hill above him. Where the brush was high he 
doubled up and ran, but where the cover was slight he wriggled 
forward on his stomach, pushing the rifle ahead of him. In 
the last little distance there was no cover at all. Pep6 poised 
and then he darted across the space and flashed around the 
corner of the rock. 

He leaned panting against the stone. When his breath came 
easier he moved along behind the big rock until he came to a 
narrow split that offered a thin section of vision down the hill. 
Pepe lay on his stomach and pushed the rifle barrel through 
the slit and waited. 

The sun reddened the western ridges now. Already the buz¬ 
zards were settling down towards the place where the horse 
lay. A small brown bird scratched in the dead sage leaves 
directly in front of the rifle muzzle. The coasting eagle flew 
back toward the rising sun. 

Pepe saw a little movement in the brush far below. His grip 
tightened on the gun. A little brown doe stepped daintily out 
on the trail and crossed it and disappeared into the brush again. 
For a long time Pepe waited. Far below he could see the little 
flat and the oak trees and the slash of green. Suddenly his eyes 
flashed back at the trail again. A quarter of a mile down there 
had been a quick movement in the chaparral. The rifle swung 
over. The front sight nestled in the V of the rear sight. Pep6 
studied for a moment and then raised the rear sight a notch. 
The little movement in the brush came again. The sight settled 
on it. Pepe squeezed the trigger. The explosion crashed down 
the mountain and up the other side, and came rattling back. 
The whole side of the slope grew still. No more movement. 
And then a white streak cut into the granite of the slit arad a 
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bullet whined away and a crash sounded up from below. Pep6 
felt a sharp pain in his right hand. A sliver of granite was stick¬ 
ing out from between his first and second knuckles and the point 
protruded from his palm. Carefully he pulled out the sliver of 
stone. The wound bled evenly and gently. No vein nor artery 
was cut. 

Pepe looked into a little dusty cave in the rock and gathered 
a handful of spider web, and he pressed the mass into the cut, 
plastering the soft web into the blood. The flow stopped almost 
at once. 


The rifle was on the ground. Pepe picked it up, levered a new 
shell into the chamber. And then he slid into the brush on his 
stomach. Far to the right he crawled, and then up the hill, 
moving slowly and carefully, crawling to cover and resting and 
then crawling again. 

In the mountains the sun is high in its arc before it penetrates 
the gorges. The hot face looked over the hill and brought in¬ 
stant heat with it. The white light beat on the rocks and 
reflected from them and rose up quivering from the earth again, 
and the rocks and bushes seemed to quiver behind the air. 

Pep4 crawled in the general direction of the ridge peak, zig¬ 
zagging for cover. The deep cut between his knuckles began to 
throb. He crawled close to a rattlesnake before he saw it, and 
when it raised its dry head and made a soft beginning whirr, 
he backed up and took another way. The quick grey lizards 
flashed in front of him, raising a tiny line of dust. He found 

another mass of spider web and pressed it against his throbbing 
hand. 


Pepe was pushing the rifle with his left hand now. Little 
sweat ran to the ends of his coarse black hair and 
rolled down his cheeks. His lips and tongue were growing thick 
heavy. His lips writhed to draw saliva into his mouth, 
ills little dark eyes were uneasy and suspicious. Once when 
f lizard paused in front of him on the parched ground and 
urned its head sideways he crushed it flat with a stone. 

past noon he had not gone a mile. He 
crawled exhaustedly a last hundred yards to a patch of high 
* crawled desperately, and when the patch was 

reached he wriggled in among the tough gnarly trunks and 
uropped his head on his left arm. There was little shade in the 
agre brush, but there was cover and safety. Pep4 went to 

W? V i back. A few little birds 

peered and hopped away. Pep4 

hand sleep and he raised and dropped his wounded 

hand again and again. 
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The sun went down behind the peaks and the cool evening 
came, and then the dark. A coyote yelled from the hillside, 
Pepe started awake and looked about with misty eyes. His 
hand was swollen and heavy; a little thread of pain ran up the 
inside of his arm and settled in a pocket in his armpit. He 
peered about and then stood up, for the mountains were black 
and the moon had not yet risen. Pepe stood up in the dark. 
The coat of his father pressed on his arm. His tongue was 
swollen until it nearly filled his mouth. He wriggled out of 
the coat and dropped it in the brush, and then he struggled up 
the hill, falling over rocks and tearing his way through the 
brush. The rifle knocked against stones as he went. Little dry 
avalanches of gravel and shattered stone went whispering down 
the hill behind him. 

After a while the old moon came up and showed the jagged 
ridge top ahead of him. By moonlight Pepe travelled more 
easily. He bent forward so that his throbbing arm hung away 
from his body. The journey uphill was made in dashes and 
rests, a frantic rush up a few yards and then a rest. The wind 
coasted down the slope rattling the dry stems of the bushes. 

The moon was at meridian when Pepe came at last to the 
sharp backbone of the ridge top. On the last hundred yards 
of the rise no soil had clung under the wearing winds. The 
way was on solid rock. He clambered to the top and looked 
down on the other side. There was a draw like the last below 
him, misty with moonlight, brushed with dry struggling sage 
and chaparral. On the other side the hill rose up sharply and 
at the top the jagged rotten teeth of the mountain showed 

against the sky. At the bottom of the cut the brush was thick 
and dark. 

Pepe stumbled down the hill. His throat was almost closed 
with thirst. At first he tried to run, but immediately he fell and 
rolled. After that he went more carefully. The moon was just 
disappearing behind the mountains when he came to the bot¬ 
tom. He crawled into the heavy brush feeling with his fingers 
for water. There was no water in the bed of the stream, only 
damp earth. Pepe laid his gun down and scooped up a handful 
of mud and put it in his mouth, and then he spluttered and 
scraped the earth from his tongue with his finger, for the mud 
drew at his mouth like a poultice. He dug a hole in the stream 
bed with his fingers, dug a little basin to catch water; but 
before it was very deep his head fell forward on the damp 
ground and he slept. 

The dawn came and the heat of the day fell on the earth, 
and still Pepe slept. Late in the afternoon his head jerked up. 
He looked slowly around. His eyes were slits of wariness. 
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Twenty feet away in the heavy brush a big tawny mountain 
lion stood looking at him. Its long thick tail waved gracefully, 
its ears were erect with interest, not laid back dangerously. 
The lion squatted down on its stomach and watched him. 

Pepe looked at the hole he had dug in the earth. A half 
inch of muddy water had collected in the bottom. He tore the 
sleeve from his hurt arm, with his teeth ripped out a little square, 
soaked it in the water and put it in his mouth. Over and over 
he filled the cloth and sucked it. 

Still the lion sat and watched him. The evening came down 
but there was no movement on the hills. No birds visited the 
dry bottom of the cut. Pepe looked occasionally at the lion. 
The eyes of the yellow beast drooped as though he were about 
to sleep. He yawned and his long thin red tongue curled out. 
Suddenly his head jerked around and his nostrils quivered. His 
big tail lashed. He stood up and slunk like a tawny shadow 
into the thick brush. 


A moment later Pepe heard the sound, the faint far crash of 
horses’ hooves on gravel. And he heard something else, a high 
whining yelp of a dog. 

Pepe took his rifle in his left hand and he glided into the 
brush almost as quietly as the lion had. In the darkening even¬ 
ing he crouched up the hill toward the next ridge. Only when 
the dark came did he stand up. His energy was short. Once 
it was dark he fell over the rocks and slipped to his knees on 
the steep slope, but he moved on and on up the hill, climbing 
and scrambling over the broken hillside. 

When he was far up toward the top, he lay down and slept 
for a little while. The withered moon, shining on his face, 
awakened him. He stood up and moved up the hill. Fifty 
^way he stopped and turned back, for he had forgotten 
IS rifle. He walked heavily down and poked about in the brush, 
out he could not find his gun. At last he lay down to rest. The 
pocket of pain in his armpit had grown more sharp. His arm 
eemed to swell out and fall with every heartbeat. There was 
no position lying down where the heavy arm did not press 
agwnst his armpit. 

effort of a hurt beast, Pepe got up and moved again 

ridge. He held his swollen arm away 
body with his left hand. Up the steep hill he dragged 
Lg * ^ steps and a rest, and a few more steps. At last 
nearing the top. The moon showed the uneven sharp 
p of It against the sky. ^ 

sIiimLi ^ ^*8^ spiral up and away from him. He 

onlv^a h ^ound and lay still. The rock ridge top was 

a hundred feet above him. 
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The moon moved over the sky. Pepe half turned on his back. 
His tongue tried to make words, but only a thick hissing came 
from between his lips. 

When the dawn came, Pepe pulled himself up. His eyes were 
sane again. He drew his great puffed arm in front of him and 
looked at the angry wound. The black line ran up from his 
wrist to his armpit. Automatically he reached in his pocket 
for the big black knife, but it was not there. His eyes searched 
the ground. He picked up a sharp blade of stone and scraped 
at the wound, sawed at the proud flesh and then squeezed the 
green juice out in big drops. Instantly he threw back his head 
and whined like a dog. His whole right side shuddered at the 
pain, but the pain cleared his head. 

In the grey light he struggled up the last slope to the ridge 
and crawled over and lay down behind a line of rocks. Below 
him lay a deep canyon exactly like the last, waterless and deso¬ 
late. There was no flat, no oak trees, not even heavy brush in 
the bottom of it. And on the other side a sharp ridge stood up, 
thinly brushed with starving sage, littered with broken granite. 
Strewn over the hill there were giant outcroppings, and on the 
top the granite teeth stood out against the sky. 

The new day was light now. The flame of the sun came over 
the ridge and fell on Pepe where he lay on the ground. His 
coarse black hair was littered with twigs and bits of spider 
web. His eyes had retreated back into his head. Between his 
lips the tip of his black tongue showed. 

He sat up and dragged his great arm into his lap and nursed 
it, rocking his body and moaning in his throat. He threw back 
his head and looked up into the pale sky. A big black bird 
circled nearly out of sight, and far to the left another was sailing 
near. 

He lifted his head to listen, for a familiar sound had come to 
him from the valley he had climbed out of; it was the crying 
yelp of hounds, excited and feverish, on a trail. 

Pepe bowed his head quickly. He tried to speak rapid words, 
but only a thick hiss came from his lips. He drew a shaky 
cross on his breast with his left hand. It was a long struggle 
to get to his feet. He crawled slowly and mechanically to the 
top of a big rock on the ridge peak. Once there, he arose 
slowly, swaying to his feet, and stood erect. Far below he 
could see the dark brush where he had slept. He braced his 
feet and stood there, black against the morning sky. 

There came a ripping sound at his feet. A piece of stone flew 
up and a bullet droned off into the next gorge. The hollow 
crash echoed up from below. Pep6 looked down for a moment 
and then pulled himself straight again. 
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His body jarred back. His left hand fluttered helplessly to¬ 
ward his breast. The second crash sounded from below. Pepe 
swung forward and toppled from the rock. His body struck 
and rolled over and over, starting a little avalanche. And when 
at last he stopped against a bush, the avalanche slid slowly 
down and covered up his head. 
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THE SNAKE 

I T WAS almost dark when young Dr. Phillips swung his sack 
to his shoulder and left the tide pool. He climbed up over 
the rocks and squashed along the street in his rubber boots. 
The street lights were on by the time he arrived at bis little 
commercial laboratory on the cannery street of Monterey. It 
was a tight little building, standing partly on piers over the 
bay water and partly on the land. On both sides the big cor¬ 
rugated-iron sardine canneries crowded in on it. 

Dr. Phillips climbed the wooden steps and opened the door. 
The white rats in their cages scampered up and down the wire, 
and the captive cats in their pens mewed for milk. Dr. Phillips 
turned on the glaring light over the dissection table and dumped 
his clammy sack on the floor. He walked to the glass cages 
by the window where the rattlesnakes lived, leaned over and 
looked in. 

The snakes were bunched and resting in the corners of the 
cage, but every head was clear; the dusty eyes seemed to look 
at nothing, but as the young man leaned over the cage the 
forked tongues, black on the ends and pink behind, twittered 
out and waved slowly up and down. Then the snakes recog¬ 
nized the man and pulled in their tongues. 

Dr. Phillips threw oflf his leather coat and built a fire in the 
tin stove; he set a kettle of water on the stove and dropped a 
can of beans into the water. Then he stood staring down at 
the sack on the floor. He was a slight young man with the 
mild, preoccupied eyes of one who looks through a microscope 
a great deal. He wore a short blonde beard. 

The draught ran breathily up the chimney and a glow of 
warmth came from the stove. The little waves washed quietly 
about the piles under the building. Arranged on shelves about 
the room were tier above tier of museum jars containing the 
mounted marine specimens the laboratory dealt in. 

Dr. Phillips opened a side door and went into his bedroom, 
a book-lined cell containing an army cot, a reading light and 
an uncomfortable wooden chair. He pulled off his rubber boots 
and put on a pair of sheepskin slippers. When he went back 
to the other room the water in the kettle was already beginning 
to hum. 


20 


21 


THE SNAKE 


He lifted his sack to the table under the white light and 
emptied out two dozen common starfish. These he laid out 
side by side on the table. His preoccupied eyes turned to the 
busy rats in the wire cages. Taking grain from a paper sack, 
he poured it into the feeding troughs. Instantly the rats 
scrambled down from the wire and fell upon the food. A bottle 
of milk stood on a glass shelf between a small mounted octopus 
and a jellyfish. Dr. Phillips lifted down the milk and walked 
to the cat cage, but before he filled the containers he reached 
in the cage and gently picked out a big rangy alley tabby. He 
stroked her for a moment and then dropped her in a small black 
painted box, closed the lid and bolted it and then turned on a 
petcock which admitted gas into the killing chamber. While 
the short soft struggle went on in the black box he filled the 
saucers with milk. One of the cats arched against his hand 
and he smiled and petted her neck. 

The box was quiet now. He turned off the petcock, for the 
air-tight box would be full of gas. 

On the stove the pan of water was bubbling furiously about 
the can of beans. Dr. Phillips lifted out the can with a big pair 
of forceps, opened it, and emptied the beans into a glass dish. 
While he ate he watched the starfish on the table. From be¬ 


tween the rays little drops of milky fluid were exuding. He 
bolted his beans, and when they were goae he put the dish in 
the sink and stepped to the equipment cupboard. From this he 
took a microscope and a pile of little glass dishes. He filled 
the dishes one by one with sea water from a tap and arranged 
® beside the starfish. He took out his watch and 
laid it on the table under the pouring white light. The waves 
washed with little sighs against the piles under the floor. He 
took an eyedropper from a drawer and bent over the starfish. 

At that moment there were quick soft steps on the wooden 
stairs and a strong knocking at the door. A slight grimace of 
annoyance crossed the young man’s face as he went to open. 

tall, lean woman stood in the doorway. She was dressed in 
a severe dark suit—her straight black hair, growing low on a 
Hat mrehead, was mussed as though the wind had been blowing 
It. Her black eyes glittered in the strong light. 

She spoke in a soft throaty voice, “May I come in? I want 
to talk to you.” 

J very busy just now,” he said half-heartedly. “I have 
o do things at times.” But he stood away from the door. The 
tall woman slipped in. 

^’11 be quiet until you can talk to me.” 

fh u the door and brought the uncomfortable chair from 

e bedroom. You see,” he apologized, “the process is started 



22 THE LONG VALLEY 

and I must get to it.” So many people wandered in and asked 
questions. He had little routines of explanations for the com¬ 
moner processes. He could say them without thinking. “Sit 
here. In a few minutes I’ll be able to listen to you.” 

The tall woman leaned over the table. With the eyedropper 
the young man gathered fluid from between the rays of the star¬ 
fish and squirted it into a bowl of water, and then he drew some 
milky fluid and squirted it in the same bowl and stirred the 
water gently with the eyedropper. He began his little patter 
of explanation. 

“When starfish are sexually mature they release sperm and 
ova when they are exposed at low tide. By choosing mature 
specimens and taking them out of the water, I give them a 
condition of low tide. Now I’ve mixed the sperm and eggs. 
Now I put some of the mixture in each one of these ten watch 
glasses. In ten minutes I will kill those in the first glass with 
menthol, twenty minutes later I will kill the second group and 
then a new group every twenty minutes. Then I will have ar¬ 
rested the process in stages, and I will mount the series on 
microscope slides for biologic study.” He paused. “Would 
you like to look at this first group under the microscope?” 

“No, thank you.” 

He turned quickly to her. People always wanted to look 
through the glass. She was not looking at the table at all, but 
at him. Her black eyes were on him, but they did not seem to 
see him. He realized why—the irises were as dark as the pupils, 
there was no colour line between the two. Dr. Phillips was 
piqued at her answer. Although answering questions bored 
him, a lack of interest in what he was doing irritated him. A 
desire to arouse her grew in him. 

“While I’m waiting the first ten minutes I have something 
to do. Some people don’t like to see it. Maybe you’d better 
step into that room until I finish.” 

“No,” she said in her soft flat tone. “Do what you wish. I 
will wait until you can talk to me.” Her hands rested side by 
side on her lap. She was completely at rest. Her eyes were 
bright, but the rest of her was almost in a state of suspended 
animation. He thought, “Low metabolic rate, almost as low as 
a frog’s, from the looks.” The desire to shock her out of her 
inanition possessed him again. 

He brought a little wooden cradle to the table, laid out scal¬ 
pels and scissors and rigged a big hollow needle to a pressure 
tube. Then from the killing chamber he brought the limp dead 
cat and laid it in the cradle and tied its legs to hooks in the 
sides. He glanced sidewise at the woman. She had not moved. 
She was still at rest. 
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The cat grinned up into the light, its pink tongue stuck out 
between its needle teeth. Dr. Phillips deftly snipped open the 
skin at the throat; with a scalpel he slit through and found an 
artery. With flawless technique he put the needle in the vessel 
and tied it with gut. ‘‘Embalming fluid,” he explained. “Later 
I’ll inject yellow mass into the venous system and red mass 
into the arterial system—for bloodstream dissection—biology 
classes.” 

He looked around at her again. Her dark eyes seemed veiled 
with dust. She looked without expression at the cat’s open 
throat. Not a drop of blood had escaped. The incision was 
clean. Dr. Phillips looked at his watch. “Time for the first 
group.” He shook a few crystals of menthol into the first 
watch-glass. 

The woman was making him nervous. The rats climbed 
about on the wire of their cage again and squeaked softly. The 
waves under the building beat with little shocks on the piles. 

The young man shivered. He put a few lumps of coal in 
the stove and sat down. “Now,” he said. “I haven’t anything 
to do for twenty minutes.” He noticed how short her chin was 
between lower lip and point. She seemed to awaken slowly, 
to come up out of some deep pool of consciousness. Her head 
raised and her dark dusty eyes moved about the room and then 
came back to him. 

“I was waiting,” she said. Her hands remained side by side 
on her lap. “You have snakes?” 

“Why, yes,” he said rather loudly. “I have about two dozen 
rattlesnakes. I milk out the venom and send it to the anti¬ 
venom laboratories.” 

She continued to look at him, but her eyes did not centre 
on him, rather they covered him and seemed to see in a big 
circle all around him. “Have you a male snake, a male rattle¬ 
snake ?” 

Well, it just happens I know I have. I came in one morning 

and found a big snake in—in coition with a smaller one. That’s 

very rare in captivity. You see, I do know I have a male 
snake.” 

“Where is he?” 

M^hy, right in the glass cage by the window there.” 

Her head swung slowly around, but her two quiet hands did 
She turned back toward him. “May I see?” 

He got up and walked to the case by the window. On the 
sand bottom the knot' of rattlesnakes lay entwined, but their 
heads were clear. The tongues came out and flickered a moment 

Pk-ir down feeling the air for vibrations. Dr. 

I ips nervously turned his head. The woman was standing 
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beside him. He had not heard her get up from the chair. He 
had heard only the splash of water among the piles and the 
scampering of the rats on the wire screen. 

She said softly, “Which is the male you ^poke of?” 

He pointed to a thick, dusty grey snake Tying by itself in one 
corner of the cage. “That one. He’s nearly five feet long. He 
comes from Texas. Our Pacific coast snakes are usually smaller. 
He’s been taking all the rats, too. When I want the others to 
eat I have to take him out.” 

The woman stared down at the blunt dry head. The forked 
tongue slipped out and hung quivering for a long moment. “And 
you’re sure he’s a male.” 

“Rattlesnakes are funny,” he said glibly. “Nearly every 
generalization proves wrong. I don’t like to say anything de¬ 
finite about rattlesnakes, but—yes—I can assure you he’s a 
male.” 

Her eyes did not move from the flat head. “Will you sell him 
to me?” 

“Sell him?” he cried. “Sell him to you?” 

“You do sell specimens, don’t you?” 

“Oh—yes. Of course I do. Of course I do.” 

“How much? Five dollars? Ten?” 

“Oh! Not more than five. But—do you know anything about 
rattlesnakes? You might be bitten.” 

She looked at him for a moment. “I don’t intend to take him. 
I want to leave him here, but—I want him to be mine. I want 
to come here and look at him and feed him and to know he’s 
mine.” She opened a little purse and took out a five-dollar bill. 
“Here! Now he is mine.” ^ 

Dr. Phillips began to be afraid. “You could come to look at 
him without owning him.” 

“I want him to be mine.” 

“Oh, Lord I” he cried. “I’ve forgotten the time.” He ran to 
the table. “Three minutes over. It won’t matter much.” He 
shook menthol crystals into the second watchglass. And then 
he was drawn back to the cage where the woman still stared 
at the snake. 

She asked, “What does he eat?” 

“I feed them white rats, rats from the cage over there.” 

“Will you put him in the other cage? I want to feed him.” 

“But he doesn’t need food. He’s had a rat already this week. 
Sometimes they don’t eat for three or four months. I had one 
that didn’t eat for over a year.” 

In her low monotone she asked, “Will you sell me a rat?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I see. You want to watch how 
rattlesnakes eat. All right. I’ll show you. The rat will cost 
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twenty-five cents. It’s better than a bullfight if you look at it 
one way, and it’s simply a snake eating his dinner if you look 
at it another.” His tone had become acid. He hated people 
who made sport of natural processes. He was not a sportsman 
but a biologist. He could kill a thousand animals for know¬ 
ledge, but not an insect for pleasure. He’d been over this in 
his mind before. 

She turned her head slowly toward him and the beginning of 
a smile formed on her thin lips. “I want to feed my snake,” 
she said. ‘Til put him in the other cage.” She had opened 
the top of the cage and dipped her hand in before he knew 
what she was doing. He leaped forward and pulled her back. 
The lid banged shut, 

“Haven’t you any sense,” he asked fiercely. “Maybe he 
wouldn’t kill you, but he’d make you damned sick in spite of 
what I could do for you.” 

“You put him in the other cage, then,” she said quietly. 

Dr. Phillips was shaken. He found that he was avoiding 
the dark eyes that didn’t seem to look at anything. He felt 
that it was profoundly wrong to put a rat into the cage, deeply 
sinful; and he didn’t know why. Often he had put rats in the 
cage when someone or other had wanted to see it, but this 
desire to-night sickened him. He tried to explain himself out 
of it. 

“It's a good thing to see,” he said. “It shows you how a 
snake can work. It makes you have a respect for a rattlesnake. 
Then, too, lots of people have dreams about the terror of snakes 
making the kill. I think because it is a subjective rat. The 
person is the rat. Once you see it the whole matter is objective. 
The rat is only a rat and the terror is removed.” 

He took a long stick equipped with a leather noose from the 
wall. ^ Opening the trap he dropped the noose over the big 
snake’s head and tightened the thong. A piercing dry rattle 
filled the room. The thick body writhed and slashed about 
the handle of the stick as he lifted the snake out and dropped 
It in the feeding cage.* It stood ready to strike for a time, but 
the buzzing gradually ceased. The snake crawled into a corner, 
^ fiff^^re eight with its body and lay still. 

* ou see, the young man explained, “these snakes are quite 
ame. Ive had them a long time. I suppose I could handle 

k'* to, but everyone who does handle rattlesnakes 

sooner or later. I just don’t want to take the 
k woman. He hated to put in the 

• moved over in front of the new cage; her black 

stony head of the snake again. 

She said, “Put in a rat.” 
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Reluctantly he went to the rat cage. For some reason he 
was sorry for the rat, and such a feeling had never come to 
him before. His eyes went over the mass of swarming white 
bodies climbing up the screen toward him. “Which one?” he 
thought. “Which one shall it be?” Suddenly he turned angrily 
to the woman. “Wouldn’t you rather I put in a cat? Then 
you’d see a real fight. The cat might even win, but if it did it 
might kill the snake. I’ll sell you a cat if you like.” 

She didn’t look at him. “Put in a rat,” she said. “I want 
him to eat.” 

He opened the rat cage and thrust his hand in. His fingers 
found a tail and he lifted a plump, red-eyed rat out of the cage. 
It struggled up to try to bite his fingers and, failing, hung 
spread out and motionless from its tail. He walked quickly 
across the room, opened the feeding cage and dropped the rat 
in on the sand floor. “Now, watch it,” he cried. 

The woman did not answer him. Her eyes were on the snake 
where it lay still. Its tongue flicking in and out rapidly, tasted 
the air of the cage. 

The rat landed on its feet, turned around and sniffed at its 
pink naked tail and then unconcernedly trotted across the sand, 
smelling as it went. The room was silent. Dr. Phillips did not 
know whether the water sighed among the piles or whether 
the woman sighed. Out of the corner of his eye he saw her 
body crouch and stiffen. 

The snake moved out smoothly, slowly. The tongue flicked 
in and out. The motion was so gradual, so smooth that it 
didn’t seem to be motion at all. In the other end of the cage 
the rat perked up in a sitting position and began to lick down 
the fine white hair on its chest. The snake moved on, keeping 
-always a deep S curve in its neck. 

The silence beat on the young man. He felt the blood drift¬ 
ing up in his body. He said loudly, “See! He keeps the striking 
curve ready. Rattlesnakes are cautious, almost cowardly ani¬ 
mals. The mechanism is so delicate. The snake’s dinner is to 
be got by an operation as deft as a surgeon’s job. He takes no 
chances with his instruments.” 

The snake had flowed to the middle of the cage by now. The 
rat looked up, saw the snake and then unconcernedly went back 
to licking its chest. 

“It’s the most beautiful thing in the world,” the young man 
said. His veins were throbbing. “It’s the most terrible thing 
in the world.” 

The snake was close now. Its head lifted a few inches from 
the sand. The head weaved slowly back and forth, aiming, get¬ 
ting distance, aiming. Dr. Phillips glanced again at the woman. 
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He turned sick. She was weaving, too, not much, just a sug- 

^ The rat looked up and saw the snake. It dropped 
{eet and back up, and then—the stroke. It was impossible to 
see. simply a flash. The rat jarred as though under an invisible 
blow The snake backed hurriedly into the corner from which 
it had come, and settled down, its tongue working constantly. 

"Perfect!’' Dr. Phillips cried. "Right between the shoulder 
blades. The fangs must almost have reached the heart.” 

The rat stood still, breathing like a little white bellows. 
denly it leaped in the air and landed on its side. Its legs kicked 
spasmodically for a second and it was dead. 

The woman relaxed, relaxed sleepily. 

"Well,” the young man demanded, “it was an emotional bath, 
wasn’t it?” 

She turned her misty eyes to him. “Will he eat it now?” she 
asked. 

“Of course he’ll eat it. He didn’t kill it for a thrill. He killed 
it because he was hungry.” 

The corners of the woman’s mouth turned up a trifle again. 
She looked back at the snake. “I want to see him eat it.” 


Now the snake came out of its corner again. There was no 
striking curve in its neck, but it approached the rat gingerly, 
ready to jump back in case it attacked. It nudged the body 
gently with its blunt nose, and drew away. Satisfied that it 
was dead, the snake touched the body all over with its chin, 
from head to tail. It seemed to measure the body and to kiss it. 
Finally it opened its mouth and unhinged its jaws at the corners. 

Dr. Phillips put his will against his head to keep it from turn¬ 
ing toward the woman. He thought, "If she’s opening her- 
mouth, ril be sick. I’ll be afraid.” He succeeded in keeping 
his eyes away. 

The snake fitted its jaws over the rat’s head and then with 

a slow peristaltic pulsing, began to engulf the rat. The jaws 

gripped and the whole throat crawled up, and the jaws gripped 
again. 

Dr. Phillips turned away and went to his work table. "You’ve 
made me miss one of the series,” he said bitterly. "The set 
won t be complete.” He put one of the watch glasses under a 
low-power microscope and looked at it, and then angrily he 
poured the contents of all the dishes into the sink. The waves 
had fallen so that only a wet whisper came up through the floor. 

* lifted a trapdoor at his feet and dropped the 

starhsh down into the black water. He paused at the cat, 
crucified m the cradle and grinning comically into the light. Its 
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body was puffed with embalming fluid. He shut off the pres¬ 
sure, withdrew the needle and tied the vein. 

“Would you like some coffee?” he asked. 

“No, thank you. I shall be going pretty soon.” 

He walked to her where she stood in front of the snake cage. 
The rat was swallowed, all except an inch of pink tail that stuck 
out of the snake’s mouth like a sardonic tongue. The throat 
heaved again and the tail disappeared. The jaws snapped 
back into their sockets, and the big snake crawled heavily to 
the corner, made a big eight and dropped its head on the sand. 

“He’s asleep now,” the woman said. “I’m going now. But 
I’ll come back and feed my snake every little while. I’ll pay 
for the rats. I want him to have plenty. And sometime—I’ll 
take him away with me.” Her eyes came out of their dusty 
dream for a moment. “Remember, he’s mine. Don’t take his 
poison. I want him to have it. Good-night.” She walked 
swiftly to the door and went out. He heard her footsteps on 
the stairs, but he could not hear her walk away on the pave¬ 
ment. 

Dr. Phillips turned a chair around and sat down in front of 
the snake cage. He tried to comb out his thoughts as he looked 
at the torpid snake. “I've read so much about psychological 
sex symbols,” he thought. “It doesn’t seem to explain. Maybe 
I’m too much alone. Maybe I should kill the snake. If I knew 
—no, I can’t pray to anything.” 

For weeks he expected her to return. “I will go out and 
leave her alone here when she comes,” he decided. “I won’t see 
the damned thing again.” 

She never came again. For months he looked for her when 
he walked about in the town. Several times he ran after some 
tall woman thinking it might be she. But he never .saw her 
again—ever. 





THE HARNESS 

P eter RANDALL was one of the most highly respected 
farmers of Monterey County. Once, before he was to make 
a little speech at a Masonic convention, the brother who intro¬ 
duced him referred to him as an example for young Masons of 
California to emulate. He was nearing fifty; his manner was 
grave and restrained, and he wore a carefully tended beard. 
From every gathering he reaped the authority that belongs to 
the bearded man. Peter's eyes were grave, too; blue and grave 
almost to the point of sorrowfulness. People knew there was 
force in him, but force held caged. Sometimes, for no apparent 
reason, his eyes grew sullen and mean, like the eyes of a bad 
dog; but that look soon passed, and the restraint and probity 
came back into his face. He was tall and broad. He held his 
shoulders back as though they were braced, and he sucked in 
his stomach like a soldier. Inasmuch as farmers are usually 
slouchy men, Peter gained an added respect because of his pos¬ 
ture. 

Concerning Peter’s wife, Emma, people generally agreed that 
•it was hard to see how such a little skin-and-bones woman 
could go on living, particularly when she was sick most of the 
time. She weighed eighty-seven pounds. At forty-five her face 
was as wrinkled and brown as that of an old, old woman, but 
her dark eyes were feverish with a determination to live. She 
was a proud woman, who complained very little. Her father 
had been a thirty-third degree Mason and Worshipful Master 
of the Grand Lodge of California. Before he died he had taken 
a great deal of interest in Peter’s Masonic career. 

Once a year Peter went away for a week, leaving his wife 
alone on the farm. To neighbours who called to keep her com¬ 
pany she invariably explained, “He’s away on a business trip.” 

Each time Peter returned from a business trip, Emma was 
ailing for a month or two, and this was hard on Peter, for Emma 
Ml work and refused to hire a girl. When she was 

ul, Peter had to do the housework. 

Randall ranch lay across the Salinas River, next to the 
foothills. It was an ideal balance of bottom and upland. Forty- 
five acres of rich level soil brought from the cream of the county 
by the river in old times and spread out as flat as a board; and 

29 




THE LONG VALLEY 

eighty acres of gentle upland for hay and orchard. The white 
farm house was as neat and restrained as its owners. The im¬ 
mediate yard was fenced, and in the garden, under Emma’s 
direction, Peter raised button dahlias and immortelles, carna¬ 
tions and pinks. 

From the front porch one could look down over the flat to 
the river with its sheath of willows and cottonwoods, and across 
the river to the beet fields, and past the fields to the bulbous 
dome of the Salinas courthouse. Often in the afternoon Emma 
sat in a rocking-chair on the front porch, until the breeze drove 
her in. She knitted constantly, looking up now and then to 
watch Peter working on the flat or in the orchard, or on the 
slope below the house. 

The Randall ranch was no more encumbered with mortgage 
than any of the others in the valley. The crops, judiciously 
chosen and carefully tended, paid the interest, made a reason¬ 
able living and left a few hundred dollars every year toward 
paying off the principal. It was no wonder that Peter Randall 
was respected by his neighbours, and that his seldom spoken 
words were given attention even when they were about the 
weather or the way things were going. Let Peter say, “I'm 
going to kill a pig Saturday,” and nearly everyone of his hearers 
went home and killed a pig on Saturday. They didn’t know 
\yhy, but if Peter Randall was going to kill a pig, it seemed 
like a good, safe, conservative thing to do. 

Peter and Emma were married for twenty-one years. They 
collected a houseful of good furniture, a number of framed pic¬ 
tures, vases of all shapes, and books of a sturdy type. Emma 
had no children. The house was unscarred, uncarved, un- 
chalked. On the front and back porches footscrapers and thick 
cocoa-fibre mats kept dirt out of the house. 

In the intervals between her illnesses, Emma saw to it that 
the house was kept up. The hinges of doors and cupboards 
were oiled, and no screws were gone from the catches. The 
furniture and woodwork were freshly varnished once a year. 
Repairs were usually made after Peter came home from his 
yearly business trips. 

Whenever the word went around among the farms that Emma 
was sick again, the neighbours waylaid the doctor as he drove 
by on the river road. 

u ^ RUGss she’ll be all right,” he answered their questions. 
“She’ll have to stay in bed for a couple of weeks.” 

The good neighbours took cakes to the Randall farm, and 
they tiptoed into the sick room, where the little skinny bird 
of a woman lay in a tremendous walnut bed. She looked at 
them with her bright little dark eyes. 



31 


THE HARNESS 

“Wouldn’t you like the curtains up a little, dear?” they asked. 

“No, thank you. The light worries my eyes.” 

“Is there anything we can do for you?” 

“No, thank you. Peter does for me very well.” 

"Just remember, if there’s anything you think of-” 

Emma was such a tight woman. There was nothing you 
could do for her when she was ill, except to take pies and cakes 
to Peter. Peter would be in the kitchen, wearing a neat, clean 
apron. He would be filling a hot water bottle or making 
junket. 

And so, one fall, when the news travelled that Emma was 
down, the farm-wives baked for Peter and prepared to make 
their usual visits. 

Mrs. Chappell, the next farm neighbour, stood on the river 
road when the doctor drove by. "How’s Emma Randall, 
doctor ?” 

"I don’t think she’s so very well, Mrs. Chappell. I think she’s 
a pretty sick woman.” 

Because to Dr. Marn anyone who wasn’t actually a corpse 
was well on the road to recovery, the word went about among 
the farms that Emma Randall was going to die. 

It was a long, terrible illness. Peter himself gave enemas 
and carried bedpans. The doctor’s suggestion that a nurse be 
employed met only beady, fierce refusal in the eyes of the 
patient; and, ill as she was, her demands were respected. Peter 
fed her and bathed her, and made up the great walnut bed. 
The bedroom curtains remained drawn. 

It was two months before the dark, sharp bird eyes veiled, 
and the sharp mind retired into unconsciousness. And only 
then did a nurse come to the house. Peter was lean and sick 
himself, not far from collapse. The neighbours brought him 
cakes and pies, and found them uneaten in the kitchen when 
they called again. 

Mrs. Chappell was in the house with Peter the afternoon 
Emma died, Peter became hysterical immediately. Mrs. 
Chappell telephoned the doctor, and then she called her husband 
to come and help her, for Peter was wailing like a crazy man, 
and beating his bearded cheeks with his fists. Ed Chappell 
was ashamed when he saw him. 

Peters beard was wet with his tears. His loud sobbing could 
be heard throughout the house. Sometimes he sat by the bed 
and covered his head with a pillow, and sometimes he paced 
the floor of the bedroom bellowing like a calf. When Ed 
J-happell self-consciously put a hand on his shoulder and said, 

^ome on, Peter, come on, now,” in a helpless voice, Peter 
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shook his hand off. The doctor drove out and signed the 
certificate. 

When the undertaker came, they had a devil of a time with 
Peter. He was half mad. He fought them when they tried to 
take the body away. It was only after Ed Chappell and the 
undertaker held him down while the doctor stuck him with a 
hypodermic, that they were able to remove Emma. 

The morphine didn’t put Peter to sleep. He sat hunched in 
the corner, breathing heavily and staring at the floor. 

“Who’s going to stay with him?’’ the doctor asked. “Miss 
Jack?” to the nurse. 

“I couldn’t handle him, doctor, not alone.” 

“Will you stay, Chappell?” 

“Sure, I’ll stay.” 

“Well, look. Here are some triple bromides. If he gets going 
again, give him one of these And if they don’t work, here’s 
some sodium amytal. One of these capsules will calm him 
down.” 

Before they went away they helped the stupified Peter into 
the sitting-room and laid him gently down on a sofa. Ed 
Chappell sat in an easy-chair and watched him. The bromides 
and a glass of water were on the table beside him. 

The little sitting-room was clean and dusted. Only that 
morning Peter had swept the floor with pieces of damp news¬ 
paper. Ed built a little fire in the grate, and put on a couple 
of pieces of oak when the flames were well started. The dark 
had come early. A light rain spattered against the windows 
when the wind drove it. Ed trimmed the kerosene lamps and 
turned the flames low. In the grate the blaze snapped and 
crackled and the flames curled like hair over the oak. For a 
long time Ed sat in his easy-chair watching Peter where he 
lay drugged on the couch. At last Ed dozed off to sleep. 

It was about ten o’clock when he awakened. He started up 
and looked toward the sofa. Peter was sitting up, looking at 
him. Ed’s hand went out toward the bromide bottle^ but Peter 
shook his head. 

“No need to give me anything, Ed. I guess the doctor slug¬ 
ged me pretty hard, didn’t he? I feel all right now, only a little 
dopey.” 

“If you’ll just take one of these, you’ll get some sleep.” 

“I don’t want sleep.” He fingered his draggled beard, and 
then stood up. “I’ll go out and wash my face, then I’ll feel 
better.” 

Ed heard him running water in the kitchen. In a moment 
he came back into the living-room, still drying his face on a 
towel. Peter was smiling curiously. It was an expression Ed 
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had never seen on him before, a quizzical wonderiiig smile “I 
guess I kind of broke loose when she died, didn t 1? reter 

said. , 

“Well—yes, you earned on some. 

“It seemed like something snapped inside of me,” Peter ex¬ 
plained. “Something like a suspender strap. It made me all 
come apart. I’m all right now, though.” 

Ed looked down at the floor and saw a little brown spider 
crawling, and stretched out his foot and stomped it. 

Peter asked suddenly, “Do you believe in an after-life?” 

Ed Chappell squirmed. He didn’t like to talk about such 
things, for to talk about them was to bring them up in his 
mind and think about them. “Well, yes. I suppose if you 


come right down to it, I do.” 

“Do you believe that somebody that’s—passed on—can look 
down and see what we’re doing?” 

“Oh, I don’t know as I’d go that far—I don’t know.” 

Peter went on as though he were talking to himself. “Even 
if she could see me, and 1 didn’t do what she wanted, she ought 
to feel good because I did it when she was here. It ought to 
please her that she made a good man of me. If I wasn’t a good 
man when she wasn’t here, that’d prove she did it all, wouldn't 
it? I was a good man, wasn’t I, Ed?” 

“What do you mean, ‘was’?” 

“Well, except for one week a year I was good. I don’t know 
what I’ll do now. . . .” His face grew angry. “Except one 
thing.” He stood up and stripped off his coat and his shirt. 
Over his underwear there was a web harness that pulled his 
shoulders back. He unhooked the harness and threw it off. 
Then he dropped his trousers, disclosing a wide elastic belt. 
He shucked this off over his feet, and then he scratched his 
stomach luxuriously before he put on his clothes again. He 
smiled at Ed, the strange, wondering smile, again. “I don’t 
know how, she got me to do things, but she did. She didn’t 
seem to boss me, but she always made me do things. You know, 
I don’t think I believe in an after-life. When she was alive, 
even when she was sick, I had to do things she wanted, but 
rninute she died, it was—why like that harness coming 
off! I couldn’t stand it. It was all over. I’m going to have 

to going without the harness.” He shook his finger 
m hds direction. “My stomach’s going to stick out,” he said 
poatively. “I’m going to let it stick out. Why, I’m fifty years 


t like that. He wanted to get away. This sort of 
ng wasn t very decent. “If you’ll just take one of these, you’ll 
get some sleep» he said weakly. 
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Peter had not put his coat on. He was sitting on the sofa in 
an open shirt. “I don’t want to sleep. I want to talk. I guess 
ril have to put that belt and harness on for the funeral, but 
after that I’m going to burn them. Listen, I’ve got a bottle 
of whisky in the barn. I’ll go get it.” 

“Oh, no,” Ed protested quickly. “I couldn’t drink now, not 
at a time like this.” 

Peter stood up. “Well, I could. You can sit and watch me 
if you want. I tell you, it’s all over.” He went out the door, 
leaving Ed Chappell unhappy and scandalized. It was only a 
moment before he was back. He started talking as he came 
through the doorway with the whisky. “I only got one thing 
in my life, those trips. Emma was a pretty bright woman. 
She knew I’d’ve gone crazy if I didn’t get away once a year. 
God, how she worked on my conscience when I came back!” 
His voice lowered confidentially. “You know what I did on 
those trips?” 

Ed’s eyes were wide open now. Here was a man he didn’t 
know, and he was becoming fascinated. He took the glass of 
whisky when it was handed to him. “No, what did you do?” 

Peter gulped his drink and coughed, and wiped his mouth 
with his hand. “I got drunk,” he said. “I went to fancy houses 
in San Francisco. I was drunk for a week, and I went to a 
fancy house every night.” He poured his glass full again. “I 
guess Emma knew, but she never said anything. I’d’ve husted 
if I hadn’t got away.” 

Ed Chappell sipped his whisky gingerly. “She always said 
you went on business.” 

Peter looked at his glass and drank it, and poured it full again. 
His eyes had begun to shine. “Drink your drink, Ed. I know 
you think it isn’t right—so soon, but no one’ll know but you and 
me. Kick up the fire. I’m not sad.” 

Chappell went to the grate and stirred the glowing wood until 
lots of sparks flew up the chimney like little shining birds. 
Peter filled the glasses and retired to the sofa again. When Ed 
went back to the chair he sipped from his glass and pretended 
he didn’t know it was filled up. His cheeks were flushing. It 
didn’t seem so terrible, now, to be drinking. The afternoon 
and the death had receded into an indefinite past. 

“Want some cake?” Peter asked. “There’s half-a-dozen cakes 
in the pantry.” 

“No, I don’t think I will thank you for some.” 

“You know,” Peter confessed, “I don’t think I’ll eat cake 
again. For ten years, every time Emma was sick, people sent 
cakes. It was nice of ’em, of course, only now cake means sick¬ 
ness to me. Drink your drink.” 



35 


THE HARNESS 

Something happened in the room. Both men looked up, trying 
to discover what it was. The room was somehow different than 
it had been a moment before. Then Peter smiled foolishly. “It 
was that mantel clock stopped. I don’t think Til start it any 
more. I’ll get a little quick alarm clock that ticks fast. That 
clack-clack-clack is too mournful.” He swallowed his whisky. 
“I guess you’ll be telling around that Tm crazy, won’t you?” 

Ed looked up from his glass, and smiled and nodded. “No, 

I will not. I can see pretty much how you feel about things. 

I didn’t know you wore that harness and belt.” 

“A man ought to stand up straight,” Peter said. “Tm a 
natural sloucher.” Then he exploded; “I’m a natural fool I For 
twenty years I’ve been pretending I was a wise, good man— 
except for that one week a year.”. He said loudly, “Things have 
been dribbled to me. My life’s been dribbled out to me. Here, 
let me fill your glass. I’ve got another bottle out in the barn, 
way down under a pile of sacks.” 

Ed held out his glass to be filled. Peter went on, “I thought 
how it would be nice to have my whole river flat in sweet peas. 
Think how it’d be to sit on the front porch and see all those 
acres of blue and pink, just solid. And when the wind came 
up over them, think of the big smell. A big smell that would 
almost knock you over.” 

"A lot of men have gone broke on sweet peas. 'Course you 
get a big price for the seed, but too many things can happen 
to your crop.” 

“I don’t give a damn,” Peter shouted. “I want a lot of every¬ 
thing. I want forty acres of colour and smell. I want fat 
women, with breasts as big as pillows. Tm hungry, I tell you, 
Tm hungry for everything, for a lot of everything.” 

Ed’s face became grave under the shouting. “If you’d just 
take one of these, you’d get some sleep.” 

Peter looked ashamed. “Tm all right. I didn’t mean to yell 
like that. Tm not just thinking these things for the first time. 
I been thinking about them for years, the way a kid thinks of 
vacation. I was always afraid I’d be too old. Or that I'd go 
first and miss everything. But I’m only fifty, I’ve got plenty of 
vinegar left. I told Emma about the sweet peas, but she 
wouldn’t let me. I don’t know how she made me do things,” 
he said wonderingly. “I can’t remember. She had a way of 
doing it. But she’s gone. I can feel she’s gone just like that 
harness is gone. Tm going to slouch, Ed—slouch all over the 
place. Tm going to track dirt into the house. I’m going to 
get a big fat housekeeper—a big*fat one from San Francisco. 

^ brandy on the shelf all the time.” 

Bd Chappell stood up and stretched his arms over his head. 
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“I guess ril go home now, if you feel all right. I got to get 
some sleep. You better wind that clock, Peter. It don't do a 
clock any good to stand not running.” 

The day after the funeral Peter Randall went to work on his 
farm. The Chappells, who lived on the next place, saw the lamp 
in his kitchen long before daylight, and they saw his lantern 
cross the yard to the barn half an hour before they even got 
up. 

Peter pruned his orchard in three days. He worked from 
first light until he couldn’t see the twigs against the sky any 
more. Then he started to shape the big piece of river flat. He 
ploughed and rolled and harrowed. Two strange men dressed 
in boots and riding breeches came out and looked at his land. 
They felt the dirt with their Ungers and ran a post-hole digger 
deep down under the surface, and when they went away they 
took little paper bags of the dirt with them. 

Ordinarily, before planting time, the farmers did a good deal 
of visiting back and forth. They sat on their haunches, picking 
up handfuls of dirt and breaking little clods between their 
fingers. They discussed markets and crops, recalled other years 
when beans had done well in a good market, and other years 
when field peas didn’t bring enough to pay for the seed hardly. 
After a great number of these discussions it usually happened 
that all the farmers planted the same things. There were cer¬ 
tain men whose ideas carried weight. If Peter Randall or Clark 
DeWitt thought they would put in pink beans and barley, most 
of the crops would turn out to be pink beans and barley that 
year; for, since such men were respected and fairly successful, 
it was conceded that their plans must be based on something 
besides chance choice. It was generally believed but never 
stated that Peter Randall and Clark DeWitt had extra reason¬ 
ing powers and special prophetic knowledge. 

When the usual visits started, it was seen that a change had 
taken place in Peter Randall, He sat on his plough and talked 
pleasantly enough. He said he hadn’t decided yet what to plant, 
but he said it in such a guilty way that it was plain he didn’t 
intend to tell. When he had rebuffed a few inquiries, the visits 
to his place stopped, and the farmers went over in a body to 
Clark DeWitt. Clark was putting in Chevalier barley. His 
decision dictated the major part of the planting in the vicinity. 

But because the questions stopped, the interest did not. Men 
driving by the forty-five acre fiat of the Randall place studied 
the field to try to figure out from the type of work what the 
crop was going to be. When Peter drove the seeder back and 
forth across the land no one came in, for Peter had made it 
plain that his crop was a secret. 
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Ed Chappell didn’t tell on him, either. Ed was a little ashamed 
when he thought of that night; ashamed of Peter for breaking 
down, and ashamed of himself for having sat there and listened. 
He watched Peter narrowly to see whether his vicious inten¬ 
tions were really there or whether the whole conversation had 
been the result of loss and hysteria. He did notice that Peter’s 
shoulders weren’t back and that his stomach stuck out a little. 
He went to Peter’s house and was relieved when he saw no dirt 
on the floor and when he heard the mantel clock ticking away. 

Mrs. Chappell spoke often of the afternoon. “You’d’ve 
thought he lost his mind the way he carried on. He just howled. 
Ed stayed with him part of the night, until he quieted down. 
Ed had to give him some whisky to get him to sleep. But,” 
she said brightly, “hard work is the thing to kill sorrow. Peter 
Randall is getting up at three o’clock every morning. I can 
see the light in his kitchen window from my bedroom.” 

The pussywillows burst out in silver drops, and the little 
weeds sprouted up along the roadside. The Salinas River ran 
dark water, flowed for a month, and then subsided into green 
pools again. Peter Randall had shaped his land beautifully. It 
was smooth and black; no clod was larger than a small marble, 
and under the rains it looked purple with richness. 

And then the little weak lines of green stretched out across 
the black field. In the dusk a neighbour crawled under the 
fence and pulled one of the tiny plants. “Some kind of legume,” 
he told his friends. “Field peas, I guess. What did he want 
to be so quiet about it for? I asked him right out what he was 
planting, and he wouldn’t tell me.” 

r word ran through the farms, “It’s sweet peas. The whole 
Ood-damn’ forty-five acres is in sweet peas!” Men called on 
Clwk DeWitt then, to get his opinion. 

IS opinion was this: “People think because you can get 
wenty to sixty cents a pound for sweet peas you can get rich 
on them.^ But it’s^ the most ticklish crop in the world. If the 

do good. And then come a hot day 
nl; ^ pods and lose your crop on the ground. Or it 

^ whole kaboodle. It’s 

1 ^ acres and take a chance, but not the 

e place. Peter’s touched in the head since Emma died.” 

IS opinion was widely distributed. Every man used it as 
neighbours often said it to each other, each one 
V ^ ^hon too many people said it to Peter 

iQ fhJc? angry. One day he cried, “Say. whose land 

haven’t T?»» broke, I’ve got a damn good right to, 

bered that ^ changed the whole feeling. Men remem- 

eter was a good farmer. Perhaps he had special 
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knowledge. Why, that’s who those two men in boots were— 
soil chemists! A good many of the farmers wished they’d put 
in a few acres of sweet peas. 

They wished it particularly when-the vines spread out, when 
they met each other across the rows and hid the dark earth 
from sight, when the buds began to form and it was seen that 
the crop was rich. And then the blooms came; forty-five acres 
of colour, forty-five acres of perfume. It was said that you 
could smell them in Salinas, four miles away. Busses brought 
the school children out to look at them. A group of men from 
a seed company spent all day looking at the vines and feeling 
the earth. 

Peter Randall sat on his porch in a rocking-chair every after¬ 
noon. He looked down on the great squares of pink and blue, 
and on the mad square of mixed colours. When the afternoon 
breeze came up, he inhaled deeply. His blue shirt was open 
at the throat, as though he wanted to get the perfume down 
next his skin. 

Men called on Clark DeWitt to get his opinion now. He 
said, “There’s about ten things that can happen to spoil that 
crop. He’s welcome to his sweet peas.” But the men knew 
from Clark’s irritation that he was a little jealous. They looked 
up over the fields of colour to where Peter sat on his porch, 
and they felt a new admiration and respect for him. 

Ed Chappell walked up the steps to him one afternoon. “You 
got a crop there, mister.” 

“Looks that way,” said Peter. 

“I took a look. Pods are setting fine.” 

Peter sighed. “Blooming’s nearly over,” he said. “I’ll hate 
to see the petals drop off.” 

“Well, I’d be glad to see ’em drop. You’ll make a lot of 
money, if nothing happens.” 

Peter took out a bandana handkerchief and wiped his nose, 
and jiggled it sideways to stop an itch. “I’ll be sorry when the 
smell stops,” he said. 

Then Ed made his reference to the night of the death. One 
of his eyes drooped secretly. “Found somebody to keep house 
for you?” 

“I haven’t looked,” said Peter. “I haven’t had time.” There 
were lines of worry about his eyes. But who wouldn’t worry, 
Ed thought, when a single shower could ruin his whole year’s 
crop. 

If the year and the weather had been manufactured for sweet 
peas, they couldn’t have been better. The fog lay close to the 
ground in the mornings when the vines were pulled. When the 
great piles of vines lay safely on spread canvasses, the hot sun 
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shone down and crisped the pods for the threshers. The neigh¬ 
bours watched the long cotton sacks filling with round black 
seeds, and they went home and tried to figure out how much 
money Peter would make on his tremendous crop. Clark 
DeWitt lost a good part of his following. The men decided 
to find out what Peter was going to plant next year if they 
had to follow him around. How did he know, for instance, 
that this year’d be good for sweet peas? He must have some 
kind of special knowledge. 

When a man from the upper Salinas Valley goes to San 
Francisco on business or for a vacation, he takes a room in the 
Ramona Hotel. This is a nice arrangement, for in the lobby 
he can usually find someone from home. They can sit in the 
soft chairs of the lobby and talk about the Salinas Valley. 

Ed Chappell went to San Francisco to meet his wife’s cousin 
who was coming out from Ohio for a trip. The train was not 
due until the next morning. In the lobby of the Ramona, Ed 
looked for someone from the Salinas Valley, but he could see 
only strangers sitting in the soft chairs. He went out to a 
moving picture show. When he returned, he looked again for 
someone from home, and still there were only strangers. For a 
moment he considered glancing over the register, but it was 
quite late. He sat down to finish his cigar before he went to 
bed. 

There was a commotion at the door. Ed saw the clerk motion 
with his hand. A bellhop ran out. Ed squirmed around in his 
chair to look. Outside a man was being helped out of a taxicab. 
The bellhop took him from the driver and guided him in the 
door. It was Peter Randall. His eyes were glassy, and his 
mouth open and wet. He had no hat on his mussed hair. Ed 
jumped up and strode over to him. 

^‘Peterr 

Peter was batting helplessly at the bellhop. “Let me alone,’’ 

he explained. “I’m all right. You let me alone, and I’ll give 
you two bits.” 

Ed called again, “Peter!” 

_ The^ glassy eyes turned slowly to him, and then Peter fell 
arms. “My old friend,” he cried. “Ed Chappell, my 
old, good friend. What are you doing here? Come up to my 
room and have a drink.” 

Ed set him back on his feet. “Sure I will,” he said. ‘Td like a 
little night-cap.” 

, hell. We’ll go out and see a show, or some- 


Night-cap 

thing.” 
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Ed helped him into the elevator and got him to his room. 
Peter dropped heavily to the bed and struggled up to a sitting 
position. “There’s a bottle of whisky in the bathroom. Bring 
me a drink, too.” 

Ed brought out the bottle and the glasses. “What you doing, 
Peter, celebrating the crop? You must’ve made a pile of 
money.” 

Peter put out his palm and tapped it impressively with a fore¬ 
finger. “Sure I made money—but it wasn’t a bit better than 
gambling. It was just like straight gambling.” 

“But you got the money.” 

Peter scowled thoughtfully. “I might’ve lost my pants,” he 
said. “The whole time, all the year, 1 been worrying. It was 
just like gambling.” 

“Well, you got it, anyway.” 

Peter changed the subject, then. “I been sick,” he said. “I 
been sick right in the taxicab. I just came from a fancy house 
on Van Ness Avenue,” he explained apologetically, “I just had 
to come up to the city. I’d’a busted if I hadn’t come up and 
got some of the vinegar out of my system.” 

Ed looked at him curiously. Peter’s head was hanging loosely 
between his shoulders. His beard was draggled and rough. 

“Peter-” Ed begun, “the night Emma—passed on, you said 

you was going to—change things.” 

Peter’s swaying head rose up slowly. He stared owlishly at 
Ed Chappell. “She didn’t die dead,” he said thickly. “She 
won’t let me do things. She’s worrying me all year about those 
peas.” His eyes were wondering. “I don’t know how she 
does it.” Then he frowned. His palm came out, and he tapped 
it again. “But you mark, Ed Chappell, I won’t wear that har¬ 
ness, and I damn well won’t ever wear it. You remember that.” 
His head dropped forward again. But in a moment he looked 
up. “I been drunk,” he said seriously. “I been to fancy houses.” 
He edged out confidentially tbward Ed. His voice dropped to 
a heavy whisper. “But it’s all right. I’ll fix it. When I get 
back, you know what I’m going to do? I’m going to put in 
electric lights. Emma always wanted electric lights.” He sag¬ 
ged sideways on the bed. 

Ed Chappell stretched Peter out and undressed him before 
he went to his own room. 



* >11 dJ ^ 





CHRYSANTHEMUMS 

T he high grey-flannel fog of winter closed off the 

Valley from the sky and from all the rest of the world. On 
every side it sat like a lid on the mountains and made of the 
great valley a closed pot. On the broad, level land floor the 
gang ploughs bit deep and left the black earth shining like 
metal where the shares had cut. On the foothill ranches across 
the Salinas River, the yellow stubble fields seemed to be bathed 
in pale cold sunshine, but there was no sunshine in the valley 
now in December. The thick willow scrub along the river 
flamed with sharp and positive yellow leaves. 

It was a time of quiet and of waiting. The air was cold and 
tender. A light wind blew up from the south-west so that the 
farmers were mildly hopeful of a good rain before long; but 
fog and rain do not go together. 

Across the river, on Henry Allen’s foothill ranch, there was 
little work to be done, for the hay was cut and stored and the 
orchards were ploughed up to receive the rain deeply when it 
should come. The cattle on the higher slopes were becoming 
shaggy and rough-coated. 

Elisa Allen, working in her flower garden, looked down across 
the yard and saw Henry, her husband, talking to two men in 
business suits. The three of them stood by the tractor shed, 
each man with one foot on the side of the little Fordson. They 
smoked cigarettes and studied the machine as they talked. 

Elisa watched them for a moment and then went back to her 
work. She was thirty-five. Her face was lean and strong and 
her eyes were as clear as water. Her figure looked blocked 
and heavy in her gardening costume, a man’s black hat pulled 
low down over her eyes, clodhopper shoes, a figured print dress 
almost completely covered by a big corduroy apron with four 
big pockets to hold the snips, the trowel and scratcher, the 
seeds and the knife she worked with. She wore heavy leather 
gloves to protect her hands while she worked. 

She was cutting down the old year’s chrysanthemum stalks 
with a pair of short and powerful scissors. She looked down 
toward the men by the tractor shed now and then. Her face 
was eager and mature and handsome; even her work with the 
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scissors was over-eager, over-powerful. The chrysanthemum 
stems seemed too small and easy for her energy. 

She brushed a cloud of hair out of her eyes with the back 
of her glove, and left a smudge of earth on her cheek in doing 
it. Behind her stood the neat white farm house with red 
geraniums close-banked around it as high as the windows. It 
was a hard-swept looking little house, with hard-polished win¬ 
dows, and a clean mud-mat on the front steps. 

Elisa cast another glance toward the tractor shed. The 
strangers were getting into their Ford coupe. She took oif a 
glove and put her strong fingers down into the forest of new 
green chrysanthemum sprouts that were growing around the 
old roots. She spread the leaves and looked down among the 
close-growing stems. No aphides were there, no slowbugs or 
snails or cutworms. Her terrier fingers destroyed such pests 
before they could get started. 

Elisa started at the sound of her husband’s voice. He had 
come near quietly, and he leaned over the wire fence that pro¬ 
tected her flower garden from cattle and dogs and chickens. 

“At it again,” he said. “You've got a strong new crop 
coming.” 

Elisa straightened her back and pulled on the gardening glove 
again. “Yes. They’ll be strong this coming year.” In her tone 
and on her face there was a little smugness. 

“You’ve got a gift with things,” Henry observed. “Some of 
those yellow chrysanthemums you had this year were ten inches 
across. I wish you’d work out in the orchard and raise some 
apples that big.” 

Her eyes sharpened. “Maybe I could do it, too. I’ve a gift 
with things, all right. My mother had it. She could stick any¬ 
thing in the ground and make it grow. She said it was having 
planters’ hands that knew how to do it.” 

“Well, it sure works with flowers,” he said. 

“Henry, who were those men you were talking to?” 

“Why, sure, that’s what I came to tell you. They were from 
the Western Meat Company. I sold those thirty head of three- 
year-old steers. Got nearly my own price, too.” . 

“Good,” she said. “Good for you.” 

“And I thought,” he continued, “I thought how it’s Saturday 
afternoon, and we might go into Salinas for dinner at a 
restaurant, and then to a picture show—to celebrate, you see.” 

“Good,” she repeated. “Oh, yes. That will be good.” 

Henry put on his joking tone. “There’s fights to-night. 
How’d you like to go to the fights?” 

“Oh, no,” she said breathlessly. “No, I wouldn’t like fights.” 

“Just fooling, Elisa. We’ll go to a movie. Let’s see. It’s 
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two now. I’m going to take Scotty and bring down those steers 
from the hill. It’ll take us maybe two hou^. We II go m town 
about five and have dinner at the Cominos Hotel. Like that .; 

"Of course I'll like it. It’s good to eat away from home. 

"All right, then. I’ll go get up a couple of horses. 

She said, “I’ll have plenty of time to transplant some of these 

sets, I guess.’’ , , , a i 

She heard her husband calling Scotty down by the barn. And 

a little later she saw the two men ride up the pale yellow hillside 
in search of the steers. 

There was a little square sandy bed kept for rooting the 
chrysanthemums. With her trowel she turned the soil over 
and over, and smoothed it and patted it firm. Then she dug 
ten parallel trenches to receive the sets. Back at the chrysanthe¬ 
mum bed she pulled out the little crisp shoots, trimmed off the 
leaves of each one with her scissors and laid it on a small 
orderly pile. 

A squeak of wheels and plod of hoofs came from the road. 
Elisa looked up. The country road ran along the dense bank 
of willows and cottonwoods that bordered the river, and up 
this road came a curious vehicle, curiously drawn. It was an 
old spring-waggon, with a round canvas top on it like the cover 
of a prairie schooner. It was drawn by an old bay horse and 
a little grey-and-white burro. A big stubble-bearded man sat 
between the cover flaps and drove the crawling team. Under¬ 
neath the waggon, between the hind wheels, a lean and rangy 
mongrel dog walked sedately. Words were painted on the 
canvas, in clumsy, crooked letters, “Pots, pans, knives, sisors, 
lawn mores, Fixed.’’ Two rows of articles, and the triumphantly 
definitive “Fixed” below. The black paint had run down in 
little sharp points beneath each letter. 

Elisa, squatting on the ground, watched to see the crazy, 
loose-jointed waggon pass by. But it didn’t pass. It turned 
into the farm road in front of her house, crooked old wheels 
skirling and squeaking. The rangy dog darted from between 
the wheels and ran ahead. Instantly the two ranch shepherds 
out at him. Then all three stopped, and with stiff and 
quivering tails, with taut straight legs, with ambassadorial dig¬ 
nity, they slowly circled, sniffing daintily. The caravan pulled 
up to Elisa’s wire fence and stopped. Now the newcomer dog, 
feeling outnumbered, lowered his tail and retired under the 
w^gon with raised hackles and bared teeth. 

^ The man on the waggon seat called out, “That’s a bad dog 
in a fight when he gets started.” 

Elisa laughed. “I see he is. How soon does he generally 

get started?” 
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The man caught up her laughter and echoed it heartily. 
“Sometimes not for weeks and weeks,” he said. He climbed 
stiffly down, over the wheel. The horse and the donkey drooped 
like unwatered flowers. 

Elisa saw that he was a very big man. Although his h^ir 
and beard were greying, he did not look old. His worn black 
suit was wrinkled and spotted with .grease. The laughter had 
disappeared from his face and eyes the moment his laughing 
voice ceased. His eyes were dark, and they were full of the 
brooding that gets in the eyes of teamsters and of sailors. The 
calloused hands he rested on the wire fence were cracked, and 
every crack was a black line. He took off his battered hat. 

“I’m off my general road, ma’am,” he said. “Does this dirt 
road cut across the river to the Los Angeles highway?” 

Elisa stood up and shoved the thick scissors in her apron 
pocket. “Well, yes, it does, but it winds around and then fords 
the river. I don’t think your team could pull through the sand.” 

He replied with some asperity, “It might surprise you what 
them beasts can pull through.” 

“When they get started?" she asked. 

He smiled for a second. “Yes. When they get started.” 

“Well,” said Elisa, “I think you’ll save time if you go back 
to the Salinas road and pick up the highway there.” 

He drew a big finger down the chicken wire and made it sing. 
“I ain’t in any hurry, ma’am. I go from Seattle to San Diego 
and back every year. Takes all my time. About six months 
each way. I aim to follow nice weather.” 

Elisa took off her gloves and stuffed them in the apron 
pocket with the scissors. She touched the under edge of her 
man’s hat, searching for fugitive hairs. “That sounds like a 
nice kind of a way to li.ve,” she said. 

He leaned confidentially over the fence. “Maybe you noticed 
the writing on my waggon. I mend pots and sharpen knives 
and scissors. You got any of them things to do?” 

“Oh, no,” she said quickly. “Nothing like that.” Her eyes 
hardened with resistance. 

“Scissors is the worst things,” he explained. “Most people 
just ruin scissors trying to sharpen ’em, but I know how. I 
got a special tool. It’s a little bobbit kind of thing, and patented. 
But it sure does the trick.” 

“No. My scissors are all sharp.” 

“All right, then. Take a pot,” he continued earnestly, “a 
bent pot, or a pot with a hole. I can make it like new so you 
don’t have to buy no new ones. That’s a saving for you.” 

“No,” she said shortly. “I tell you I have nothing like that 
for you to do.” 
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His face fell to an exaggerated sadness. His voice took on a 
whining undertone. “I ain’t had a thing to do to-day. Maybe 
I won’t have no supper to-night. You see I’m off my regular 
road. I know folks on the highway clear from Seattle to San 
Diego. They save their things for me to sharpen up because 
they know I do it so good and save them money.” 

“I’m sorry,” Elisa said irritably. “I haven’t anything for you 
to do.” 

His eyes left her face and fell to searching the ground. They 
roamed about until they came to the chrysanthemum bed where 
she had been working. “What’s them plants, ma’am?” 

The irritation and resistance melted from Elisa’s face. “Oh, 
those are chrysanthemums, giant whites and yellows. I raise 
them every year, bigger than anybody around here.” 

“Kind of a long-stemmed flower? Looks like a quick puff of 
coloured smoke?” he asked. 

“That’s it. What a nice way to describe them.” 

“They smell kind of nasty till you get used to them,” he 
said. 

“It’s a good bitter smell,” she retorted, “not nasty at all.” 

He changed his tone quickly. “I like the smell myself.” 

“I had ten-inch blooms this year,” she said. 

The man leaned farther over the fence. “Look. I know a 
lady down the road a piece, has got the nicest garden you ever 
seen. Got nearly every kind of flower but no chrysantheums. 
Last time I was mending a copper-bottom washtub for her 
(that’s a hard job but I do it good), she said to me, Tf you 
ever run acrost some nice chrysantheums I wish you’d try to 
get me a few seeds.’ That’s what she told me.” 

Elisa’s eyes grew alert and eager. “She couldn’t have known 
jwuch^about chrysanthemums. You can raise them from seed, 

easier to root the little sprouts you see there.” 
said. “I s’pose I can’t take none to her, then.” 

Why, yes you can,” Elisa said. "I can put some in damp 
sand, and you can carry them right along with you. They'll 
a e root in the pot if you keep them damp. And then she can 

transplant them.” 

ones?”'^ some, ma’am. You say they’re nice 

beautiful.” Her eyes shone. She 
«T>ii ° . "if ^^Itered hat and shook out her dark pretty hair. 
with ^ flower pot, and you can take them right 

Wh^i 

citedlv ^ came through the picket gate Elisa ran ex- 

hou^fT geranium-bordered path to the back of the 

And she returned carrying a big red flower pot. The 
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gloves were forgotten now. She kneeled on the ground by the 
starting bed and dug up the sandy soil with her fingers and 
scooped it into the bright new flower pot. Then she picked up 
the little pile of shoots she had prepared. With her strong 
fingers she pressed them into the sand and tamped around them 
with her knuckles. The man stood over her. “Til tell you what 
to do,” she said. “You remember so you can tell the lady.” 

“Yes, 1*11 try to remember.” 

“Well, look. These will take root in about a month. Then 
she must set them out, about a foot apart in good rich earth 
like this, see?” She lifted a handful of dark soil for him to look 
at. “They’ll grow fast and tall. Now remember this: In July 
tell her to cut them down, about eight inches from the ground.” 

“Before they bloom?” he asked. 

“Yes, before they bloom.” Her face was tight with eager¬ 
ness. “They’ll grow right up again. About the last of Septem¬ 
ber the buds will start.” 

She stopped and seemed perplexed. “It’s the budding that 
takes the most care,” she said hesitantly. “I don’t know how 
to tell you.” She looked deep into his eyes, searchingly. Her 
mouth opened a little, and she seemed to be listening. “I’ll try 
to tell you,” she said. “Did you ever hear of planting hands?” 

“Can’t say I have, ma’am.” 

“Well, I can only tell you what it feels like. It’s when you’re 
picking off the buds you don’t want. Everything goes right 
down into your fingertips. You watch your fingers work. They 
do it themselves. You can feel how it is. They pick and pick 
the buds. They never make a mistake. They’re with the plant. 
Do you see? Your fingers and the plant. You can feel that, 
right up your arm. They know. They never make a mistake. 
You can feel it. When you’re like that you can’t do anything 
wrong. Do you see that? Can you understand that?” 

She was kneeling on the ground looking up at him. Her 
breast swelled passionately. 

The man’s eyes narrowed. He looked away self-consciously. 
“Maybe I know,” he said. “Sometimes in the night in the 
waggon there-” 

Elisa’s voice grew husky. She broke in on him, “I’ve never 
lived as you do, but I know what you mean. When the night 
is dark—why, the stars are sharp-pointed, and there’s quiet. 
Why, you rise up and up! Every pointed star gets driven into 
your body. It’s like that. Hot and sharp and—lovely.” 

Kneeling there, her hand went out toward his legs in the 
greasy black trousers. Her hesitant fingers almost touched the 
cloth. Then her hand dropped to the gfround. She crouched 
low like a fawning dog. 
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He said, “It’s nice, just like you say. Only when you don’t 
have no dinner, it ain’t.” 

She stood up then, very straight, and her face was ashamed. 
She held the flower pot out to him and placed it gently in his 
arms. “Here. Put it in your waggon, on the seat, where^ you 
can watch it. Maybe I can find something for you to do.’’ 

At the back of the house she dug in the can pile and found 
two old and battered aluminium saucepans. She carried them 
back and gave them to him. “Here, maybe you can fix these.” 

His manner changed. He became professional. “Good as 
new I can fix them.” At the back of his waggon he set a little 
anvil, and out of an oily tool box dug a small machine hammer. 
Elisa came through the gate to watch him while he pounded 
out the dents in the kettles. His mouth grew sure and knowing. 
At a difficult part of the work he sucked his under-lip. 

“You sleep right in the waggon?” Elisa asked. 

“Right in the waggon, ma’am. Rain or shine I’m dry as a 
cow in there.” 

“It must be nice,” she said. “It must be very nice. I wish 
women could do such things.” 

“It ain't the right kind of a life for a woman.” 

Her upper lip raised a little, showing her teeth. “How do 
you know? How can you tell?” she said. 

“I don’t know, ma’am,” he protested. “Of course I don't 
know. Now here’s your kettles, done. You don’t have to buy 
no new ones.” 

“How much?” 

“Oh, fifty cents’ll do. I keep my prices down and my work 
good. That’s why I have all them satisfied customers up and 
down the highway.” 

Elisa brought him a fifty-cent piece from the house and drop¬ 
ped It in his hand. “You might be surprised to have a rival 
some time, I can sharpen scissors, too. And I can beat the 
^ents out of little pots. I could show you what a woman might 

He put his hammer back in the oily box and shoved the little 
anvil out of sight. “It would be a lonely life for a woman, 
inaam, and a scarey life, too, with animals creeping under the 
waggon all night.” He climbed over the singletree, steadying 
imself with a hand on the burro’s white rump. He settled 
nimself in the seat, picked up the lines, “Thank you kindly, 
"S I’ll go back and 

the Salinas road.” 

sand^damp called, “if you’re long in getting there, keep the 
Sand, maam? . . . Sand? Oh, sure. You mean around the 
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chrysantheums. Sure I will.” He clucked his tongue. The 
beasts leaned luxuriously into their collars. The mongrel dog 
took his place between the back wheels. The waggon turned 
and crawled out the entrance road and back the way it had 
come, along the river. 

Elisa stood in front of her wire fence watching the slow pro¬ 
gress of the caravan. Her shoulders were straight, her head 
thrown back, her eyes half-closed, so that the scene came vaguely 
into them. Her lips moved silently, forming the words “Good- 
bye—good-bye.” Then she whispered, “That’s a bright direc¬ 
tion. There’s a glowing there.” The sound of her whisper 
startled her. She. shook herself free and looked about to see 
whether anyone had been listening. Only the dogs had heard. 
They lifted their heads toward her from their sleeping in the 
dust, and then stretched out their chins and settled asleep again. 
Elisa turned and ran hurriedly into the house. 

In the kitchen she reached behind the stove and felt the water 
tank. It was full of hot water from the noon-day cooking. In 
the bathroom she tore off her soiled clothes and flung them into 
the corner. And then she scrubbed herself with a little block 
of pumice, legs and thighs, loins and chest and arms, until her 
skin was scratched and red. When she had dried herself she 
stood in front of a mirror in her bedroom and looked at her 
body. She tightened her stomach and threw out her chest. She 
turned and looked over her shoulder at her back. 

After a while she began to dress, slowly. She put on her 
newest underclothing and her nicest stockings and the dress 
which was the symbol of her prettiness. She worked carefully 
on her hair, pencilled her eyebrows and rouged her lips. 

Before she was finished she heard the little thunder of hoofs 
and the shouts of Henry and his helper as they drove the red 
steers into the corral. She heard the gate bang shut and set 
herself for Henry’s arrival. 

His step sounded on the porch. He entered the house calling, 
“Elisa, where are you?” 

“In my room, dressing. I’m not ready. There’s hot water 
for your bath. Hurry up. It’s getting late.” 

When she heard him splashing in the tub, Elisa laid his dark 
suit on the bed, and shirt and socks and tie beside it. She 
stood his polished shoes on the floor beside the bed. Then she 
went to the porch and sat primly and stiffly down. She looked 
toward the river road where the willow-line was still yellow 
with frosted leaves so that under the high grey fog they seemed 
a thin band of sunshine. This was the only colour in the grey 
afternoon. She sat unmoving for a long time. Her eyes blinked 
rarely. 
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Henry came banging out of the door, shoving his tie inside 
his vest as he came. Elisa stiffened and her face grew tight. 
Henry stopped short and looked at her. “Why—why, Elisa. 
You look so nice!” 

“Nice? You think I look nice? What do you mean by 
nice r 

Henry blundered on. “I don’t know. I mean you look dif¬ 
ferent, strong and happy.” 

"I am strong? Yes, strong. What do you mean ‘strong’?” 

He looked bewildered. “You’re playing some kind of a game,” 
he said helplessly. “It’s a kind of a play. You look strong 
enough to break a calf over your knee, happy enough to eat 
it like a water melon.” 

For a second she lost her rigidity. “Henry! Don't talk like 
that. You didn’t know what you said.” She grew complete 
again. “I’m strong,” she boasted. “I never knew before how 
strong.” 

Henry looked down toward the tractor shed, and when he 
brought his eyes back to her, they were his own again. “I’ll 
get out the car. You can put on your coat while I’m starting.” 

Elisa went into the house. She heard him drive to the gate 

and idle down his motor, and then she took a long time to put 

^ her hat. She pulled it here and pressed it there. When 

Henry turned the motor off she slipped into her coat and went 
out. 


The little roadster bounced along on the dirt road by the 

nver, raising the birds and driving the rabbits into the brush. 

wo cranes flapped heavily over the willow-line and dropped 
into the river-bed. 

Far ahead on the road Elisa saw a dark speck. She knew. 

nnt Vpassed it, but her eyes would 

She whispered to herself sadly, “He might have 

trniihu wouldn’t have been much 

“He She explained, 

the roai*>° couldn’t get them off 

the caravan ahead. 

see the litfl around toward her husband so she could not 
car passed the^^^^^ waggon and the mismatched team as the 

look Wk”'"* *'"2 was done. She did not 

‘oSghta good^dinne^- 

one^hMd^?“’!! fSain,” Henry complained. He took 

nand from the wheel and patted her knee. “I ought to 
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take you in to dinner oftener. It would be good for both of us. 
We get so heavy out on the ranch.” 

“Henry,” she asked, “could we have wine at dinner?” 

“Sure we could. Say! That will be fine.” 

She was silent for a while; then she said, “Henry, at those 
prize fights, do the men hurt each other very much?” 

“Sometimes a little, not often. Why?” 

“Well, I’ve read how they break noses, and blood runs down 
their chests. I’ve read how the fighting gloves get heavy and 
soggy with blood.” 

He looked around at her. “What’s the matter, Elisa? I didn’t 
know you read things like that.” He brought the car to a stop, 
then turned to the right over the Salinas River bridge. 

“Do any women ever go to the fights?” she asked. 

“Oh, sure, some. What’s the matter, Elisa? Do you want 
to go? I don’t think you’d like it, but I’ll take you if you really 
want to go.” 

She relaxed limply in the seat. “Oh, no. No. I don’t want to 
go. I’m sure I don’t.” Her face was turned away from him. 
“It will be enough if we can have wine. It will be plenty.” She 
turned up her coat collar so he could not see that she was cry¬ 
ing—like an old woman. 
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THE ORIGIN OF TULARECITO 

'^HE origin of Tularecito is cast in obscurity, while his dis- 
covery is a myth which the folks of the Pastures of Heaven 
refuse to believe, just as they refuse to believe in ghosts. 

Franklin Gomez had a hired man, a Mexican Indian named 
Pancho, and nothing else. Once every three months Pancho 
took his savings and drove into Monterey to confess his sins, 
to do his penance, and be shriven and to get drunk, in the order 
named. If he managed to stay out of gaol, Pancho got into 
his buggy and went to sleep when the saloons closed. The 
horse pulled him home, arriving just before daylight, and in 
time for Pancho to have breakfast and go to work. Pancho 
was always asleep when he arrived; that is why he created so 
much interest on the ranch when, one morning, he drove into 
the corral at a gallop, not only awake, but shouting at the 
top of his voice. 

Franklin Gomez put on his clothes and went out to interview 
his ranch hand. The story, when it was stretched out of its 
tangle of incoherencies, was this: Pancho had been driving 
home, very sober as always. Up near the Blake place he heard 
a baby crying in the sage brush beside the road. He stopped 
the horse and went to investigate, for one did not often come 
upon babies like that And sure enough he found a tiny child 
i!i” u ^ clear place in the sage. It was about three months 
r the size of it, Pancho thought. He picked it up and 
lighted a match to see just what kind of a thing he had found, 
horror of horrors!—the baby winked maliciously and 
said m a deep voice, “Look! I have very sharp teeth.” Pancho 
Id not look. He flung the thing from him, leaped into his 
and galloped for home, beating the old horse with the 
utt end of the whip and howling like a dog. 

natur^^li” pulled his whiskers a good deal. Pancho’s 

5°”®^^cred, was not hysterical even under the in- 
orovA/i The fact that he had awakened at all rather 

FranJi* something in the brush. In the end 

in the*h ® horse saddled, rode out and brought 

nor speak again for nearly three years; 

inspection, did it have any teeth, but neither of these 
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facts convinced Pancho that it did not make that first ferocious 
remark. 

The baby had short, chubby arms, and long, loose-joined 
legs. Its large head sat without interval of neck between de- 
formedly broad shoulders. The baby s flat face, together with 
its peculiar body, caused it automatically to be named Tulare- 
cito, Little Frog, although Franklin Gomez often called it 
Coyote, “For,” he said, “there is in this boy’s face that ancient 
wisdom one finds in the face of a coyote.” 

"But surely the legs, the arms, the shoulders, Senor,” Pancho 
reminded him. And so Tularecito the name remained. It was 
never discovered who abandoned the misshapen little creature. 
Franklin Gomez accepted him into the patriarchate of his ranch, 
and Pancho took care of him. Pancho, however, could never 
lose a little fear of the boy. Neither the years nor a rigorous 
penance eradicated the effect of Tularecito’s first utterance. 

The boy grew rapidly, but after the fifth year his brain did 
not grow any more. At six Tularecito could do the work of a 
grown man. The long fingers of his hands were more dexterous 
and stronger than most men’s fingers. On the ranch they made 
use of the fingers of Tularecito. Hard knots could not long 
defy him. He had planting hands, tender fingers that never 
injured a young plant nor bruised the surfaces of a grafting 
limb. His merciless fingers could wring the head from a turkey 
gobbler without effort. Also Tularecito had an amusing^ gift- 
With his thumbnail he could carve remarkably correct animals 
from sandstone. Franklin Gomez kept many little effigies of 
coyotes and mountain lions, of chickens and squirrels, about the 
house. A two-foot image of a hovering hawk hung by wires 
from the ceiling of the dining-room. Pancho, who had never 
quite considered the boy human, put his gift for carving in a 
growing category of diabolical traits definitely traceable to his 

supernatural origin. 

While the people of the Pastures of Heaven did not believe 
in the diabolic origin of Tularecito, nevertheless they were un¬ 
comfortable in his presence. His eyes were ancient and dry; 
there was something troglodytic about his face. The great 
strength of his body and his strange and obscure gifts set him 
apart from other children and made men and women uneasy. 

Only one thing could provoke anger in Tularecito. If any 
person, man, woman or child, handled carelessly or broke one 
of the products of his hands, he became furious. His eyes shone 
and he attacked the desecrator murderously. On three 
sions when this had happened, Franklin Gomez tied his hands 
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and feet and left him alone until his ordinary good nature 
returned. 

Tularecito did not go to school when he was six. For five 
years thereafter the county truant officer and the school super¬ 
intendent sporadically worked on the case. Franklin Gomez 
agreed that he should go to school and even went so far as to 
start him off several times, but Tularecito never got there. He 
was afraid that school might prove unpleasant, so he simply 
disappeared for a day or so. It was not until the boy was 
eleven, with the shoulders of a weight lifter and the hands and 
forearms of a strangler, that the concerted forces of the law 
gathered him in and put him in school. 

As Franklin Gomez had known, Tularecito learned nothing 
at all, but immediately he gave evidence of a new gift. He 
could draw as well as he could carve in sandstone. When Miss 
Martin, the teacher, discovered his ability, she gave him a piece 
of chalk and told him to make a procession of animals around 
the blackboard. Tularecito worked long after school was dis¬ 
missed, and the next morning an astounding parade was shown 
on the walls. All of the animals Tularecito had ever seen were 
there; all the birds of the hills flew above them. A rattlesnake 
crawled behind a cow; a coyote, his brush proudly aloft, sniffed 
at the heels of a pig. There were tomcats and goats, turtles 
and gophers, everyone of them drawn with astonishing detail 
and veracity. 

Miss Martin was overcome with the genius of Tularecito. 
She praised him before the class and gave a short lecture about 
each one of the creatures he had drawn. In her own mind she 
considered the glory that would come to her for discovering 
and fostering this genius. 

I can make lots more,” Tularecito informed her. 
Miss^Martin patted his broad shoulder. “So you shall,” she 
said. “You shall draw every day. It is a great gift that God 
has ^ven you.” Then she realized the importance of what she 
said. She leaned over and looked searchingly into hjs 
hard eyes while she repeated slowly, “It is a great gift that God 
has given you.” Miss Martin glanced up at the clock and an- 
nou^nced crisply, “Fourth grade arithmetic—at the board.” 

The fourth grade struggled out, seized erasers and began to 
remove the animals to make room for their numbers. They had 
not hiade two sweeps when Tularecito charged. It was a great 
ay. Miss Martin, aided by the whole school, could not hold 
im down, for the enraged Tularecito had the strength of a 
^ madman at that. The ensuing battle wrecked the 

^esks, spilled rivers of ink, hurled 
Bouquets of teacher’s flowers about the room. Miss Martin’s 
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clothes were torn to streamers, and the big boys, on whom the 
burden of the battle fell, were bruised and battered cruelly. 
Tularecito fought with hands, feet, teeth and head. He admitted 
no honourable rules and in the end he won. The whole school, 
with Miss Martin guarding its rear, fled from the building, 
leaving the enraged Tularecito in possession. When they were 
gone, he locked the door, wiped the blood out of his eyes and 
set to work to repair the animals that had been destroyed. 

That night Miss Martin called on Franklin Gomez and de¬ 
manded that the boy be whipped. 

Gomez shrugged. “You really wish me to whip him, Miss 
Martin?” 

The teacher’s face was scratched; her mouth was bitter. “I 
certainly do,” she said. “If you had seen what he did to-day, 
you wouldn’t blame me. I tell you he needs a lesson.” 

Gomez shrugged again and called Tularecito from the bunk 
house. He took a heavy quirt down from the wall. Then, 
while Tularecito smiled blandly at Miss Martin, Franklin Gomez 
beat him severely across the back. Miss Martin’s hands made 
involuntary motions of beating. When it was done, Tularecito 
felt himself over with long, exploring fingers, and, still smiling, 
went back to the bunk house. 

Miss Martin had watched the end of the punishment with 
horror. “Why, he’s an animal,” she cried. “It was just like 
whipping a dog.” 

Franklin Gomez permitted a slight trace of his contempt for 
her to show on his face. “A dog would have cringed,” he said. 
“Now you have seen, Miss Martin. You say he is an animal, 
but surely he is a good animal. You told him to make pictures 
and then you destroyed his pictures. Tularecito does not like 
that-” 

Miss Martin tried to break in, but he hurried on. 

“This Little Frog should not be going to school. He can 
work; he can do marvellous things with his hands, but he can¬ 
not learn to do the simple little things of the school. He is not 
crazy; he is one of those whom God has not quite finished. 

“I told the Superintendent these things, and he said the law 
required Tularecito to go to school until he is eighteen years 
old. That is seven years from now. For seven years my Little 
Frog will sit in the first grade, because the law says he must. 
It is out of my hands.” 

“He ought to be locked up,” Miss Martin broke in. “This 
creature is dangerous. You should have seen him to-day.” 

“No, Miss Martin, he should be allowed to go free. He is 
not dangerous. No one can make a garden as he can. No one 
can milk so swiftly nor so gently. He is a good boy. He c^n 
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break a mad horse without riding it; he can train a dog without 
whipping it, but the law says he must sit in the first grade re¬ 
peating ‘C-A-T, cat’ for seven years. If he had been dangerous 
he could easily have killed me when I whipped him.” 

Miss Martin felt that there were things she did not under¬ 
stand and she hated Franklin Gomez because of them. She'felt 
that she had been mean and he generous. When she got to 
school the next morning, she found Tularecito before her. Every 
possible space on the wall was covered with animals. 

“You see?” he said, beaming over his shoulder at her. “Lots 
more. And I have a book with others yet, but there is no room 
for them on the wall,” 

Miss Martin did not erase the animals. Class work was done 
on paper, but at the end of the term she resigned her position, 
giving ill-health as her reason. 

Miss Morgan, the new teacher, was very young and very 
pretty; too young and dangerously pretty, the aged men of the 
valley thought. Some of the boys in the upper grades were 
seventeen years old. It was seriously doubted that a teacher 
so young and so pretty could keep any kind of order in the 
school. 


She brought with her a breathless enthusiasm for her trade. 
The school was astounded, for it had been used to ageing spin¬ 
sters whose faces seemed to reflect consistently tired feet. Miss 
Morgan enjoyed teaching and made school an exciting place 
where unusual things happened. 

From the first Miss Morgan was vastly impressed with Tula¬ 
recito. She knew all about him, had read books and taken 
courses about him. Having heard about the fight, she laid off 
a border around the top of the blackboards for him to fill with 
animals, and, when he had completed his parade, she bought 

money a huge drawing pad and a soft pencil. 
After that he did not bother with spelling. Every day he 
laboured over his drawing board, and every afternoon presented 
he teacher with a marvellously wrought animal. She pinned 

to the schoolroom wall above the blackboards. 

Phpils received Miss Morgan’s innovations with en- 
usiasm. ^ Classes became exciting, and even the boys who had 
®oyiable reputations through teacher-baiting, grew less 
ih the possible burning of the schoolhouse. 
her introduced a practice that made the pupils adore 

reaH afternoon s|ie read td them for half an hour. She 

ky 7 ^ *J][^stalments, Ivanhoe and The Talisman; fishing stories 
Sea stories of James Oliver Curwood; The 

ted hen Wild—not baby stories about the little 

and the fox and geese, but exciting, grown-up stories. 
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Miss Morgan read well. Even the tougher boys were won 
over until they never played hooky for fear of missing an instal¬ 
ment, until they leaned forward gasping with interest. 

But Tularecito continued his careful drawing, only pausing 
now and then to blink at the teacher and to try to understand 
how these distant accounts of the actions of strangers could be 
of interest to anyone. To him they were chronicles of actual 
events—else why were they written down. The stories were 
like the lessons. Tularecito did not listen to them. 

After a time Miss Morgan felt that she had been humouring 
the older children too much. She herself liked fairy tales, liked 
to think of whole populations who believed in fairies and con¬ 
sequently saw them. Within the safe circle of her tried and 
erudite acquaintance, she often said that “part of America’s cul¬ 
tural starvation was due to its boorish and superstitious denial 
of the existence of fairies.” For a time she devoted the after¬ 


noon half hour to fairy tales. 

Now a change came over Tularecito. Gradually, as Miss 
Morgan read about elves and brownies, fairies, pixies, and 
changelings, his interest centred and his busy pencil lay idly in 
his hand. Then she read about gnomes, and their lives and 
habits, and he dropped his pencil altogether and leaned toward 

the teacher to intercept her words. 

After school Miss Morgan walked half a mile to the farm 
where she boarded. She liked to walk the way alone, cutting 
off thistle heads with a switch, or throwing stones into the 
brush to make the quail roar up. She thought she should get 
a bounding, inquisitive dog that could share her excitements, 
could understand the glamour of holes in the ground, and scat¬ 
tering paw steps on dry leaves, of strange melancholy bird 
whistles and the gay smells that came secretly out of the 


earth. _ •, r 

One afternoon Miss Morgan scrambled high up the side of a 

chalk cliff to carve her initials on the white plane. On the way 
up she tore her finger on a thorn, and, instead of initials, she 
scratched: “Here I have been and left this part of me, and 
pressed her bloody finger against the absorbent chalk rock. 

That night, in a letter, she wrote; “After the bare requisites 
to living and reproducing, man wants most to leave some re¬ 
cord of himself, a proof, perhaps, that he has really existed. 
He leaves his proof on wood, on stone or on the lives of other 
people. This deep desire exists in everyone, from the boy who 
writes dirty words in a public toilet to the Buddha who etches 
his image in the race mind. Life is so unreal. I think that we 
seriously doubt that we exist and go about trying to prove that 


we do.” She kept a copy of the letter. 
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On the afternoon when she had read about the gnomes, as 
she walked home, the grasses beside the road threshed about 
for a moment and the ugly head of Tularecito appeared. 

“Oh! You frightened me,” Miss Morgan cried. “You 
shouldn’t pop up like that.” 

Tularecito stood up and smiled bashfully while he whipped 
his hat against his thigh. Suddenly Miss Morgan felt fear rising 
in her. The road was deserted—she had read stories of half¬ 
wits. With difficulty she mastered her trembling voice. 

“What—what is it you want?” 

Tularecito smiled more broadly and whipped harder with his 
hat. 

“Were you just lying there, or do you want something?” 

The boy struggled to speak, and then relapsed into his pro¬ 
tective smile. 

“Well, if you don’t want anything, I’ll go on.” She was really 
prepared for flight. 

Tularecito struggled again. “About those people-” 

“What people?” she demanded shrilly. “About what people?” 

“About those people in the book-” 

. Miss Morgan laughed with relief until she felt that her hair 
was coming loose on the back of her head. “You mean—you 
mean—gnomes ?” 

Tularecito nodded. 

“What do you want to know about them?” 

“I never saw any,” said Tularecito. His voice neither rose 
nor fell, but continued on one low note. 

“Why, few people do see them, I think.” 

“But I knew about them.” 

Miss Morgan’s eyes squinted with interest. “You did? Who 
told you about them?” 

“Nobody.” 

“You never saw them, and on one told you? How could you 
know about them, then?” 

“I just knew. Heard them, maybe. 1 knew them in the 
book all right.” 

Miss Morgan thought: “Why should I deny gnomes to this 
queer, unfinished child? Wouldn’t his life be richer and hap¬ 
pier if he did believe in them? And what harm could it pos¬ 
sibly do?” 

ever looked for them?” she asked. 

J never looked. I just knew. But I will look now.” 

Miss Morgan found herself charmed with the situation. Here 
was paper on which to write, here was a cliff on which to carve. 

le could carve a lovely story that would be far more real 
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than a book story ever could. "Where will you took?" she 
asked. 

‘T’ll dig in holes,” said Tularecito soberly. 

“But the gnomes only come out at night, Tularecito. You 
must watch for them in the night. And you must come and 
tell me if you find any. Will you do that?” 

“I’ll come,” he agreed. 

She left him staring after her. All the way home she pic¬ 
tured him searching in the night. The picture pleased her. He 
might even find the gnomes, might live with them and talk to 
them. With a few suggestive words she had been able to make 
his life unreal and very wonderful, and separated from the stupid 
lives about him. She deeply envied him his searching. 

In the evening Tularecito put on his coat and took up a 
shovel. Old Pancho came upon him as he was leaving the tool 
shed. “Where goest thou, Little Frog?” he asked. 

Tularecito shifted his feet restlessly at the delay. “I go out 
into the dark. Is that a new thing?” 

“But why takest thou the shovel? Is there gold, perhaps?’ 

The boy’s face grew hard with the seriousness of his purpose. 
“I go to dig for the little people who live in the earth.’’ 

Now Pancho was filled with horrified excitement. “Do not 
go, Little Frog! Listen to your old friend, your father in God, 
and do not go! Out in the sage I found thee and saved thee 
from the devils, thy relatives. Thou art a little brother of 
Jesus now. Go not back to thine own people! Listen to an 
old man. Little Frog!” 

Tularecito stared hard at the ground and drilled his old 
thoughts with this new information. “Thou hast said they are 
my people,” he exclaimed. “I am not like the others at the 
school or here. I know that. I have loneliness for my own 
people who live deep in the cool earth. When 1 pass a squirrel 
hole, I wish to crawl into it and hide myself. My own people 
are like me, and they have called me. I must go home to them, 
Pancho.” 

Pancho stepped back and held up crossed fingers. ‘Go back 
to the devil, thy father, then. I am not good enough to fight 
this evil. It would take a saint. But see! At least I make 
the sign against thee and against all thy race.” He drew the 
' cross of protection in the air in front of him. _ 

Tularecito smiled sadly, and turning, trudged off into the mils. 

The heart of Tularecito gushed with joy at his homecoming. 
All his life he had been an alien, a lonely outcast, and now 
he was going home. As always, he heard the voices of the 
earth—the far-off clang of cow bells, the muttering of disturbed 
quail, the little whine of a coyote who would not sing this 
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night, the nocturnes of a million insects. But Tularecito was 
listening for another sound, the movement of two-footed crea¬ 
tures. and the hushed voices of the hidden people. 

Once he stopped and called, "My father, I have come home, 
and he heard no answer. Into squirrel holes he whispered, 
“Where are you, my people? It is only Tularecito come home. 
But there was no reply. Worse, he had no feeling that the 
gnomes were near. He knew that a doe and fawn were feeding 
near him; he knew a wild cat was stalking a rabbit behind a 
bush, although he could not see them, but from the gnomes 

he had no message. 

A sugar-moon arose out of the hills. 

“Now the animals will come out to feed,” Tularecito said in 
the papery whisper of the half-witless. "Now the people will 
come out, too.” 

The brush stopped at the edge of a little valley and an orchard 
took its place. The trees were thick with leaves, and the land 
finely cultivated. It was Bert Munroe’s orchard. Often, when 
the land was deserted and ghost-ridden, Tularecito had come 
here in the night to lie on the ground under the trees and pick 
the stars with gentle fingers. 

The moment he walked into the orchard he knew he was 
nearing home. He could not hear them, but he knew the 
gnomes were near. Over and over he called to them, but they 
did not come. 

“Perhaps they do not like the moonlight,” he said. 

At the foot of a large peach tree he dug his hole—three feet 
across and very deep. All night he worked on it, stopping to 
listen awhile and then digging deeper and deeper into the cool 
earth. Although he heard nothing, he was positive that he 
was nearing them. Only when the daylight came did he give 
up and retire into the bushes to sleep. 

In mid-morning Bert Munroe walked out to look at a coyote 
and found the hole at the foot of the tree. “What the 
d^ilF* he said. “Some kids must have been digging a tunnel. 
That’s dangerous! It’ll cave in on them, or somebody will fall 
into it and get hurt.” He walked back to the house, got a 
shovel and filled up the hole. 

Manny,” he said to his youngest boy, “you haven’t been dig¬ 
ging in the orchard, have you?” 

^^Uh-uh 1” said Manny. 

Well, do you know who has?” 

“Uh-uhl” said Manny. 

Well, somebody dug a deep hole out there. It’s dangerous. 

lou tell the boys not to dig or they’ll get caved in.” 
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The dark came and Tularecito walked out of the brush to dig 
in his hole again. When he found it filled up, he growled 
savagely, but then his thought changed and he laughed. “The 
people were here,” he said happily. “They didn’t know who it 
was, and they were frightened. They filled up the hole the way 
a gopher does. This time I’ll hide, and when they come to fill 
the hole, I’ll tell them who I am. Then they will love me.” 

And Tularecito dug out the hole and made it much deeper 
than before, because much of the dirt was loose. Just before 
daylight, he retired into the brush at the edge of the orchard 
and lay down to watch. 

Bert Munroe walked out before breakfast to look at his trap 
again, and again he found the open hole. “The little devils!” 
he cried. “They’re keeping it up, are they? I’ll bet Manny %s 
in it after all.” 

He studied the hole for a moment and then began to push 
dirt into it with the side of his foot. A savage growl spun him 
around. Tularecito came charging down upon him, leaping like 
a frog on his long legs, and swinging his shovel like a club. 

When Jimmie Munroe came to call his father to breakfast, 
he found him lying on the pile of dirt. He was bleeding at the 
mouth and forehead. Shovelfuls of dirt came flying out of the 
pit. 

Jimmie thought someone had killed his father and was getting 
ready to bury him. He ran home in a frenzy of terror, and by 
telephone summoned a band of neighbours. 

Half a dozen men crept up on the pit. Tularecito struggled 
like a wounded lion, and held his own until they struck him on 
the head with his own shovel. Then they tied him up and took 
him in to gaol. 

In Salinas a medical board examined the boy. When the 
doctors asked him questions, he smiled blandly at them and 
did not answer. Franklin Gomez told the board what he knew 
and asked the custody of him. 

“We really can’t do it, Mr. Gomez,” the judge said finally. 
“You say he is a good boy. Just yesterday he tried to kill a 
man. You must see that we cannot let him go loose. Sooner 
or later he will succeed in killing someone.” 

After a short deliberation, he committed Tularecito to the 
asylum for the criminal insane at Napa. 
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M olly Morgan got off the train in Salinas and waited 

three-quarters of an hour for the bus. The big automobile 
was empty, except for the driver and Molly. 

‘T’ve never been to the Pastures of Heaven, you know,” she 
said. “Is it far from the main road?” 

“About three miles,” said the driver. 

“Will there be a car to take me into the valley?” 


“No, not unless you’re met.” 

"But how do people get in there?” 

The driver ran over the flattened body of a jack rabbit with 
apparent satisfaction. “I only hit ’em when when they’re dead,” 
he apologized. “In the dark, when they get caught in the lights, 
I try to miss ’em.” 

“Yes, but how am I going to get into the Pastures of Heaven?” 


met. 


I dunno. Walk, I guess. Most people walk 

L ff 




When he set her down at the entrance to the dirt side-road, 
Molly Morgan grimly picked up her suitcase and marched to¬ 
ward the draw in the hills. An old Ford truck squeaked up 
beside her. 


"Coin’ into the valley, ma’am?” 

“Oh—yes, yes, I am.” 

“Well, get in, then. Needn’t be scared. I’m Pat Humbert. 
I got a place in the Pastures.” 

Molly surveyed the grimy man and acknowledged his intro- 
action. “I’m the new school teacher, I mean, I think I am. 
Do you know where Mr. Whiteside lives?” 


Sure, I go right by there. He’s clerk of the board. I’m on 
the school board myself, you know. We wondered what you’d 
look like.” Then he grew embarrassed at what he had said, and 
^ his coating of dirt. “ ’Course I mean what you’d 

oe like. Last teacher we had gave a good deal of trouble. She 
was all right, but she was sick—I mean, sick and nervous, 
i-inally quit because she was sick.” 

Molly picked at the fingertips of her gloves. “My letter says 
on Mr, Whiteside. Is he all right? I don’t mean 
hat. I mean—is he—what kind of a man is he?” 


6 % 
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"Oh, you’ll get along with him all right. He’s a fine old 
man. Born in that house he lives in. Been to college, too. He’s 
a good man. Been clerk of the board for over twenty years.” 

When he put her down in front of the big old house of John 
Whiteside, she was really frightened, "Now it’s coming,” she 
said to herself. "But there's nothing to be afraid of. He can’t 
do anything to me.” Molly was only nineteen. She felt that 
this moment of interview for her first job was a tremendous 
inch in her whole existence. 

The walk up to the door did not reassure her, for the path 
lay between tight little flower beds hedged in with clipped box, 
seemingly planted with the admonition, “Now grow and mul¬ 
tiply, but don’t grow too high, nor multiply too greatly, and, 
above all things, keep out of this path!” There was a hand on 
those flowers, a guiding and a correcting hand. The large white 
house was very dignified. Venetian blinds of yellow wood were 
tilted down to keep out the noon sun. Half-way up the path 
she came in sight of the entrance. There was a verandah as 
broad and warm and welcoming as an embrace. Through her 
mind flew the thought, "Surely you can tell the hospitality of 
a house by its entrance. Suppose it had a little door and no 
porch.” But in spite of the welcoming of the wide steps and the 
big doorway, her timidities clung to her when she rang the bell. 
The big door opened, and a large, comfortable woman stood 
smiling at Molly. 

"I hope you’re not selling something,” said Mrs. Whiteside. 
"I never want to buy anything and I always do, and then I’m 
mad.” 

Molly laughed. She felt suddenly very happy. Until that 
moment she hadn’t known how frightened she really was. "Oh, 
no,” she cried. "I’m the new school teacher. My letter says 
I’m to interview Mr. Whiteside. Can I see him?” 

"Well, it’s noon, and he's just finishing his dinner. Did you 
have dinner?” 

"Oh, of course. I mean, no.” 

Mrs. Whiteside chuckled and stood aside for her to enter. 
"Well, I’m glad you’re sure.” She led Molly into a large dining¬ 
room, lined with mahogany, glass-fronted dish closets. The 
square table was littered with the dishes of a meal. "Why, John 
must have finished and gone. Sit down, young woman. I’ll 
bring back the roast.” 

"Oh, no. Really, thank you, no. I'll just talk to Mr. White- 
side and then go along.” 

"Sit down. You’ll need nourishment to face John.” 

"Is—is he very stern, with new teachers, I mean?” 

"Well,” said Mrs. Whiteside. "That depends. If they haven’t 
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had their dinner, he's a regular bear. He shouts at them. But 
when they’ve just got up from the table, he’s only just fierce. 

Molly laughed happily. “You have children,” she said, “Oh, 
you’ve raised lots of children—and you like them.’ 

Mrs. Whiteside scowled, “One child raised me. Raised me 
right through the roof. It was too hard on me. He’s out rais¬ 
ing cows now, poor devils. I don’t think I raised him very 

high.” 

When Molly had finished eating, Mrs. Whiteside threw open 
a side door and called, “John, here’s someone to see you.” She 
pushed Molly through the doorway into a room that was a kind 
of a library, for big bookcases were loaded with thick, old, com¬ 
fortable books, all filigreed in gold. And it was a kind of a 
sitting-room. There was a fireplace of brick with a mantel of 
little red tile bricks and the most extraordinary vases on the 
mantel. Hung on a nail over the mantel, slung really, like a 
rifle on a shoulder strap, was a huge meerschaum pipe in the 
Jaeger fashion. Big leather chairs with leather tassels hanging 
to them, stood about the fireplace, all of them patent rocking 
chairs with the kind of springs that chant when you rock 
them. And, lastly, the room was a kind of an office, for there 
was an old-fashioned roll-top desk, and behind it sat John White- 
side. When he looked up, Molly saw that he had at once the 
kindest and the sternest eyes she had ever seen, and the whitest 
hair, too. Real blue-white, silky hair, a great duster of it. 

“I am Mary Morgan,” she began formally. 

“Oh, yes, Miss Morgan, I’ve been expecting you. Won’t you 
sit down?” 

She sat in one of the big rockers, and the springs cried with 
sweet pain. “I love these chairs,” she said. “We used to have 
one when I was a little girl.” Then she felt silly, “I’ve come 
to interview you about this position. My letter said to do that.” 

“Don’t be so tense, Miss Morgan. I’ve interviewed every 
teacher we’ve had for years. “And,” he said, smiling, “I still 
don’t know how to go about it.” 

“Oh—I’m glad, Mr. Whiteside. I never asked for a job be¬ 
fore. I was really afraid of it.” 

“Well, Miss Mary Morgan, as near as I can figure, the pur¬ 
pose of this interview is to give me a little knowledge of your 
past and of the kind of person you arc. I’m supposed to know 
something about you when you’ve finished. And now that you 
kno^y my purpose, I suppose you’ll be self-conscious and anxious 
to give a good impression. Maybe if you just tell me a little 
about yourself, everything’ll be all right. Just a few words 
about the kind of girl you are, and where you came from.” 
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Molly nodded quickly. “Yes, I’ll try to do that, Mr. White- 
side," and she dropped her mind back into the past. 

There was the old, squalid, unpainted house with its wide 
back porch and the round wash tubs leaning against the rail. 
High in the great willow tree her two brothers, Joe and Tom, 
crashed about crying, “Now I’m an eagle.” “I’m a parrot." 
“Now I’m an old chicken.” “Watch me!" 

The screen door on the back porch opened, and their mother 
leaned tiredly out. Her hair would not lie smoothly no 
matter how much she combed it. Thick strings of it hung 
down beside her face. Her eyes were always a little red, and 
her hands and wrists painfully cracked. “Tom, Joe,” she 
called. “You’ll get hurt up there. Don’t worry me so, boys! 
Don’t you love your mother at all?” The voices in the tree 
were hushed. The shrieking spirits of the eagle and the old 
chicken were drenched in self-reproach. Molly sat in the dust, 
wrapping a rag around a stick and doing her best to imagine 
it a tall lady in a dress. “Molly, come in and stay with your 
mother. I’m so tired to-day.” 

Molly stood up the stick in the deep dust. “You, miss,” 
she whispered fiercely. “You’ll get whipped on your bare 
bottom when I come back." Then she obediently went into 
the house. 

Her mother sat in a straight chair in the kitchen. “Draw 
up, Molly. Just sit with me for a little while. Love me. 
^lolly! Love your mother a little bit. You are mother’s good 
little girl, aren’t you?” Molly squirmed on her chair. “Don’t 
you love your mother. Molly?" 

The little girl was very miserable. She knew her mother 
would cry in a moment, and then she would be compelled 
to stroke the stringy hair. Both she and her brothers knew 
they should love their mother. She did everything for them. 
They were ashamed that they hated to be near her, but they 
couldn’t help it. When she called to them and they were 
not in sight, they pretended not to hear, and crept away, 
talking in whispers. 

“Well, to begin with, we were very poor," Molly said to John 
Whiteside. “I guess we were really poverty-stricken. I had two 
brothers a little older than I. My father was a travelling sales¬ 
man, but even so, my mother had to work. She worked terribly 
hard for us.” 

About once in every six months a great event occurred. In 
the morning the mother crept silently out of the bedroom. 
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Her hair was brushed as smoothly as it could be; her eyes 
sparkled, and she looked happy and almost pretty. She 
whispered, “Quiet, children! Your father’s home.” 

Molly and her brothers sneaked out of the house, but even 
in the yard they talked in excited whispers. The news 
travelled quickly about the neighbourhood. Soon the yard 
was filled with whispering children. “They say their father's 
home.” “Is your father really home?” “Where’s he been this 
time?” By noon there were a dozen children in the yard, 
standing in expectant little groups, cautioning one another to 
be quiet. 

About noon the screen door on the porch sprang open and 
whacked against the wail. Their father leaped out. “Hi!” 
he yelled. “Hi, kids!” Molly and her brothers flung them¬ 
selves upon him and hugged his legs, while he plucked them 
off and hurled them into the air like kittens. 

Mrs. Morgan fluttered about, clucking with excitement. 
“Children, children. Don’t muss your father’s clothes.” 

The neighbour children threw handsprings and wrestled 
and shrieked with joy. It was better than any holiday. 

“Wait till you see,” their father cried. “Wait till you see 
what I brought you. It’s a secret now.” And when the 
hysteria had quieted a little he carried his suitcase out on 
the porch and opened it. There were presents such as no 
one had ever seen, mechanical toys unknown before—tin bugs 
that crawled, dancing wooden niggers and astounding steam 
shovels that worked in sand. There were superb glass 
marbles with bears and dogs right in their centres. He had 
something for everyone, several things for everyone. It was 
all the great holidays packed into one. 

Usually it was mid-afternoon before the children became 
cakn enough not to shriek occasionally. But eventually 
George Morgan sat on the steps, and they all gathered about 
while he told his adventures. This time he had been to 
Mexico while there was a revolution. Again he had gone to 
Honolulu, had seen the volcano and had himself ridden on a 
surfboard. Always there were cities and people, strange 
people; always adventures and a hundred funny incidents, 
funnier than anything they had ever heard. It couldn’t all 
be told at one time. After school they had to gather to hear 
more and more. Throughout the world George Morgan 
tramped, collecting glorious adventures. 

As far as my home life went,” Miss Morgan said, “I guess 
t almost didn’t have any father. He was able to get home very 
seldom from his business trips.” 
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John Whiteside nodded gravely. 

Molly’s hands rustled in her lap and her eyes were dim. 

One time he brought a dumpy, woolly puppy in a box, 
and it wet on the floor immediately. 

“What kind of a dog is it?” Tom asked in his most sophisti¬ 
cated manner. 

Their father laughed loudly. He was so young! He looked 
twenty years younger than their mother. “It’s a dollar and 
a-half dog,” he explained. “You get an awful lot of kinds 
of dog for a dollar and a-half. It’s like this. . . . Suppose 
you go into a candy store and say, ‘I want a nickel's worth 
of peppermints and gumdrops and licorice and raspberry 
chews.’ Well, I went in and said, ‘Give me a dollar and 
a-half’s worth of mixed dog.’ That’s the kind it is. It’s 
Molly’s dog, and she has to name it.” 

“I’m going to name it George,” said Molly. 

Her father bowed strangely to her, and said, “Thank you, 
Molly.” They all noticed that he wasn’t laughing at her, 
either. 

Molly got up very early the next morning and took George 
about the yard to show him the secrets. She opened the 
hoard where two pennies and a gold policeman’s button were 
buried. She hooked his little front paws over the back fence 
so he could look down the street at the schoolhouse. Lastly, 
she climbed into the willow tree, carrying George under one 
arm. Tom came out of the house and sauntered under the 
tree. “Look out you don’t drop him,” Tom called, and just 
at that moment the puppy squirmed out of her arms and fell. 
He landed on the hard ground with a disgusting little thump. 
One leg bent out at a crazy angle, and the puppy screamed 
long, horrible screams, with sobs between breaths. ^Jolly 
scrambled out of the tree, dull and stunned by the accident. 
Tom was standing over the puppy, his face white and twisted 
with pain, and George, the puppy, screamed on and on. 

“We can’t let him,” Tom cried. “We can’t let him.” He 
ran to the woodpile and brought back a hatchet. Molly was 
too stupefied to look away, but Tom closed his eyes and 
struck. The screams stopped suddenly. Tom threw the 
hatchet from him and leaped over the back fence. Molly saw 
him running away as though he were being chased. 

At that moment Joe and her father came out of the back 
door. Molly remembered how haggard and thin and grey 
her father’s face was when he looked at the puppy. It was 
something in her father’s face, that started Molly to crying. 
“I dropped him out of the tree, and he hurt himself, and Tom 
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hit him, and then Tom ran away." Her voice sounded sulky. 
Her father hugged Molly’s head against his hip. 

“Poor Tom!” he said. “Molly, you must remember never 
to say anything to Tom about it, and never to look at him 
as though you remembered.” He threw a gunny sack over 
the puppy. “We must have a funeral,” he said. “Did I ever 
tell you about the Chinese funeral I went to, about the 
coloured paper they throw in the air, and the little fat roast 
pigs on the grave?” Joe edged in closer, and even Molly’s 
eyes took on a gleam of interest. “Well, it was this way.. . . 

Molly looked up at John Whiteside and saw that he seemed 
to be studying a piece of paper on his desk, “When was 
twelve years old, my father was killed in an accident,” she 
said. 


The great visits usually lasted about two weeks. Always 
there came an afternoon when George Morgan walked out 
into the town and did not come back until late at night. The 
mother made the children go to bed early, but they could 
hear him come home, stumbling a little against the furniture, 
and they could hear his voice through the wall. These were 
the only times when his voice was sad and discouraged. Lying 
with held breaths, in their beds, the children knew what that 
meant. In the morning he would be gone, and their hearts 
would be gone with him. 

They had endless discussions about what he was doing. 
Their father was a glad argonaut, a silver knight. Virtue 
and Courage and Beauty—he wore a coat of them. “Some¬ 
time,” the boys said, “sometime when we’re big, we'll go with . 
him and see all those things.” 

“I’ll go, too,” Molly insisted. 

“Oh, you’re a girl. You couldn’t go, you know.” 

“But he’d let me go, you know he would. Sometime he’ll 
take me with him. You see if he doesn’t.” 

When he was gone their mother grew plaintive again, and 
her eyes reddened. Querulously she demanded their love, 
as though it were a package they could put in her hand. 

One time their father went away, and he never came back. 
He had never sent any money, nor had he ever written to 
them, but this time he just disappeared for good. For two 
years they waited, and then their mother said he must be 
dead. The children shuddered at the thought, but they re- 
fused to believe it, because no one so beautiful and fine as 
their father could be dead. Some place in the world he was 
having adventures. There was some good reason why he 
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couldn’t come back to them. Some day when the reason was 
gone, he would come. Some morning he would be there with 
finer presents and better stories than ever before. But their 
mother said he must have had an accident. He must be dead. 
Their mother was distracted. She read those advertisements 
which offered to help her make money at home. The children 
made paper flowers and shamefacedly tried to sell them. The 
boys tried to develop magazine routes, and the whole family 
nearly starved. Finally, when they couldn’t stand it any 
longer, the boys ran away and joined the navy. After that 
Molly saw them as seldom as she had seen her father, and 
they were so changed, so hard and boisterous, that she didn’t 
even care, for her brothers were strangers to her. 

“I went through high school, and then I went to San Jose 
and entered Teachers’ College. I worked for my board and 
room at the home of Mrs. Allen Morit. Before I finished school 
my mother died, so I guess I’m a kind of an orphan, you see.” 
‘T’m sorry,” John Whiteside murmured gently. 

Molly flushed. “That wasn’t a bid for sympathy, Mr. White- 
side. You said you wanted to know about me. Everyone has 
to be an orphan some time.” 

Molly worked for her board and room. She did the work 
of a full time servant, only she received no pay. Money 
for clothes had to be accumulated by working in a store 
during summer vacation. Mrs. Morit trained her girls. “I 
can take a green girl, not worth a cent,” she often said, “and 
when that girl’s worked for me six months, she can get fifty 
dollars a month. Lots of women know it, and they just snap 
up my girls. This is the first schoolgirl I’ve tried, but even 
she shows a lot of improvement. She reads too much, though. 
I always say a servant should be asleep by ten o’clock, or else 
she can't do her work right.” 

Mrs. Merit’s method was one of constant criticism and nag¬ 
ging, carried on in a just, firm tone. “Now, Molly, I don’t 
want to find fault, but if you don’t wipe the silver drier than 
that, it’ll have streaks.”—“The butter knife goes this way, 
Molly. Then you can put the tumbler here.” 

“I always give a reason for everything,” she told her friends. 

In the evening, after the dishes were washed, Molly sat 
on her bed and studied, and when the light was off, she lay 
on her bed and thought of her father. It was ridiculous to 
do it, she knew. It was a waste of time. Her father came 
up to the door, wearing a cutaway coat, and striped trousers 
and a top hat. He carried a huge bouquet of red roses in his 
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hand. “I couldn’t come before, Molly. Get on your coat 
quickly. First we’re going down to get that evening dress 
in the window of Prussia’s, but we’ll have to hurry. I have 
tickets for the train to New York to-night. Hurry up, Molly 1 
Don’t stand there gawping.” It was silly. Her father was 
dead. No, she didn’t really believe he was dead. Somewhere 
in the world he, lived beautifully, and sometime he would 
come back. 

Molly told one of her friends at school, “1 don’t really be¬ 
lieve it, you see, but I don’t disbelieve it. If I ever knew he 
was dead, why it would be awful. I don’t know what I’d do 
then. I don’t want to think about knoiving he’s dead.” 

When her mother died, she felt little besides shame. Her 
mother had wanted so much to be loved, and she hadn’t 
known how to draw love. Her importunities had bothered 
the children and driven them away. 


“Well, that’s about all,” Molly finished. “I got my diploma, 
and then I was sent down here.” 

“It was about the easiest interview I ever had,” John White- 
side said. 


“Do you think I’ll get the position, then?” 

The old man gave a quick, twinkly glance at the big 
meerschaum hanging over the mantel. 

“That’s his friend,” Molly thought. “He has secrets with 
that pipe.” 

“Yes, I think you’ll get the job. I think you have it already. 
Now, Miss Morgan, where are you going to live? You must 
find board and room some place.” 

Before she knew she was going to say it, she had blurted, 
“I want to live here.” 


John Whiteside opened his eyes in astonishment. “But we 
never take boarders, Miss Morgan.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry I said that. I just like it so much here, you 


see. 


He called, "Willa,” and when his wife stood in the half-open 
door, “This young lady wants to board with us. She’s the new 
teacher.” 

Mrs. Whiteside frowned. “Couldn’t think of it. We never 
ixn? She’s too pretty to be around that fool of a Bill. 

What would happen to those cows of his? It’d be a lot of 
trouble. You can sleep in the third bedroom upstairs,” she 
said to Molly. “It doesn’t catch much sun anyway.” 

Life changed its face. All of a sudden Molly found she was 
a queen. From the first day the children of the school adored 
er, for she understood them, and what was more, she let them 
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understand her. It took her some time to realize that she had 
become an important person. If two men got to arguing at the 
store about a point of history or literature or mathematics, and 
the argument deadlocked, it ended up, “Take it to the teacher I 
If she doesn’t know, she’ll find it.” Molly was very proud to 
be able to decide such questions. At parties she had to help 
with the decorations and to plan refreshments. 

“I think we’ll put pine boughs around everywhere. They’re 
pretty, and they smell so good. They smell like a party.” She 
was supposed to know everything and to help with everything, 
and she loved it. 

At the Whiteside home she slaved in the kitchen under the 
mutterings of Willa. At the end of six months, Mrs. Whiteside 
grumbled to her husband, “Now if Bill only had any sense. 

But then,” she continued, “if she has any sense-” and there 

she left it. 

At night Molly wrote letters to the few friends she had made 
in Teachers’ College, letters full of little stories about her neigh¬ 
bours, and full of joy. She must attend every party because 
of the social prestige of her position. On Saturdays she ran 
about the hills and brought back ferns and wild flowers to plant 
about the house. 

Bill Whiteside took one look at Molly and scuttled back to 
his cows. It was a long time before he found the courage to 
talk to her very much. He was a big, simple young man who 
had neither his father’s balance nor his mother’s humour. 
Eventually, however, he trailed after Molly and looked after 
her from distances. 

One evening, with a kind of feeling of thanksgiving for her 
happiness, Molly told Bill about her father. They were sitting 
in canvas chairs on the wide verandah, waiting for the moon. 
She told him about the visits, and then about the disappearance. 
“Do you see what I have, Bill?” she cried. “My lovely father 
is some place. He’s mine. You think he’s living, don’t you, 
Bill?” 

“Might be,” said Bill. “From what you say, he was a kind 
of an irresponsible cuss, though. Excuse me, Molly. Still, if 
he's alive, it’s funny he never wrote.” 

Molly felt cold. It was just the kind of reasoning she had 
successfully avoided for so long. “Of course,” she said stiffly, 
“I know that. I have to do some work now. Bill.” 

High up on a hill that edged the valley of the Pastures of 
Heaven, there was an old cabin which commanded a view of 
the whole country and of all the roads in the vicinity. It was 
said that the bandit Vasquez had built the cabin and lived in it 
for a year while the posses went crashing through the country 
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looking for him. It was a landmark. All the people of the 
valley had been to see it at one time or another. Nearly every¬ 
one asked Molly whether she had been there yet No, she 
said “but I will go up some day. I’ll go some Saturday. I know 
where the trail to it is.” One morning she dressed in her new 
hiking boots and corduroy skirt. Bill sidled up and offered to 
accompany her. “No,” she ^ said. “You have work to do. I 
can’t take you away from it.” 

“Work be hanged!” said Bill. 

“Well, I’d rather go alone. I don’t want to hurt your feel¬ 
ings, but I just want to go alone, Bill,” She was sorry not 
to let him accompany her, but his remark about her father 
had frightened her. “I want to have an adventure,” she said 
to herself. “If Bill comes along, it won’t be an adventure at 
all. It’ll just be a trip.” It took her an hour and a-half to 
climb up the steep trail under the oaks. The leaves on the 
ground were as slippery as glass, and the sun was hot. The 
good smell of ferns and dank moss and yerba buena filled the 
air. When Molly came at last to the ridge crest, she was damp 
and winded. The cabin stood in a small clearing in the brush, 
a little square wooden room with no windows. Its doorless 
entrance was a black shadow. The place was quiet, the kind 
of humming quiet that flies and bees and crickets make. The 
whole hillside sang softly in the sun. Molly approached on 
tiptoe. Her heart was beating violently. 

“Now Tm having an adventure,” she whispered. “Now I’m 
right in the middle of an adventure at Vasquez’ cabin.” She 
peered in at the doorway and saw a lizard scuttle out of sight 
A cobweb fell across her forehead and seemed to try to re¬ 
strain her. There was nothing at all in the cabin, nothing but 
the dirt floor and the rotting wooden walls, and the dry, de¬ 
serted smell of the earth that has long been covered from the 
sun. Molly was filled with excitement. “At night he sat in 
there. Sometimes when he heard noises like men creeping up 
on him, he went out of the door like the ghost of a shadow, 
and just melted into the darkness.” She looked down on the 
valley of the Pastures of Heaven. The orchards lay in dark 
green squares; the grain was yellow, and the hills behind, a 
light brown washed with lavender. Among the farms the roads 
twisted and curled, avoiding a field, looping around a huge 
tree, half-circling a hill flank. Over the whole valley was 
stretched a veil of heat shimmer. “Unreal,” Molly whispered, 
‘fantastic. It’s a story, a real story, and I’m having an adven¬ 
ture.” A breeze rose out of the valley like the sigh of a sleeper, 
and then subsided. 

Tn the daytime the young Vasquez looked down on the 
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valley just as I’m looking. He stood right here, and looked 
at the roads down there. He wore a purple vest braided with 
gold, and the trousers on his slim legs widened at the bottom 
like the mouths of trumpets. His spur rowels were wrapped 
with silk ribbons to keep them from clinking. Sometimes he 
saw the posses riding by on the road below. ’ Lucky for him 
the men bent over their horses’ necks, and didn’t look up at 
the hilltops. Vasquez laughed, but he was afraid, too. Some¬ 
times he sang. His songs were soft and sad because he knew 
he couldn’t live very long.” 

Molly sat down on the slope and rested her chin in her cupped 
hands. Young Vasquez was standing beside her, and Vasquez 
had her father’s gay face, his shining eyes as he came on the 
porch shouting, “Hi, Kids!” This was the kind of adventure 
her father had. Molly shook herself and stood up. ‘‘Now I 
want to go back to the first and think it all over again.” 

In the late afternoon Mrs. Whiteside sent Bill out to look 
for Molly. “She might have turned an ankle, you know.” But 
Molly emerged from the trail just as Bill approached it from 
the road. 

“We were beginning to wonder if you’d got lost,” he said. 
‘‘Did you go up to the cabin?” 

“Yes,” 

“Funny old box, isn’t it? Just an old woodshed. There are 
a dozen just like it down here. You’d be surprised, though, 
how many people go up there to look at it. The funny part is, 
nobody’s sure Vasquez was ever there.” 

"Oh, I think he must have been there.” 

“What makes you think that?” 

“I don’t know.” 

Bill became serious, “Everybody thinks Vasquez was a kind 
of a hero, when really he was just a thief. He started in steal¬ 
ing sheep and horses and ended up robbing stages. Pie had to 
kill a few people to do it. It seems to me, Molly, we ought to 
teach people to hate robbers, not worship them.” 

“Of course, Bill,” she said wearily. “You’re perfectly right. 
Would you mind not talking for a little while, Bill? I guess 
I’m a little tired, and nervous, too.” 

The year wheeled around. Pussywillows had their kittens, 
and wild flowers covered the hills. Molly found herself wanted 
and needed in the valley. She even attended school board meet¬ 
ings. There had been a time when those secret and august 
conferences were held behind closed doors, a mystery and a 
terror to everyone. Now that Molly was asked to step into 
John Whiteside’s sitting-room, she found that the board dis¬ 
cussed crops, told stories, and circulated mild gossip. 
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Bert Munroe had been elected early in the fall, and by the 
springtime he was the most energetic member. He it was who 
planned dances at the schoolhouse, who insisted upon having 
plays and picnics. He even offered prizes for the best report 
cards in the school. The board was coming to rely pretty much 
on Bert Munroe. 

One evening Molly came down late from her room. As al¬ 
ways, when the board was meeting, Mrs. Whiteside sat in the 
dining-room. “I don’t think I’ll go in to the meeting,” Molly 
said. “Let them have one time to themselves. Sometimes I 
feel that they would tell other kinds of stories if I weren’t 
there.” 

“You go on in, Molly! They can’t hold a board meeting 
without you. They’re so used to you, they’d be lost. Besides, 
I’m not at all sure I want them to tell those other stories.” 

Obediently Molly knocked on the door and went into the 
sitting-room. Bert Munroe paused politely in the story he was 
narrating. “I was just telling about my new farm hand, Miss 
Morgan. I’ll start over again, ’cause it’s kind of funny. You 
see, I needed a hay hand, and I picked this fellow up under 
the Salinas River bridge. He was pretty drunk, but he wanted 
a job. Now I’ve got him, I find he isn’t worth a cent as a 
hand, but I can’t get rid of him. That son of a gun has been 
every place. You ought to hear him tell about the places he’s 
been. My kids wouldn’t let me get rid of him if I wanted to. 
Why, he can take the littlest thing he’s seen and make a fine 
story out of it. My kids just sit around with their ears spread, 
listening to him. Well, about twice a month he walks into 
Salinas and goes on a bust. He’s one of those dirty, periodic 
drunks. The Salinas cops always call me up when they find 
him in a gutter, and I have to drive in to get him. And you 
know, when he comes out of it, he’s always got some kind of 
present iri his pocket for my kid Manny. There's nothing you 
can do with a man like that. He disarms you. I don’t get a 
dollar’s worth of work a month out of him.” 

Molly felt a sick dread rising in her. The men were laughing 
at the story. “You’re too soft, Bert. You can’t afford to keep 
an entertainer on the place. I’d sure get rid of him quick.” 

Molly stood up. She was dreadfully afraid someone would 

name. “I’m not feeling very well to-night,” she 
^id. “If you gentlemen will excuse me, I think I’ll go to bed.” 
the men stood up while she left the room. In her bed she 

the pillow. “It’s crazy,” she said to herself. 

^ here isn’t a chance in the world. I’m forgetting all about it 

^ Tu found to her dismay that she was crying. 

I he next few weeks were agonizing to Molly, She was 
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reluctant to leave the house. Walking to and from school she 
watched the road ahead of her. “If I see any kind of a stranger 
I’ll run away. But that’s foolish. I’m being a fool.’’ Only in 
her own room did she feel safe. Her terror was making her lose 
colour, was taking the glint out of her eyes. 

“Molly, you ought to go to bed,” Mrs. Whiteside insisted. 
“Don’t be a little idiot. Do I have to smack you the way I do 
Bill to make you go to bed?” But Molly would not go to bed. 
She thought too many things when she was in bed. 

The next time the board met, Bert Munroe did not appear. 
Molly felt reassured and almost happy at his absence. 

“You’re feeling better, aren’t you. Miss Morgan?” 

“Oh, yes. It was only a little thing, a kind of a cold. If I’d 
gone to bed I might have been really sick.” 

The meeting was an hour gone before Bert Munroe came 
in. “Sorry to be late,” he apologized. “The same old thing 
happened. My so-called hay hand was asleep in the street in 
Salinas. What a mess! He's out in the car sleeping it off now. 
I’ll have to hose the car out to-morrow.” 

Molly’s throat closed with terror. For a second she thought 
she was going to faint. “Excuse me, I must go,” she cried, and 
ran out of the room. She walked into the dark hallway and 
steadied herself against the wall. Then slowly and automati¬ 
cally she marched out of the front door and down the steps. 
The night was filled with whispers. Out in the road she could 
see the black mass that was Bert Munroe’s car. She was sur¬ 
prised at the way her footsteps plodded down the path of their 
own volition. “Now I’m killing myself,” she said. “Now I’m 
throwing everything away. I wonder why.” The gate was 
under her hand, and her hand flexed to open it. Then a tiny 
breeze sprang up and brought to her nose the sharp foulness 
of vomit. She heard a blubbering, drunken snore. Instantly 
something whirled in her head. Molly spun around and ran 
frantically back to the house. In her room she locked the door 
and sat stiffly down, panting with the effort of her run. It 
seemed hours before she heard the men go out of the house, 
calling their good-nights. Then Bert’s motor started, and the 
sound of it died away down the road. Now that she was ready 
to go she felt paralyzed. 

John Whiteside was writing at his desk when Molly entered 
the sitting-room. He looked up questioningly at her. “You 
aren’t well. Miss Morgan. You need a doctor.” 

She planted herself woodenly beside the desk. “Could you 
get a substitute teacher for me?” she asked. 

“Of course I could. You pile right into bed and I’ll call a 
doctor.” 
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“It isn’t that, Mr. Whiteside. 1 want to go away to-night." 

“What are you talking about? You aren’t well.” 

“I told you my father was dead. I don’t know whether he’s 
dead or not. I’m afraid—I want to go away to-night.” 

He stared intently at her. “Tell me what you mean,” he said 
softly. 

“If I should see that drunken man of Mr. Munroe’s-” she 

paused, suddenly terrified at what she was about to say. 

John Whiteside nodded very slowly. 

“No,” she cried. “1 don’t think that. I’m sure I don’t.” 

“I’d like to do something, Molly.” 

“I don’t want to go, I love it here—But I’m afraid. It’s so 
important to me.” 

John Whiteside stood up and came close to her and put his 
arm about her shoulders. “I don’t think I understand, quite,” 
he said. “I don’t think I want to understand. That isn’t neces¬ 
sary.” He seemed to be talking to himself. “It wouldn't be 
quite courteous—to understand.” 

“Once I’m away I'll be able not to believe it,” Molly whim¬ 
pered. 

He gave her shoulders one quick squeeze with his encircling 
arm. “You run upstairs and pack your things, Molly,” he said. 
“I'll get out the car and drive you right into Salinas now.” 
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PAT HUMBERT’S 

P AT HUMBERT'S parents were middle-aged when he was 
born; they had grown old and stiff and spiteful before he 
was twenty. All of Pat’s life had been spent in an atmosphere 
of age, of the aches and illness, of the complaints and self- 
sufficiency of age. While he was growing up, his parents held 
his opinions in contempt because he was young. “When you’ve 
lived as long as we have, you’ll see things different,” they told 
him. Later, they found his youth hateful because it was pain¬ 
less. Their age, so they implied, was a superior state, a state 
approaching godhead in dignity and infallibility. Even rheu¬ 
matism was desirable as a price for the great wisdom of age. 
Pat was led to believe that no young thing had any virtue. 
Youth was a clumsy, fumbling preparation for excellent old 
age. Youth should think of nothing but the duty it owed to 
age, of the courtesy and veneration due to age. On the other 
hand, age owed no courtesy whatever to youth. 

When Pat was sixteen the whole work of the farm fell upon 
him. His father retired to a rocking chair beside the airtight 
stove in the sitting-room, from which he issued orders, edicts 
and criticisms. 

The Humberts dwelt in an old, rambling farmhouse of five 
rooms: a locked parlour, cold and awful as doom, a hot, stuffy 
sitting-room, two bedrooms and a large kitchen. The old people 
sat in cushioned rocking chairs and complained bitterly if Pat 
did not come in from the farm work to replenish the fire in 
the stove several times a day. Toward the end of their lives, 
they really hated Pat for being young. 

They lived a long time. Pat was thirty when they died within 
a month of each other. They were unhappy and bitter and dis¬ 
contented with their lives, and yet each one clung tenaciously 
to the poor spark and only died after a long struggle. 

There were two months of horror for Pat. For three weeks 
he nursed his mother while she lay rigid'on the bed, her breath 
clattering in and out of her lungs. She watched him with stony, 
accusing eyes as he tried to make her comfortable. When she 
was dead, her eyes still accused him. 

Pat unlocked the terrible parlour; the neighbours sat in rows 
before the coffin, a kind of audience, while the service went on. 
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From the bedroom came the sound of old Mr. Humbert’s 
peevish weeping. 

The second period of nursing began immediately after the 
first funeral, and continued for three weeks more. Then the 
neighbours sat in rows before another coffin. Before the 
funerals, the parlour had always been locked except during the 
monthly cleaning. The blinds were drawn down to protect the 
green carpet from the sun. In the centre of the room stood a 
gilt-legged marble-topped table which bore, on a tapestry of 
Millet’s Angelus, a huge Bible with a deeply tooled cover. On 
either side of the Bible sat squat vases holding tight bouquets 
of everlasting flowers. There were four straight chairs in the 
parlour, one against each of the four walls—two for the coffin 
and two for the watchers. Three large pictures in gilt frames 
hung on the walls, coloured, enlarged photographs of each of 
the old Humberts looking stern and dead, but so taken that 
their eyes followed an intruder about the room. The third pic¬ 
ture showed the corpse of Elaine in its boat on the thin sad 
river. The shroud hung over the gunwale and dipped into the 
water. On a corner table stood a tall glass bell in which three 
stuffed orioles sat on a cherry branch. So cold and sepulchral 
was this parlour that it had never been entered except by 
corpses and their attendants. It was indeed a little private 
mortuary chamber. Pat had seen three aunts and an uncle 
buried from that parlour. 

Pat stood quietly by the graveside while his neighbours 
shaped up a tent of earth. Already his mother’s grave had sunk 
a little, leaving a jagged crack all around its mound. The men 
were patting the new mound now, drawing a straight ridgepole 
and smoothing the slope of the sides. They were good work¬ 
men with the soil; they liked to make a good job with it whether 
It be furrow or grave mound. After it was perfect, they still 
walked about patting it lightly here and there. The women 
gone back to the buggies and were waiting for their hus- 
ands to come. Each n^an walked up to Pat and shook his 
niurmured somfe solemn friendly thing to him. The 
surreys and buggies were all moving away now. 
cemeJl distance. Still Pat stood in the 

now fhl two graves. He didn’t know what to do 

ere was no one to demand anything of him. 

windl jerky 

dovL L up and then dying in mid-blow. Wild 

all motiolll” a"® cemetery fence all facing one way, 

the eround ' ’”'own newspaper scudded along 

pWd °t off He stooped and 

ft. looked at it for a moment and then threw it away. 
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course, it was the Bible lying off-centre on its table. That 
should be put straight. The vase of everlastings should be set 
upright, and after that the whole house should be cleaned. Pat 
knew he should do these things in spite of the reluctance he felt 
for opening the door into the sitting-room. His mind shrank 
from the things he would see when he opened the door—the 
two rocking chairs, one on either side of the stove; the pillows 
in the chair seats would be holding the impressions of his 
parents’ bodies. He knew the odours of age and of unguents 
and of stale flowers that were waiting for him on the other 
side of the door. But the thing was a duty. It must be done. 

He built a fire and made his breakfast. It was while he drank 
the hot coffee that a line of reasoning foreign to his old manner 
of life came to him. The unusual thoughts that thronged upon 
him astounded him at once for their audacity and for their 
simplicity. 

“Why should I go in there?” he demanded. “There’s no one 
to care, no one even to know. I don’t have to go in there if I 
don’t want to.” He felt like a boy who breaks school to walk 
in a deep and satisfying forest. But to combat his freedom, 
his mother’s complaining voice came to his ears. “Pat ought 
to clean the house. Pat never takes care of things.” 

The joy of revolt surged up in him. “You’re dead!” he told 
the voice. “You’re just something that’s happening in my mind. 
Nobody can expect me to do things any more. Nobody will 
ever know if I don’t do things I ought to. I’m not going in 
there, and I’m never going in there.” And while the spirit was 
still strong in him, he strode to the door, plucked out the key 
and threw it into the tall weeds behind the house. He closed 
the shutters on all the windows except those in the kitchen, and 
nailed them shut with long spikes. 

The joy of his new freedom did not last long. In the day¬ 
time the farm work kept him busy, but before the day was out, 
he grew lonely for the old duties which ate up the hours and 
made the time short. He knew he was afraid to go into the 
house, afraid of those impressions in the cushions and of the 
disarranged Bible. He had locked up two thin old ghosts, but 
he had not taken away their power to trouble him. 

That night, after he had cooked his supper, he sat beside 
the stove. An appalling loneliness like a desolate fog fell upon 
him. He listened to the stealthy sounds in the old house, the 
whispers and little knockings. So tensely did he listen that 
after a while he could hear the chairs rocking in the other 
room, and once he made out the rasping sound of a lid being 
unscrewed from a jar of salve. Pat could not stand it any 
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longer. He went to the barn, harnessed his horse and drove 
to the Pastures of Heaven General Store. 

Three men sat around the fat-bellied stove, contemplating its 
corrugations with rapt abstraction. They made room for Pat 
to draw up a chair. None of the men looked at him, because 
a man in mourning deserves the same social immunities a cripple 
does. Pat settled himself in his chair and gazed at the stove. 
"Remind me to get some flour before I go,” he said. 

All of the men knew what he meant. They knew he didn’t 
need flour, but each one of them, under similar circumstances, 
would have made some such excuse. T. B. Allen opened the 
stove door and looked in and then spat on the coals. "A house 
like that is pretty lonely at first,” he observed. Pat felt grate¬ 
ful to him although his words constituted a social blunder. 

"I’ll need some tobacco and some shotgun shells, too, Mr. 
Allen,” he said by way of payment. 

Pat changed his habits of living after that. Determinedly 
he sought groups of men. During the daytime he worked on 
his farm, but at night he was invariably to be found where two 
or three people were gathered. When a dance or a party was 
given at the schoolhouse, Pat arrived early and stayed until 
the last man was gone. He sat at the house of John Whiteside; 
he arrived first at fires. On election days he stayed at the polls 
until they closed. Wherever a group of people gathered, Pat 
was sure to show up. From constant stalking of company he 
came to have almost an instinct for discovering excitements 
which would draw crowds. 

Pat was a homely man, gangling, big-nosed and heavy-jawed. 
He looked very much like Lincoln as a young man. His figure 
was as unfitted for clothes as Lincoln’s was. His nostrils and 
ears were large and full of hair. They looked as though furry 
httle animals were hiding in them. Pat had no conversation; 
he knew he added little to the gatherings he frequented, and 
he tried to make up for his lack by working, by doing favours, 
hy arranging things. He liked to be appointed to committees 
for arranging school dances, for then he could call on the other 
committeemen to discuss plans; he could spend evenings de¬ 
corating the school or running about the valley borrowing chairs 
rom one family and dishes from another. If on any evening 
e could find no gathering to join, he drove his Ford truck to 
a mas and sat through two moving picture shows. After those 
rst two^ nights of fearful loneliness, he never spent another 
-t J*' his closed-up house. The memory of the Bible, of 

*^hairs, or the years-old smells were terrifying to 

for ten years Pat Humbert drove about the valley in search 
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of company. He had himself elected to the school board; he 
joined the Masons and the Odd Fellows in Salinas and was 
never known to miss a meeting. 

In spite of his craving for company, Pat never became a 
part of any group he joined. Rather he hung on the fringes, 
never speaking unless he was addressed. The people of the 
valley considered his presence inevitable. They used him un¬ 
mercifully and hardly knew that he wished nothing better. 

When the gatherings were over, when Pat was finally forced 
home, he drove his Ford into the barn and then rushed to bed. 
He tried with little success to forget the terrible rooms on the 
other side of the door. The picture of them edged into his 
mind sometimes. The dust would be thick now, and the cob¬ 
webs would be strung in all the corners and on all the furniture. 
When the vision invaded and destroyed his defences before 
he could go to sleep, Pat shivered in his bed and tried every 
little soporific formula he knew. 

Since he so hated his house, Pat took no care of it. The old 
building lay mouldering with neglect. A white Banksia rose, 
which for years had been a stubbly little bush, came suddenly 
to life and climbed up the front of the house. It covered the 
porch, hung festoons over the closed windows and dropped long 
streamers from the eaves. Within, the ten years the house 
looked like a huge mound of roses. People passing by on the 
county road paused to marvel at its size and beauty. Pat hardly 
knew about the rose. He refused to think about the house 
when he could refuse. 

The Humbert farm was a good one. Pat kept it well and 
made money from it, and, since his expenses were small, he had 
quite a few thousand dollars in the bank. He loved the farm 
for itself, but he also loved it because it kept him from fear in 
the daytime. When he was working, the terror of being soli- 
tary, the freezing loneliness, could not attack him. He raised 
good fruit, but his berries were his chief interest. The lines of 
supported vines paralleled the county road. Kvery year he was 
able to market his berries earlier than anyone in the valley. 

Pat was forty years old when the Munroes came into the 
valley. He welcomed them as his neighbours. Here was an¬ 
other house to which he might go to pass an evening. And since 
Bert Munroe was a friendly man, he liked to have Pat drop in 
to visit. Pat was a good farmer. Bert often asked his advice. 
Pat did not take very careful notice of Mae Munroe except 
to see, and to forget, that she was a pretty girl. He did not 
often think of people as individuals, but rather as antidotes 
for the poison of his loneliness, as escapes from the imprisoned 

ghosts. 
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One afternoon when the summer was dawning, Pat worked 
among his berry vines. He kneeled between the rows of vines 
and dug among the berry roots with a hoe. The berries were 
fast forming now, and the leaves were pale green and lovely. 
Pat worked slowly down the row. He was contented with the 
work, and he did not dread the coming night for he was to 
have supper at the Munroe house. As he worked he heard 
voices from the road. Although he was concealed among the 
vines, he knew from the tones that Mrs. Munroe and her 
daughter Mae were strolling by his house. Suddenly he heard 
Mae exclaim with pleasure. 

“Mama, look at that!” Pat ceased his work to listen. “Did 
you ever see such a beautiful rose in your life, Mama?” 

“It’s pretty, all right,” Mrs. Munroe said. 

“I’ve just thought what it reminds me of,” Mae continued. 
“Do you remember the postcard of that lovely house in Ver¬ 
mont? Uncle Keller sent it. This house, with the rose over it, 
looks just like that house in the picture. I'd like to see the in¬ 
side of it.” 

“Well, there isn’t much chance of that. Mrs. Allen says no 
one in the valley has been in that house since Pat’s father and 
mother died, and that’s ten years ago. She didn’t say whether 
it was pretty.” 

“With a rose like that on the outside, the inside must be 
pretty. I wonder if Mr. Humbert will let me see it some time.” 
The two women walked on out of hearing. 

When they were gone, Pat stood up and looked at the great 
rose. He had never seen how beautiful it was—a haystack of 
green leaves and nearly covered with white roses. “It is pretty,” 
he said. “And it’s like a nice house in Vermont. It’s like a 
Vermont house, and—well, it is pretty, a pretty bush.” Then, 
as though he had seen through the bush and through the wall, 
a vision of the parlour came to him. He went quickly back to 
his work among the berries, struggling to put the house out of 
his mind. But Mae’s words came back to him over and over 
again, “It must be pretty inside.” Pat wondered what a Ver¬ 
mont house looked like inside. John Whiteside’s solid and grand 
house he knew, and, with the rest of the valley, he had admired 
the plush comfort of Bert Munroe’s house, but a pretty house 
he had never seen, that is, a house he could really call pretty. 
In ms tnind he went over all the houses he knew and not one 
of them was what Mae must have meant. He remembered a 
picture in a magazine, a room with a polished floor and white 
woodwork and a staircase; it might have been Mt. Vernon, 
at picture had impressed him. Perhaps that was what Mae 

meant. ^ 
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He wished he could see the postcard of the Vermont house, 
but if he asked to see it, they would know he had been listen¬ 
ing. As he thought of it, Pat became obsessed with a desire 
to see a pretty house that looked like his. He put his hoe away 
and walked in front of his house. Truly the rose was marvel¬ 
lous. It dropped a canopy over the porch, hung awnings of 
white stars over the closed windows. Pat wondered why he 
had never noticed it before. 

That night he did something he couldn’t have contemplated 
before. At the Munroe door, he broke an engagement to spend 
an evening in company. “There’s some business in Salinas I’ve 
got to attend to,” he explained. “I stand to lose some money 
if I don’t go right in.” 

In Salinas he went straight to the public library. “Have you 
got any pictures of Vermont houses—pretty ones?” he asked 
the librarian. 


“You’ll probably find some in the magazines. Come! I’ll 
show you where to look.” 

They had to warn him when the library was about to close. 
He had found pictures of interiors, but of interiors he had 
never imagined. The rooms were built on a plan; each decora¬ 
tion, each piece of furniture, even the floors and walls were re¬ 
lated, were a part of the plan. Some deep and instinctive 
feeling in him for arrangement, for colour and line had re¬ 
sponded to the pictures. He hadn’t known rooms could be like 
that—all in one piece. Every room he had ever seen was the 
result of a gradual and accidental accumulation. Aunt Sophie 
sent a vase, father bought a chair. They put a stove in the 
fireplace because it threw more heat; the Sperry Flour Company 
issued a big calendar and mother had its picture framed; a 
mail order house advertised a new kind of lamp. That was 
the way rooms were assembled. But in the pictures someone 
had an idea, and everything in the room was a part of the idea. 
Just before the library closed he came upon two pictures side 
by side. One showed a room like those he knew, and right 
beside it was another picture of the same room with all the 
clutter gone, and with the idea in it. It didn’t look like the 
same place at all. For the first time in his life, Pat was anxious 
to go home. Fie wanted to lie in his bed and to think, for a 
strange new idea was squirming into being in the back of his 
mind. 


Pat could not sleep that night. His head was too full of plans. 
Once he got up and lighted the lamp to look in his bank book. 
A little before daylight he dressed and cooked his breakfast, and 
while he ate, his eyes wandered again and again to the locked 
door. There was a light of malicious joy in his eyes. It II be 
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dark in there,” he said. “I better rip open the shutters before 
I go in there.” 

When the daylight came at last, he took a crowbar and walked 
around the house, tearing open the nailed shutters as he went. 
The parlour windows he did not touch, for he didn’t want to 
disturb the rose bush. Finally he went back into the kitchen 
and stood before the locked door. For a moment the old vision 
stopped him. “But it will be just for a minute,” he argued. 
“I’ll start in tearing it to pieces right away.” The crowbar 
poised and crashed on the lock. The door sprang open, crying 
miserably on its dry hinges, and the horrible room lay before 
him. The air was foggy with cobwebs; a musty, ancient odour 
flowed through the door. There were the two rocking chairs 
on either side of the rusty stove. Even through the dust he 
could see the little hollows in their cushions. But these were 


not the terrible things. Pat knew where lay the centre of his 
fears. He walked rapidly through the room, brushing the cob¬ 
webs from his eyes as he went. The parlour was still dark 
for its shutters were closed. Pat didn’t have to grope for the 
table; he knew exactly where it was. Hadn’t it haunted him 
for ten years? He picked up table and Bible together, ran out 
through the kitchen and hurled them into the yard. 

Now he could go more slowly. The fear was gone. The 
windows were stuck so hard that he had to use the bar to pry 
them open. First the rocking chairs went out, rolling and jump¬ 
ing when they hit the ground, then the pictures, the ornaments 
frorn the mantel, the stuffed orioles. And when the movable 
furniture, the clothing, the rugs and vases were scattered about 
under the windows, Pat ripped up the carpets and crammed 
them out, too. Finally he brought buckets of water and splashed 
the walls and ceilings thoroughly. The work was an intense 
pleasure to him. He tried to break the legs from the chairs 
when he threw them out. While the water was soaking into 
the old dark wallpaper, he collected all of the furniture from 
under the windows, piled it up and set fire to it. Old musty 
tabncs and varnished wood smouldered sullenly and threw out 
a oul stench of dust and dampness. Only when a bucket of 
kerosene was thrown over the pile did the flame leap up. The 
tables and chairs cracked as they released their ghosts into the 
surveyed the pile joyfully. 

rri there all these years, wouldn’t you?” he 

W^ii T • thought I’d never get up the guts to burn you. 
well, 1 just wish you could be around to see what I’m goinff 

throufflf^pn/Tf^f” trash.” The green carpets burned 

to flaky coals. Old vases and jars cracked 

P in the heat. Pat could hear the sizzle of mentholatum 


4 
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and painkiller gushing from containers and boiling into the fire. 
He felt that he was presiding at the death of his enemy. Only 
when the pile had burned down to coals did he leave it. The 
walls were soaked thoroughly by now, so that the wallpaper 
peeled off in long, broad ribbons. 

That afternoon Pat drove into Salinas and bought all the 
magazines on house decoration he could find. In the evening, 
after dinner he searched the pages through. At last, in one 
of the magazines, he found the perfect room. There had been 
a question about some of the others; there was none about 
this one. And he could make it quite easily. With the parti¬ 
tion between the sitting-room and the parlour torn out, he would 
have a room thirty feet long and fifteen wide. The windows 
must be made wide, the fireplace enlarged and the floor sand¬ 
papered, stained and polished. Pat knew he could do all these 
things. His hands ached to be at work. “To-morrow I’ll start,” 
he said. Then another thought stopped him. “She^ thinks it's 
pretty now. I can’t very well let her know I’m doing it now. 
Why, she’d know I heard her say that about the Vermont house. 
I can’t let people know I’m doing it. They’d ask why I’m 
doing it.” He wondered why he was doing it. “It’s none of 
their darn business why,” he explained to himself. “I don’t 
have to go around telling people why. I’ve got my reasons. 
By God 1 I’ll do it at night.” Pat laughed softly to himself. 
The idea of secretly changing his house delighted him. He 
could work here alone, and no one would know. Then, when 
it was all finished, he could invite a few people in and pretend 
it was always that way. Nobody would remember how it 
was ten years ago. 

This was the way he ordered his life: During the day he 
worked on the farm, and at night rushed into the house with a 
feeling of joy. The picture of the completed room was tacked 
up in the kitchen. Pat looked at it twenty times a day. While 
he was building window seats, putting up the French-grey 
paper, coating the woodwork with cream-coloured enamel, he 
could see the completed room before him. When he needed 
supplies, he drove to Salinas late in the evening and brought 
back his materials after dark. He worked until midnight and 
went to bed breathlessly happy. 

The people of the valley missed him from their gatherings. 
At the store they questioned him, but he had his excuse ready. 
“Tm taking one of those mail courses,” he explained. Im 
studying at night.” The men smiled. Loneliness was too much 
for a man, they knew. Bachelors on farms always got a li e 
queer sooner or later. 

“What are you studying, Pat?” 
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"Oh! What? Oh! I’m taking some lessons in—building.” 
“You ought to get married, Pat. You’re getting along in 
years.” 

Pat blushed furiously. “Don’t be a damn fool,” he said. 

As he worked on the room, Pat was developing a little play, 
and it went like this: The room was finished and the furniture 


in place. The fire burned redly; the lamps threw misty reflec¬ 
tions on the polished floor and on the shiny furniture. “I’ll 
go to her house, and I’ll say, offhand, T hear you like Vermont 
houses.’ No I I can’t say that. I’ll say, ‘Do you like Vermont 
houses? Well, I’ve got a room that’s kind of like a Vermont 
room.’” The preliminaries were never quite satisfactory. He 
couldn’t come on the perfect way for enticing her into his house. 
He ended by skipping that part. He could think it out later. 

Now she was entering the kitchen. The kitchen wouldn’t be 
changed, for that would make the other room a bigger surprise. 
She would stand in front of the door, and he would reach 
around her and throw it open. There was the room, rather 
dark, but full of dark light, really. The fire flowed up like a 
broad stream, and the lamps reflected on the floor. You could 
make out the glazed chintz hangings and the fat tiger of the 
overmantel hooked rug. The pewter glowed with a restrained 
richness. It was all so warm and snug. Pat’s chest contracted 
with delight. 

Anyway, she was standing in the door and—what would she 
say? Well, if she felt the way he did, maybe she wouldn’t say 
anything. She might feel almost like crying. That was pecu¬ 
liar, the good full feeling as though you were about to cry. 
Maybe she'd stand there for a minute or two, just looking. 
Then Pat would say—“Won’t you come in and sit for a while?” 
f ?v-’ course, that would break the spell. She would begin 
talking about the room in funny choked sentences. But Pat 
would be offhand about it all. “Yes, I always kind of liked it.” 
^his out loud as he worked. “Yes, I always thought it 

was kind of nice. It came to me the other day that you might 
like to see it.” j j & 


The play ended this way; Mae sat in the wingback chair in 

cbI” * 4 .L ^ plump pretty hands lay in her lap. As 

sat there, a far-away look came into her eyes. . . . And 

further than that, for at that point a self- 

Iik(‘ overcame him. If he went farther, it would be 

ThA ^ window at two people who wanted to be alone. 

was palpitating moment of the whole thing 

threshftM*' * threw open the door; when she stood on the 
tn^shold, stunned by the beauty of the room. 

e end of three months the room was finished. Pat put 
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the magazine picture in his wallet and went to San Francisco. 
In the office of a furniture company, he spread his picture on 
the desk. “I want furniture like that,” he said. 

‘‘You don’t mean originals, of course.” 

“What do you mean, originals?” 

Why, old pieces. You couldn’t get them for under thirty 
thousand dollars.” 

Pat’s face fell. His room seemed to collapse. “Oh!—I didn’t 
know.” 

"We can get you good copies of everything here,” the manager 
assured him. 

“Why. of course. That’s good. That’s fine. How much 
would the copies cost?” 

A purchasing agent was called in. The three of them went 
over the articles in the picture and the manager made a list; 
pie-crust table, drop-leaf gate-leg table, chairs; one Windsor, 
one rush seat ladderback, one wingback, one fireplace bench; 
rag rugs, glazed chintz hangings, lamps with frosted globes and 
crystal pendants; one open-faced cupboard, pictorial bone-china, 
pewter candlesticks and sconces. 

“Well, it will be around three thousand dollars, Mr. Humbert.” 

Pat frowned with thought. After all, why should he save 
money? “How soon can you send it down?” he demanded. 

While he waited for a notice that the furniture had arrived in 
Salinas, Pat nibbed the floor until it shone like a dull lake. 
He walked backward out of the room erasing his faint foot 
marks with a polisher. And then at last the crates arrived at 
the freight depot. It took four trips to Salinas in his truck 
to get them, trips made secretly in the night. There was an 
air of intrigue about the business. 

Pat uncraled the pieces in the barn. He carried in chairs 
and tables, and, with a great many looks at the picture, arranged 
them in their exact places. That night the fire flowed up, and 
the frosted lamps reflected on the floor. The fat tiger on the 
hooked rug over the fireplace seemed to quiver in the dancing 
flame-light. 

Pat went into the kitchen and closed the door. Then, very 
slowly he opened it again and stood looking in. The room 
glowed with warmth, with welcoming warmth. The pewter 
was even richer than he had thought it would be. The plates 
in the open-faced cupboard caught sparks on their rims. For 
a moment Pat stood in the doorway trying to get the right 
tone in his voice. “I always kind of liked it,” he said in his 
most offhand manner. “It just came to me the other day that 
you might like to see it.” He paused, for a horrible thought 
had come to him. “Why, she can’t come here alone. A girl 
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can't come to a single man’s house at night. People would talk 
about her, and besides, she wouldn’t do it.” He was bitterly 
disappointed. “Her mother will have to come with her. But— 
maybe her mother won’t get in the way. She can stand back 
here, kind of, out of the way.” 

Now that he was ready, a powerful reluctance stopped him. 
Evening after evening passed while he put off asking her to 
come. He went through his play until he knew exactly where 
she would stand, how she would look, what she would say. He 
had alternative things she might say. A week went by, and 
still he put off the visit that would bring her to see his room. 

One afternoon he built up his courage with layers of will. “I 
can't put it off forever. I better go to-night.’ After dinner, he 
put on his best suit and set out to walk to the Munroe house. 
It was only a quarter of a mile away. He wouldn’t ask her 
for to-night. He wanted to have the fire burning and the lamps 
lighted when she arrived. The night was cold and very dark. 
When Pat stumbled in the dust of the road, he thought with 
dismay how his polished shoes would look. 

There was a great many lights in the Munroe house. In 
^ont of the gate, a number of cars were parked. “It’s a party,” 
Pat said to himself. “I’ll ask her some other night. I couldn’t 
do it in front of a lot of people.” For a moment he even con¬ 
sidered turning back. “It would look funny, though, if I asked 
her the first time I saw her in months. She might suspect 

something.” 


, he entered the house, Bert Munroe grasped him by 

the hand. “It’s Pat Humbert,” he shouted. “Where have you 
been keeping yourself, Pat?” 

“I’ve been studying at night.” 

Well, it s lucky you came over. I was going to go over to 

to-morrow. You heard the news, of course!” 

What news?” 

Whiteside are going to get married next 
oaiuraay. I was going to ask you to help at the wedding. It’ll 
^ home affair with refreshments afterwards. You used 
in<r » schoolliouse all the time before you got this study- 

the hall ^ Til Pat’s arm and tried to lead him down 

at the end of the^h*^Il°^ ^ number of voices came from the room 

ma^iTner'^'-'T^ ’’.•'"I?'' “certed all his training in the off-hand 
I’d hp «i j * L®. Munroe. Next Saturday, you say? 

store I? ^ I got to run to the 

out the^oo^^^^ shook hands again and walked slowly 
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In his misery he wanted to hide for a while, to burrow into 
some dark place where no one could see him. His way was 
automatically homeward. The rambling house was dark and 
unutterably dreary when he arrived. Pat went into the barn 
and with deliberate steps climbed the short ladder and lay down 
in the hay. His mind was shrunken and dry with disappoint¬ 
ment. Above all things he did not want to go into the house. 
He was afraid he might lock up the door again. And then, in 
all the years to come, two puzzled spirits would live in the 
beautiful room, and in his kitchen, Pat would understand how 
they gazed wistfully into the ghost of a fire. 
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DANNY 


HOW DANNY, HOME FROM THE WARS, FOUND 
HIMSELF AN HEIR, AND HOW HE SWORE TO 
PROTECT THE HELPLESS. 


VI^HEN Danny came home from the army he learned that 
he was an heir and an owner of property. The viejo, that 
is the grandfather, had died leaving Danny the two small houses 
on Tortilla Flat. 

When Danny heard about it he was a little weighed down 


with the responsibility of ownership. Before he ever went to 
look at his property he bought a gallon of red wine and drank 
most of it himself. The weight of responsibility left him then, 
and his very worst nature came to the surface. He shouted, he 


broke a few chairs in a poolroom on Alvarado Street; he had 


two short but glorious fights. No one paid much attention to 
Danny. At last his wavering bow-legs took him toward the 
wharf, where, at this early hour in the morning, the Italian 
fishermen were walking down in rubber boots to go out to sea. 

Race antipathy overcame Danny’s good sense. He menaced 
the fishermen. “Sicilian bastards,” he called them, and “Scum 
froni the prison islands,” and “Dogs of dogs of dogs.’ He cried, 
**Chinga tu madre, Piojo.*’ He thumbed his nose and made 
obscene gestures below his waist. The fishermen only grinned 
and shifted their oars and said, “Hello, Danny. When’d you get 
home? Come around to-night. We got new wine.” 

Danny was outraged. He screamed, **Pon un condo a la 
caoeza.” 


They called, “Good-bye, Danny. See you to-night.” And 
ey climbed into their little boats and rowed out to the lampara 
aimches and started their engines and chugged away. 

Danny was insulted. He walked back up Alvarado Street, 
reaking windows as he went, and in the second block a police- 
man took him in hand. Danny’s great respect for the law 
caused him to go quietly. If he had not just been discharged 
m he army after the victory over Germany he would have 
only nionths. As it was, the judge gave him 
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And so for one month Danny sat on his cot in the Monterey 
city gaol. Sometimes he drew obscene pictures on the walls, 
and sometimes he thought over his army career. Time hung 
heavy on Danny’s hands there in his cell in the city gaol. Now 
and then a drunk was put in for the night, but for the most 
part crime in Monterey was stagnant, and Danny was lonely. 
The bedbugs bothered him a little at first, but as they got used 
to the taste of him and he grew accustomed to their bites, they 
got along peacefully. 

He started playing a satiric game. He caught a bedbug, 
squashed it against the wall, drew a circle around it with a 
pencil and named it “Mayor Clough.” Then he caught others 
and named them after the City Council. In a little while he 
had one wall decorated with squashed bedbugs, each named for 
a local dignitary. He drew ears and tails on them, gave them 
big noses and moustaches. Tito Ralph, the gaoler, was scandal¬ 
ized; but he made no complaint, because Danny had not in¬ 
cluded either the justice of the peace who had sentenced him, 
nor any of the police force. He had a vast respect for the law. 

One night when the gaol was lonely, Tito Ralph came into 
Danny’s cell bearing two bottles of wine. An hour later he 
went out for more wine, and Danny went with him. It was 
cheerless in the gaol. They stayed at Torrelli's, where they 
bought the wine, until Torrelli threw them out. After that 
Danny went up among the pines and fell asleep, while Tito 
Ralph staggered back and reported his escape. 

When the brilliant sun awakened Danny about noon, he deter¬ 
mined to hide all day to escape pursuit. He ran and dodged 
behind bushes. He peered out of the undergrowth like a hunted 
fox. And, at evening, the rules having been satisfied, he came 
out and went about his business. 

Danny’s business was fairly direct. He went to the back 
door of a restaurant. “Got any old bread I can give my dog?” 
he asked the cook. And while that gullible man was wrapping 
up the food, Danny stole two slices of ham, four eggs, a lamb 
chop and a fly swatter. 

“I will pay you some time,” he said. 

“No need to pay for scraps. I throw them away if you don’t 
take them.” 

Danny felt better about the theft then. If that was the way 
they felt, on the surface he was guiltless. He went back to 
Torrelli's, traded the four eggs, the lamb chop and the fly swatter 
for a waterglass of grappa and retired toward the woods to 
cook his supper. 

The night was dark and damp. The fog hung like limp gauze 
among the black pines that guard the landward limits of Monte- 
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rev Danny put his head down and hurried for the shelter of 
the’woods. Ahead of him he made out another hurrying figure; 
and as he narrowed the distance, he recognized the scuttling 
walk of his old friend Pilon. Danny was a generous man, but 
he recalled that he had sold all his food except the two slices 
of ham and the bag of stale bread. 

“I will pass Pilon by,” he decided. “He walks like a man 
who is full of roast turkey and things like that.” 

Then suddenly Danny noticed that Pilon clutched his coat 
lovingly across his bosom. 

“Ai, Pilon, amigo!” Danny cried. 

Pilon scuttled on faster. Danny broke into a trot. “Pilon, 
my little friend! Where goest thou so fast?” 

Pilon resigned himself to the inevitable and waited. Danny 
approached warily, but his tone was enthusiastic. “I looked 
for thee, dearest of little angelic friends, for see, I have here 
two great steaks from God’s own pig, and a sack of sweet white 
bread. Share my bounty, Pilon, little dumpling.” 

Pilon shrugged his shoulders. “As you say,” he muttered 
savagely. They walked on together into the woods. Pilon was 
puzzled. At length he stopped and faced his friend. “Danny,” 
he asked sadly, “how knewest thou I had a bottle of brandy 
under my coat?” 

“Brandy?” Danny cried. “Thou hast brandy? Perhaps it is 
for some sick old mother,” he said naively. “Perhaps thou 
keepest it for Our Lord Jesus when He comes again. Who am 
I, thy friend, to judge the destination of this brandy? I am nut 
even sure thou hast it. Besides I am not thirsty. I would not 
touch this brandy. Thou art welcome to this big roast of pork 
I have, but as for thy brandy, that is thine own.” 

Pilon answered him sternly. “Danny, I do not mind sharing 
my brandy with you, half and half. It is my duty to see you do 
not drink it all.” 

Danny dropped the subject then. “Here in the clearing I will 
cook this pig, and you will toast the sugar cakes in this bag 
here. Put thy brandy here, Pilon. It is better here, where we 
can see it, and each other.” 

They built a fire and broiled the ham and ate the stale bread. 
The brandy receded quickly down the bottle. After they had 
eaten, they huddled near the fire and sipped delicately at the 
bottle like effete bees. And the fog came down upon them and 

greyed their coats with moisture. The wind sighed sadly in 
the pines about them. 

And after a time, a loneliness fell upon Danny and Pilon. 
Danny thought of his lost friends. 

Where is Arthur Morales?” Danny asked, turning his palms 
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up and thrusting his arms forward. “Dead in France,” he an¬ 
swered himself, turning the palms down and dropping his arms 
in despair. “Dead for his country. Dead in a foreign land. 
Strangers walk near his grave and they do not know Arthur 
Morales lies there.” He raised his hands, palms upward, again. 
“Where is Pablo, that good man?” 

“In gaol,” said Pilon. “Pablo stole a goose and hid in the 
brush; and that goose bit Pablo and Pablo cried out and so was 
caught. Now he lies in gaol for six months.” 

Danny sighed and changed the subject, for he realized that he 
had prodigally used up the only acquaintance in any way fit for 
oratory. But the loneliness was still on him and demanded an 
outlet. “Here we sit,” he began at last. 

“—broken hearted,” Pilon added rhythmically. 

“No, this is not a poem,” Danny said. “Here we sit, home¬ 
less. We gave our lives for our country, and now we have no 
roof over our head.” 

“We never did have,” Pilon added helpfully. 

Danny drank dreamily until Pilon touched his elbow and took 
the bottle. “That reminds me,” Danny said, “of a story of a 

man who owned two whore houses-” His mouth dropped 

open. “Pilon 1” he cried. “Pilon! my little fat duck of a baby 
friend. I had forgotten! I am an heir! I own two houses.” 

“Whore houses?” Pilon asked hopefully. “Thou art a drunken 
liar,” he continued. 

“No, Pilon. I tell the truth. The viejo died. I am the heir, 
I, the favourite grandson.” 

“Thou art the only grandson,” said the realist, Pilon. “Where 
are these houses?” 

“You know the viejo’s house on Tortilla Flat, Pilon?” 

“Here in Monterey?” 

“Yes, here in Tortilla Flat.” 

“Are they any good, these houses?” 

Danny sank back, exhausted with emotion. “I do not know. 

I forgot I owned them.” 

Pilon sat silent and absorbed. His face grew mournful. He 
threw a handful of pine needles on the fire, watched the flames 
climb frantically among them and die. For a long time he 
looked into Danny’s face with deep anxiety, and then Pilon 
sighed noisily, and again he sighed. “Now it is over,” he said 
sadly. “Now the great times are done. Thy friends will mourn, 
but nothing will come of their mourning.” 

Danny put down the bottle, and Pilon picked it up and set 
it in his own lap. 

“Now what is over?” Danny demanded. “What do you 
mean?” 
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“It is not the first time,” Pilon went on. “When one is poor, 
one thinks, ‘If I had money I would share it with my good 
friends.’ But let that money come and charity flies away. So 
it is with thee, my once-friend. Thou art lifted above thy 
friends. Thou art a man of property. Thou wilt forget thy 
friends who shared everything with thee, even their brandy.” 

His words upset Danny. “Not I,” he cried. “I will never 
forget thee, Pilon.” 

“So you think now,” said Pilon coldly. “But when you have 
two houses to sleep in, then you will see. Pilon will be a poor 
paisano, while you eat with the mayor.” 

Danny arose unsteadily and held himself upright against a 
tree. “Pilon, I swear, what I have is thine. While I have a 
house, thou hast a house. Give me a drink.” 

“I must see this to believe it,” Pilon said in a discouraged 
voice. “It would be a world wonder if it were so. Men would 
come a thousand miles to look upon it. And besides, the bottle 
is empty.” 
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PILON 

HOW PILON WAS LURED BY GREED OF POSITION 
TO FORSAKE DANNY’S HOSPITALITY. 

HE lawyer left them at the gate of the second house and 
climbed into his Ford and stuttered down the hill into 
Monterey. 

Danny and Pilon stood in the front of the paintless picket 
fence and looked with admiration at the property, a low house 
streaked with old whitewash, uncurtained windows blank and 
blind. But a great pink rose of Castile was on the porch, and 
grandfather geraniums grew among the weeds in the front 
yard. 

“This is the best of the two,” said Pilon. “It is bigger than 
the other.” 

Danny held a new skeleton key in his hand. He tiptoed over 
the rickety porch and unlocked the front door. The main room 
was just as it had been when the viejo had lived there. The 
red rose calendar for 1906, the silk banner on the wall, with 
Fighting Bob Evans looking between the superstructures of a 
battleship, the bunch of red paper roses tacked up, the strings 
of dusty red peppers and garlic, the air-tight stove, the battered 
rocking chairs. 

Pilon looked in the door. “Three rooms,” he said breath¬ 
lessly, “and a bed and a stove. We will be happy here, Danny.” 

Danny moved cautiously into the house. He had bitter 
memories of the viejo. Pilon darted ahead of him, and into the 
kitchen. “A sink with a faucet,” he cried. He turned the handle. 
“No water, Danny, you must have the company turn on the 
water.” 

They stood and smiled at each other. Pilon noticed that the 
worry of property was settling on Danny’s face. No more in 
life would that face be free of care. No more would Danny 
break windows now that he had windows of his own to break. 
Pilon had been right—he had been raised among his fellows. 
His shoulders had straightened to withstand the complexity of 
life. But one cry of pain escaped him before he left for all time 
his old and simple existence. 
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“Pilon,” he said sadly, “I wish you owned it and I could come 
to live with you.” 

While Danny went to Monterey to have the water turned 
on, Pilon wandered into the weed-tangled backyard. Fruit trees 
were there, bony and black with age, and gnarled and broken 
from neglect. A few tent-like chicken coops lay among the 
weeds, a pile of rusty barrel hoops, a heap of ashes and a sod¬ 
den mattress. Pilon looked over the fence into Mrs. Morales’ 
chicken yard, and after a moment of consideration he opened 
a few small holes in the fence for the hens. “They will like to 
make nests in the tall weeds,” he thought kindly. He considered 
how he could make a figure-four trap in case the roosters came 
in, too, and bothered the hens and kept them from the nests. 
“We will live happily,” he thought again. 

Danny came back indignant from Monterey. “That com¬ 
pany wants a deposit,' he said. 

“Deposit?” 

“Yes. They want three dollars before they will turn on the 
water.” 


“Three dollars,” Pilon said severely, “is three gallons of wine. 
And when that is gone, we will borrow a bucket of water from 
Mrs. Morales, next door.” 

^^But we haven’t three dollars for wine.” 

I know,” Pilon said. “Maybe we can borrow a little wine 
from Mrs. Morales.” 


The afternoon passed. “To-morrow we will settle down,” 

“To-morrow we will clean and scrub. And 
weeds and throw the trash in the gulch.” 
The weeds?” Pilon cried in horror. “Not those weeds.” He 
explained his theory of Mrs. Morales' chickens. 

Danny agreed immediately. “My friend,” he said, “I am glad 

Lo while I collect a little 

wood, you must get something for dinner.” 

petting’’ his brandy, thought this unfair. “I am 

brn^ff thought bitterly. “My freedom will 

But he fbd Soon I shall be a slave because of this Jew’s house.” 
isut he did go out to look for some dinner. 

rwo blocks away, near the edge of the pine wood, he came 

Plymouth Rock rooster scratching in the 

when -f 1 adolescent age when its voice cracked, 

he h.H h Perhaps because 

vL ,h- a charitable 

slowlv^l * ^ 'Pilon's sympathy. He walked 

Pilon mused, “Poor little bare fowl. 


How cold it must be 
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for you in the early morning, when the dew falls and the air 
grows cold with the dawn. The good God is not always so 
good to little beasts.” And he thought, “Here you play in the 
street, little chicken. Some day an automobile will run over 
you; and if it kills you, that will be the best that can happen. 
It may only break your leg or your wing. Then all of your 
life you will drag along in misery. Life is too hard for you, 
little bird.” 

He moved slowly and cautiously. Now and then the chicken 
tried to double back, but always there was Pilon in the place 
it chose to go. At last it disappeared into the pine forest, and 
Pilon sauntered after it. 

To the glory of his soul be it said that no cry of pain came 
from that thicket. That chicken, which Pilon had prophesied 
might live painfully, died peacefully, or at least quietly. And 
this is no little tribute to Pilon’s technique. 

Ten minutes later he emerged from the woods and walked 
back toward Danny’s house. The little rooster, picked and dis¬ 
membered, was distributed in his pockets. If there was one 
rule of conduct more strong than any other to Pilon, it was 
this: Never under any circumstances bring feathers, head or feet 
home, for without these a chicken cannot be identified. 

In the evening they had a fire of cones in the air-tight stove. 
The flames growled in the chimney. Danny and Pilon, well- 
fed, warm and happy, sat in the rocking chairs and gently 
teetered back and forth. At dinner they had used a piece of 
candle, but now only the light from the stove cracks dispelled 
the darkness of the room. To make it perfect, rain began to 
patter on the roof. Only a little leaked through, and that in 
places where no one wanted to sit anyway. 

“It is good, this,” Pilon said. “Think of the nights when we 
slept in the cold. This is the way to live.” 

“Yes, and it is strange,” Danny said. “For years I had no 
house. Now I have two. I cannot sleep in two houses.” 

Pilon hated waste. “This very thing has been bothering me. 
Why don’t you rent the other house?” he suggested. 

Danny’s feet crashed down on the floor. “Pilon,” he cried. 
“Why didn’t I think of it!” The idea grew more familiar. “But 
who will rent it, Pilon?” 

“I will rent it,” said Pilon. “I will pay ten dollars a month 
in rent.” 

“Fifteen,” Danny insisted. “It’s a good house. It is worth 

fifteen.” . 

Pilon agreed grumbling. But he would have agreed to rnucn 
more, for he saw the elevation that came to a man who lived 
in his own house; and Pilon longed to feel that elevation. 
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**It is agreed, then,” Danny concluded, '^ou will rent my 
house. Oh, I will be a good landlord, Pilon. 1 will not bother 
you.” 

Pilon, except for his year in the army, had never possessed 
fifteen dollars in his life. But, he thought, it would be a month 
before the rent was due, and who could tell what might happen 
in a month. 

They teetered contentedly by the fire. After a while Danny 
went out for a few moments and returned with some apples. 
“The rain would have spoiled them anyway,” he apologized. 

Pilon, not to be outdone, got up and lighted the candle; he 
went into the bedroom and in a moment returned with a wash 
bowl and pitcher, two red glass vases and a bouquet of ostrich 
plumes. “It is not good to have so many breakable things 
around,” he said. “When they are broken you become sad. It 
is much better never to have had them.” He picked the paper 
roses from the wall. “A compliment for Senora Torrelli,” he 
explained as he went out the door. 

Shortly afterward he returned, wet through from the rain, 
but triumphant in manner, for he had a gallon jug of red wine 
in his hand. 

They argued bitterly later, but neither cared who won, for 
they were tired with the excitements of the day. The wine 
made them drowsy, and they went to sleep on the floor. The 
fire died down; the stove cricked as it cooled. The candle tip- 
ped over and expired in its own grease, with little blue, pro¬ 
testing flares. The house was dark and quiet and peaceful. 



THE PIRATE 


HOW DANNY’S FRIENDS BECAME A FORCE FOR 
GOOD. HOW THEY SUCCOURED THE POOR 
PIRATE. 

A GREAT many people saw the Pirate every day, and some 
laughed at him, and some pitied him; but no one knew him 
very well, and no one interfered with him. He was a huge, 
broad man, with a tremendous black and bushy beard, hie wore 
jeans and a blue shirt, and he had no hat. In town he wore 
shoes. There was a shrinking in the Pirate’s eyes when he 
confronted any grown person, the secret look of an animal that 
would like to run away if it dared turn its back long enough. 
Because of this expression, the paisanos of Monterey knew that 
his head had not grown up with the rest of his body. They 
called him The Pirate because of his beard. Every day people 
saw him wheeling his barrow of pitchwood about the streets 
until he sold the load. And always in a cluster at his heels 
walked his five dogs. 

Enrique was rather houndish in appearance, although his tail 
was bushy. Pajarito was brown and curly, and these were the 
only two things you could see about him. Rudolph was a dog 
of whom passers-by said, “He is an American dog.’’ Fluff was 
a Pug and Senor Alec Thompson seemed to be a kind of an 
Airedale. They walked in a squad behind the Pirate, very re¬ 
spectful toward him, and very solicitous for his happiness. 
When he sat down to rest from wheeling his barrow, they all 
tried to sit in his lap and have their ears scratched. 

Some people had seen the Pirate early in the morning on 
Alvarado Street; some had seen him cutting pitchwood; some 
knew he sold kindling; but no one except Pilon knew every¬ 
thing the Pirate did. Pilon knew everybody and everything 
about everybody. 

The Pirate lived in a deserted chicken house in the yard of 
a deserted house on Tortilla Flat. He would have thought it 
presumptuous to live in the house itself. The dogs lived around 
and on top of him, and the Pirate liked this, for his dogs kept 
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him warm on the coldest nights. If his feet were cold, he 
had only to put them against the warm belly of Senor Alec 
Thompson. The chicken house was so low that the Pirate had 
to crawl in on his hands and knees. 

Early every morning, well before daylight, the Pirate crawled 
out of his chicken house, and the dogs followed him, roughing 
their coats and sneezing in the cold air. Then the party went 
down to Monterey and worked along an alley. Four or five 
restaurants had their back doors on this alley. The Pirate en¬ 
tered each one, into a restaurant kitchen, warm and smelling 
of food. Grumbling cooks put packages of scraps in his hands 
at each place. They didn’t know why they did it. 

When the Pirate had visited each back door and had his arms 
full of parcels, he walked back up the hill to Munroe Street 
and entered a vacant lot, and the dogs excitedly swarmed about 
him. Then he opened the parcels and fed the dogs. For himself 
he took bread or a piece of meat out of each package, but he did 
not pick the best for himself. The dogs sat down about him, 
licking their lips nervously, and shifting their feet while they 
waited for food. They never fought over it, and that was a sur¬ 
prising thing. The Pirate’s dogs never fought each other, but 
they fought everything else that wandered the streets of Monte¬ 
rey on four legs. It was a fine thing to see the pack of five, 
hunting fox terriers and Pomeranians like rabbits. 

Daylight had come by the time the meal was over. The 
Pirate sat on the ground and watched the sky turn blue with 
the morning. Below him he saw the schooners put out to sea 
with deckloads of lumber. He heard the bell buoy ringing 
sweetly off China Point. The dogs sat about him and gnawed 
at the bones. The Pirate seemed to be listening to the day 
rather than seeing it, for while his eyes did not move about, 
there was an air of attentiveness in him. His big hands strayed 
to the dogs and his fingers worked soothingly in the coarse 
hair. After about half an hour, the Pirate went to the corner 
of the vacant lot, threw the covering of sacks from his wheel¬ 
barrow and dug up his axe out of the ground where he buried 
It every evening. Then up the hill he pushed the barrow, and 
into the woods, until he found a dead tree, full of pitch. By 
noon he had a load of fine kindling; and then, still followed 

by his dogs, he walked the streets until he had sold the load 
tor twenty-five cents. 

It was possible to observe all this, but what he did with the 
quarter, no one could tell. He never spent it. In the night, 
guarded from danger by his dogs, he went into the woods and 
hid the day’s quarter with hundreds of others. Somewhere he 
had a great hoard of money. 
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Pilot!, that acute man, from whom no details of the life of his 
fellows escaped, and who was doubly delighted to come upon 
those secrets that nestled deep in the brains of his acquaint¬ 
ances, discovered the Pirate’s hoard by a logical process. Pilon 
reasoned thus: “Every day that Pirate has a quarter. If it is 
two dimes and a nickel, he takes it to a store and gets a twenty- 
five cent piece. He never spends any money at all. Therefore, 
he must be hiding it.” 

Pilon tried to compute the amount of the treasure. For years 
the Pirate had been living in this way. Six days a week he cut 
pitchwood, and on Sundays he went to church. His clothes he 
got from the back doors of houses, his food at the back doors 
of restaurants. Pilon puzzled with the great numbers for a 
while, and then gave it up. “The Pirate must have at least a 
hundred dollars,” he thought. 

For a long time Pilon had considered these things. But it 
was only after the foolish and enthusiastic promise to feed Danny 
that the thought of the Pirate's hoard gained any personal 
significance to Pilon. 

Before he approached the subject at all, Pilon put his mind 
through a long and stunning preparation. He felt very sorry 
for the Pirate. “Poor little half-formed one,” he said to himself. 
“God did not give him all the brain he should have. That poor 
little Pirate cannot look after himself. For see, he lives in filth 
in an old chicken house. He feeds upon scraps fit only for his 
dogs. His clothes are thin and ragged. And because his brain 
is not a good one, he hides his money.” 

Now, with his groundwork of pity laid, Pilon moved on to 
his solution. “Would it not be a thing of merit,” he thought, 
“to do those things for him which he cannot do for himself? 
To buy him warm clothes, to feed him food fit for a human? 
But,” he reminded himself, “I have no money to do these things, 
although they lie squirming in my heart. How can these charit¬ 
able things be accomplished?” 

Now he was getting somewhere. Like the cat, which during 
a long hour closes in on a sparrow, Pilon was ready for his 
pounce. “I have itl” his brain cried. “It is like this: The 
Pirate has money, but he has not the brain to use it. I have 
the brain! I will offer my brain to his use. I will give freely 
of my mind. That shall be my charity toward this poor little 
half-made man.” 

It was one of the finest structures Pilon had ever built. The 
urge of the artist to show his work to an audience came upon 
him. “I will tell it to Pablo,” he thought. But he wondered 
whether he would dare do such a thing. Was Pablo strictly 
honest? Would he not want to divert some of this money to 
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his own ends? Pilon decided not to take the chance, right then, 
anyway. 

It is astounding to find that the belly of every black and evil 
thing is as white as snow. And it is saddening to discover how 
the concealed parts of angels are leprous. Honour and peace 
to Pilon, for he had discovered how to uncover and to disclose 
to the world the good that lay in every evil thing. Nor was 
he blind, as so many saints are, to the evil of good things. It 
must be admitted with sadness that Pilon had neither the 
stupidity, the self-righteousness nor the greediness for reward 
ever to become a saint. Enough for Pilon to do good and to 
be rewarded by the glow of human brotherhood accomplished. 

That very night he paid a visit to the chicken house where 
the Pirate lived with his dogs. Danny, Pablo and Jesus Maria, 
sitting by the stove, saw him go and said nothing. For, they 
thought delicately, either a vapour of love had been wafted to 
Pilon or else he knew where he could get a little wine. In either 
case it was none of their business until he told them about it. 

It was well after dark, but Pilon had a candle in his pocket, 
for it might be a good thing to watch the expression on the 
Pirate’s face while he talked. And Pilon had a big round sugar 
cookie in a bag that Susie Francisco, who worked in a bakery, 
had given him in return for a formula for getting the love of 
Charlie Guzman. Charlie was a Postal Telegraph messenger 
and rode a motor cycle; and Susie had a man’s cap to put on 
backward in case Charlie should ever ask her to ride with him. 
Pilon thought the Pirate might like the sugar cookie. 

The night was very dark. Pilon picked his way along a 
narrow street bordered with vacant lots and with weed-grown, 
neglected gardens. 

Galvez* bad bulldog came snarling out of Galvez* yard, 
and Pilon spoke soothing compliments to him. “Nice dog,” he 
said gently, and “Pretty dog,’* both of them palpable lies. They 
impressed the bulldog, however, for he retired into Galvez’ 
yard. 

Pilon came at last to the vacant property where the Pirate 
lived. And now he knew he must be careful, for the Pirate’s 
dogs, if they suspected ill of anyone toward their master were 
known to become defending furies. As Pilon stepped into the 

yard, he heard deep and thre«»tening growls from the chicken 
house. 

"Pirate,** he called, “it is thy good friend Pilon, come to talk 
with thee.” 

There was silence. The dogs stopped growling. 

"Pirate, it is only Pilon.” 
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A deep surly voice answered him. “Go away. I am sleeping 
now. The dogs are sleeping. It is dark, Pilon. Go to bed.” 

“I have a candle in my pocket,” Pilon called. “It will make 
a light as bright as day in thy dark house. I have a big sugar 
cookie for thee, too.” 

A faint scuffling sounded in the chicken house. “Come then,” 
the Pirate said. “I will tell the dogs it is all right.” 

As he advanced through the weeds, Pilon could hear the 
Pirate talking softly to his dogs, explaining to them that it was 
only Pilon, who would do no harm. Pilon bent over in front 
of the dark doorway and scratched a match and lighted his 
candle. 

The Pirate was seated on the dirt floor, and his dogs were 
all about him. Enrique growled, and had to be reassured again. 
“That one is not so wise as the others,” the Pirate said pleas¬ 
antly. His eyes were the pleased eyes of an amused child. 
When he smiled his big white teeth glistened in the candle¬ 
light. 

Pilon held out the bag. “It is a fine cake for you,” he said. 

The Pirate took the bag and looked into it; then he smiled 
delightedly, and brought out the cookie. The dogs all grinned 
and faced him, and moved their feet and licked their lips. The 
Pirate broke his cookie into seven pieces. The first he gave to 
Pilon, who was his guest. “Now, Enrique,” he said. “Now, 
Fluff. Now, Senor Alec Thompson.” Each dog received his 
piece and gulped it and looked for more. Last, the Pirate ate 
his and held up his hands to the dogs. “No more, you see,” 
he told them. Immediately the dogs lay down about him. 

Pilon sat on the floor and stood the candle on the ground in 
front of him. The Pirate questioned him self-consciously with 
his eyes. Pilon sat silently, to let many questions pass through 
the Pirate’s head. At length he said, “Thou art a worry to thy 
friends.” 

The Pirate’s eyes filled with astonishment. “I? To my 
friends? What friends?” 

Pilon softened his voice. “Thou hast many friends who think 
of thee. They do not come to see thee because thou art proud. 
They think it might hurt thy pride to have them see thee 
living in this chicken house, clothed in rags, eating garbage 
with thy dogs. But these friends of thine worry for fear the 
bad life may make thee ill.” 

The Pirate was following his words with breathless astonish¬ 
ment, and his brain tried to realize these new things he was 
hearing. It did not occur to him to doubt them, since Pilon 
was saying them. “I have all these friends?” he said in 
wonder. “And I did not know it. And I am a worry to those 
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friends. 1 did not know, Pilon. i would not have worried 
them if I had known." He swallowed to clear his throat of 
emotion. “You see, Pilon, the dogs like it here. And 1 like it 
because of them. I did not think I was a worry to my friends." 
Tears came into the Pirate’s eyes. 

"Nevertheless," Pilon said, “thy mode of living keeps all thy 
friends uneasy." 

The Pirate looked down at the ground and tried to think 
clearly, but as always, when he attempted to cope with a pro¬ 
blem, his brain grew grey and no help came from it, but only a 
feeling of helplessness. He looked to his dogs for protection, 
but they had gone back to sleep, for it was none of their busi¬ 
ness. And then he looked earnestly into Pilon's eyes. "You 
must tell me what to do, Pilon. I did not know these things." 

It was too easy. Pilon was a little ashamed that it should be 
so easy. He hesitated; nearly gave it up; but then he knew 
he would be angry with himself if he did. "Thy friends are 
poor,” he said. "They would like to help thee, but they have 
no money. If thou hast money hidden, bring it out into the 
open. Buy thyself some clothes. Eat food that is not cast out 
by other people. Bring thy money out of its hiding place, 
Pirate." 


Pilon had been looking closely at the Pirate’s face while he 
spoke. He saw the eyes droop with suspicion and then with 
sullenness. In a moment Pilon knew two things certainly; 
first, that the Pirate had money hidden; and second, that it was 
not going to be easy to get at it. He was pleased at the latter 
fact. The Pirate had become a problem in tactics such as 
Pilon enjoyed. 

Now the Pirate was looking at him again, and in kis eyes 
was cunning, and on top of that, a studied ingenuousness. “I 
have no money anywhere,” he said. 

“But every day, my friend, I have seen thee get a quarter 

for thy wood, and never have I seen thee spend it." 

This time the Pirate’s brain came to his rescue. "I give it to 
a poor old woman," he said. “I have no money anywhere.” 
his tone he closed a door tightly on the subject. 

So it must be guile," Pilon thought. So those gifts, that in 
him were so sharpened, must be called into play. He stood up 
and lifted his candle. "I only thought to tell thee how thy 
tnends worry,” he said critically. "If thou wilt not try to help, 
I can do nothing for thee." 

The sweetness came back into the Pirate’s eyes. “Tell them 
am healthy,” he begged. "Tell my friends to come and see 

e. 1 will not be too proud. I will be glad to see them any 

time. Wilt thou tell them for me, Pilon?” 
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“I will tell them,” Pilon said ungraciously. “But thy friends 
will not be pleased when they see thou dost nothing to relieve 
their minds.” Pilon blew out his candle and went away into 
the darkness. He knew that the Pirate would never tell where 
his hoard was. It must be found by stealth, taken by force and 
then all the good things given to the Pirate. It was the only 
way. 

And so Pilon set himself to watch the Pirate. He followed 
him into the forest when he went to cut kindlings. He lay in 
wait outside the chicken house at night. He talked to him long 
and earnestly, and nothing came of it. The treasure was as far 
from discovery as ever. Either it lay buried in the chicken 
house or it was hidden deep in the forest, and was only visited 
at night. 

The long and fruitless vigils wore out the patience of Pilon. 
He knew he must have help and advice. And who could better 
give it than those comrades, Danny, Pablo and Jesus Maria? 
Who could be so stealthy, so guileful? Who could melt to 
kindness with more ease? 

Pilon took them into his confidence; but first he prepared 
them, as he had prepared himself: The Pirate’s poverty, his help¬ 
lessness, and finally—the solution. When he came to the solu¬ 
tion, his friends were in a philanthropic frenzy. They applauded 
him. Their faces shone with kindness. Pablo thought there 
might be well over a hundred dollars in the hoard. 

When their joy had settled to a working enthusiasm, they 
came to plans. 

“We must watch him,” Pablo said. 

“But I have watched him,” Pilon argued. “It must be that 
he creeps off in the night, and then one cannot follow too close, 
for his dogs guard him like devils. It is not going to be so 
easy.” 

“You’ve used every argument?” Danny asked. 

“Yes. Every one.” 

In the end it was Jesus Maria, that humane man, who found 
the way out. “It is difficult while he lives in that chicken house, 
he said. “But suppose he lived here, with us? Either his sil¬ 
ence would break under our kindness, or else it would be easier 

to know when he goes out at night.” 

The friends gave a good deal of thought to this suggestion. 
“Sometimes the things he gets out of restaurants are nearly 
new,” mused Pablo. “I have seen him with a steak out of 

which only a little was missing.” , . „ •. -dm 

“It might be as much as two hundred dollars, said F^ilon. 

Danny offered an objection, “But those dogs—he would 
bring his dogs with him.” 
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“They are good dogs,” said Pilon. “They obey him exactly. 
You may draw a line around a corner and say, ‘Keep thy dogs 
within this line.’ He will tell them, and those dogs will stay.” 

“I saw the Pirate one morning, and he had nearly half a cake, 
just a little bit damp with coffee,” said Pablo. 

The question settled itself. The house resolved itself into a 
committee, and the committee visited the Pirate. 

It was a crowded place, that chicken house, when they all 
got inside. The Pirate tried to disguise his happiness with a 
gruff tone. 

“The weather has been bad,” he said socially. And, “You 
wouldn’t believe, maybe, that I found a tick as big as a pigeon's 
egg on Rudolph’s neck.” And he spoke disparagingly of his 
home, as a host should. “It is too small,” he said. “It is not 
a fit place for one’s friends to come. But it is warm and snug, 
especially for the dogs.” 

Then Pilon spoke. He told the Pirate that worry was killing 
his friends; but if he would go to live with them, then they 
could sleep again, with their minds at ease. 

It was a very great shock to the Pirate. He looked at his 
hands. And he looked to his dogs for comfort, but they would 
not meet his glance. At last he wiped the happiness from his 
eyes with the back of his hand, and he wiped his hand on his 
big black beard. 

“And the dogs?” he asked softly. “You want the dogs, too? 
Are you friends of the dogs?” 

Pilon nodded. "Yes, the dogs, too. There will be a whole 
corner set aside for the dogs.” 

The Pirate had a great deal of pride. He was afraid he might 
not conduct himself well. “Go away now,” he said pleadingly. 

Go home now. To-morrow I will come.” 

His friends knew how he felt. They crawled out of the door 
and left him alone. 

^^He will be happy with us, that one,” said Jesus Maria. 

^0®; ^’ttle lonely man.” Danny added. “If I had known, I 
fl asked him long ago, even if he had no treasure.” 

A flame of joy burned in all of them. 

They settled soon into the new relationship. Danny, with 
a piece of blue chalk, drew a segment of a circle, enclosing a 
corner of the living-room, and that was where the dogs must 

stay when they were in the house. The Pirate slept in that 
corner, too, with the dogs. 

The house was beginning to be a little crowded, with five 
men and five dogs; but from the first, Danny and his friends 
realized that their invitation to the Pirate had been inspired 
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by that weary and anxious angel who guarded their destinies 
and protected them from evil. 

Every morning, long before his friends were awake, the Pirate 
arose from his corner and, followed by his dogs, he made the 
rounds of the restaurants and the wharves. He was one of 
those for whom everyone feels a kindliness. His packages grew 
larger. The paisanos received his bounty and made use of it; 
fresh fish, half pies, untouched loaves of stale bread, meat that 
required only a little soda to take the green out. They began 
really to live. 

And their acceptance of his gifts touched the Pirate more 
deeply than anything they could have done for him. There 
was a light of worship in his eyes as he watched them eat the 
food he brought. 

In the evening, when they sat about the stove and discussed 
the doings of Tortilla Flat with the lazy voices of fed gods, 
the Pirate’s eyes darted from mouth to mouth, and his own 
lips moved, whispering again the words his friends said. The 
dogs pressed in about him jealously. 

These were his friends, he told himself in the night, when 
the house was dark, when the dogs snuggled close to him so 
that all might be warm. These men loved him so much that it 
worried them to have him live alone. The Pirate had often to re¬ 
peat this to himself, for it was an astounding thing, an unbeliev¬ 
able thing. His wheelbarrow stood in Danny’s yard now, and 
every day he cut his pitchwood and sold it. But so afraid was the 
Pirate that he might miss some word his friends said in the 
evening, niighv not be there to absorb some stream of the warm 
companionship, that he had not visited his hoard for several 

days to put the new coins there. 

His friends were kind to him. They treated him with a sweet 
courtesy; but always there was some eye open and upon him. 
When he wheeled his barrow into the woods, one of the friends 
walked with him, and sat on a log while he worked. When 
he went into the gulch, the last thing at night, Danny or Pablo 
or Pilon or Jesus Maria kept him company. And in the night 
he must have been very quiet to have crept out without a 
shadow behind him. 

For a week, the friends merely watched the Pirate. But at 
last the inactivitv tired them. Direct action was out of the 
question, they knew. And so one evening the subject of the 
desirability of hiding one’s money came up for discussion. 

Pilon began it. “I had an uncle, a regular miser, and he hid 
his gold in the woods. And one time he went to look at it, and 
it was gone. Someone had found it and stolen it. He was an 
old man, then, and all his money was gone, and he hanged 
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himself.” Pilon noticed with some satisfaction, the look of ap¬ 
prehension that came upon the Pirate’s face. 

Danny noticed it, too; and he continued, “The viejo, my grand¬ 
father, who owned this house, also buried money. 1 do not 
know how much, but he was reputed a rich man, so there must 
have been three or four hundred dollars. The viejo dug a deep 
hole and put his money in it, and then he covered it up, and 
then he strewed pine needles over the ground until he thought 
no one could see that anything had been done there. But when 
he went back, the hole was open, and the money was gone.” 

The Pirate’s lips followed the words. A look of terror had 
come into his face. His fingers picked among the neck hairs of 
Senor Alec Thompson. The friends exchanged a glance and 
dropped the subject for the time being. They turned to the 
love life of Cornelia Ruiz. 

In the night the Pirate crept out of the house, and the dogs 
crept after him; and Pilon crept after all of them. The Pirate 
went swiftly into the forest, leaping with sure feet over logs 
and brush. Pilon floundered behind him. But when they had 
gone at least two miles, Pilon was winded, and torn by vines. 
He paused to rest a moment; and then he realized that all 
sounds ahead of him had ceased. He waited and listened and 
crept about, but the Pirate had disappeared. 

After two hours, Pilon went back again, slowly and tiredly. 
There was the Pirate in the house, fast asleep among his dogs. 
The dogs lifted their heads when Pilon entered, and Pilon 
thought they smiled satirically at him for a moment. 

A conference took place in the gulch the next morning. 

“It is not possible to follow him,” Pilon reported. "He 
vanished. He sees in the dark. He knows every tree in the 
forest. We must find some other way.” 

Perhaps one is not enough,” Pablo suggested. "If all of us 

^hen one might not lose track of him.” 

A 1 «iffain to-night,” said Jesus Maria, “only worse. 

A lady I know is going to give me a little wine,” he added 
modestly. "Maybe if the Pirate has a little wine in him, he will 
not disappear so easily.” So it was left. 

Jesus Maria’s lady gave him a whole gallon of wine. What 
could compare with the Pirate’s delight that evening when a 
rmt jar of wine was put into his hand, when he sat with his 
riends and sipped his wine and listened to the talk? Such joy 
Ha rarely into the Pirate’s life. He wished he might 

sp these dear people to his breast and tell them how much 
1 ^ thing he could do, for they 

nio«j he was drunk. He wished he could do some tre- 

ous thing to show them his love. 
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“We spoke last night of burying money,” said Pilon. “To¬ 
day I remember a cousin of mine, a clever man. If anyone in 
the world could hide money where it would never be found, he 
could do it. So he took his money and hid it. Perhaps you 
have seen him, that poor little one who crawls about the wharf 
and begs fish heads to make soup of. That is my cousin. Some¬ 
one stole his buried money.” 

The worry came back into the Pirate’s face. 

Story topped story, and in each one all manner of evil dogged 
the footsteps of those who hid their money. 

“It is better to keep one’s money close, to spend some now 
and then, to give a little to one’s friends,” Danny finished.^ 

They had been watching the Pirate narrowly, and in the 
middle of the worst story they had seen the worry go from 
his face, and a smile of relief take its place. Now he sipped 
his wine and his eyes glittered with joy. 

The friends were in despair. All their plans had failed. They 
were sick at heart. After all their goodness and their charity, 
this had happened. The Pirate had in some way escaped the 
good they had intended to confer upon him. They finished their 
wine and went moodily to bed. 

Few things could happen in the night without Pilon s know¬ 
ledge. His ears remained open while the rest of him slept. He 
heard the stealthy exit of the Pirate and his dogs from the 
house. He leaped to awaken his friends; and in a moment the 
four were following the Pirate in the direction of the forest. 
It was very dark when they entered the pine forest. The four 
friends ran into trees, tripped on berry vines; but for a long 
time they could hear the Pirate marching on ahead of them. 
They followed as far as Pilon had followed the night before, 
and then, suddenly, silence, and the whispering forest and the 
vague night wind. They combed the woods and the brush 
patches, but the Pirate had disappeared again. 

At last, cold and disconsolate, they came together and trudpd 
wearily back toward Monterey. The dawn came before thp 
got back. The sun was already shining on the bay. The smoke 
of the morning fires arose to them out of Monterey. 

The Pirate walked out on the porch to greet them, and his 
face was happy. They passed him sullenly, and filed into the 
living-room. There on the table lay a large canvas bag. 

The Pirate followed them in. “I hed to th«, Pilon, he said. 
“I told thee I had no money, for I was afraid. I did not know 

about my friends, then. You have told how 
so often stolen, and I am afraid again. Only last night did a 
way out come to me. My money will be safe with my friend . 
No one can steal it if my friends guard it for me. 
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The four men stared at him in horror. "Take thy money back 
to the woods and hide it,” Danny said savagely. "We do not 
want to watch it.” 

“No,” said the Pirate. "I would not feel safe to hide it. But 
I will be happy knowing my friends guard it for me. You would 
not believe it, but the last two nights someone followed me into 
the forest to steal my money.” 

Terrible as the blow was, Pilon, that clever man, tried to 
escape it. "Before this money is put into our hands, maybe you 
would like to take some out,” he suggested smoothly. 

The Pirate shook his head. "No. I cannot do that. It is 
promised. I have nearly a thousand two-bitses. When I have a 
thousand I will buy a gold candlestick for San Francisco de 
Assisi. 

"Once I had a nice dog, and that dog was sick; and I pro- 
mised a gold candlestick of one thousand days if that dog would 
get well. And,” he spread his great hands, “that dog got well.” 

"Is it one of these dogs?” Pilon demanded. 

"No,” said the Pirate. "A truck ran over him a little later.” 

So it was over, all hope of diverting the money. Danny and 
Pablo morosely lifted the heavy bag of silver quarters, took it 
in the other room and put it under the pillow of Danny’s bed. 
In time they would take a certain pleasure in the knowledge 
that this money lay under the pillow, but now their defeat was 

was nothing in the world they could do about it. 
Their chance had come, and it had gone. 

The Pirate stood before them, and there were tears of happi- 

had proved his love for his friends. 

To think, he said, “all those years I lay in that chicken 
house, and I did not know any pleasure. But now,” he added, 
Dh, now I am very happy.” 
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HOW DANNY’S FRIENDS SOUGHT MYSTIC TREASURE 
ON ST. ANDREW’S EVE. HOW PILON FOUND IT 
AND LATER HOW A PAIR OF SERGE PANTS 
CHANGED OWNERSHIP TWICE. 


I F he had been a hero, the Portagee would have spent a miser¬ 
able time in the army. The fact that he was Big Joe 
Portagee, with a decent training in the Monterey gaol, not only 
saved him the misery of patriotism thwarted, but solidified his 
conviction that as a man’s days are rightly devoted half to 
sleeping and half to waking, so a man’s years are rightly spent 
half in gaol and half out. Of the duration of the war, Joe 
Portagee spent considerably more time in gaol than out. 

In civilian life one is punished for things one does; but army 
codes add a new principle to this—they punish a man for things 
he does not do. Joe Portagee never did figure this out. He 
didn’t clean his rifle; he didn’t shave; and once or twice, on 
leave, he didn’t come back. Coupled with these shortcominp 
was a propensity Big Joe had for genial argument when he 

was taken to task. 


Ordinarily, he spent half his time in gaol; of two years m 
the army, he spent eighteen months in gaol. And he was tar 
from satisfied with prison life in the army. In the Monterey 
gaol he was accustomed to ease and companionshii^ tn 
army, he found only work. In Monterey, only one charge was 
ever brought against him: Drunk and Disorderly Conduc . 
charges in the army bewildered him so completely tha 
effect on his mind was probably permanent. 

When the war was over, and all the troops '^ere disbanded 
Big Joe still had six months’ sentence to serve. The charg 
had been: “Being drunk on duty. Striking a sergeant 
kerosene can. Denying his identity (he couldn’t remember .t, 
he denied everything). Stealing two gallons of cooked bean , 
and going A.W.O.L. on the Majors horse. 

If fhe Armistice had not already been signed, B'S ^ 
probably have been shot. He came home to Monter y g 
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after the other veterans had arrived and had eaten up all the 
sweets of victory. 

When Big Joe swung down from the train, he was dressed 
in an army overcoat and tunic and a pair of blue serge trousers. 

The town hadn’t .changed much, except for prohibition; and 
prohibition hadn’t changed Torrelli’s. Joe traded his overcoat 
for a gallon of wine and went out to find his friends. 

True friends he found none that night, but in Monterey he 
found no lack of those vile and false harpies and pimps who 
are ever ready to lead men into the pit. Joe, who was not very 
moral, had no revulsion for the pit; he liked it. 

Before very many hours had passed, his wine was gone, and 
he had no money; and then the harpies tried to get Joe out of 
the pit, and he wouldn’t go. He was comfortable there. 

When they tried to eject him by force, Big Joe, with a just 
and terrible resentment, broke all the furniture and all the 
windows, sent half-clothed girls screaming into the night; and 
then, as an after-thought, set fire to the house. It was not a 
safe thing to lead Joe into temptation; he had no resistance to 
it at all. 

A policeman finally interfered and took him in hand. The 
Portagee sighed happily. He was home again. 

After a short and juryless trial, in which he was sentenced 
to thirty days, Joe lay luxuriously on his leather cot and slept 
heavily for one-tenth of his sentence. 

The Portagee liked the Monterey gaol. It was a place to meet 
people. If he stayed there long enough, all his friends were in 
and out. The time passed quickly. He was a little sad when 
he had to go, but his sadness was tempered with the knowledge 

back again. 

He would have liked to go into the pit again, but he had no 
money and no wine. He combed the streets for his old friends, 
Pilon and Danny and Pablo, and could not find them. The 

he hadn’t booked them for a long time. 

They must be dead,” said the Portagee. 

He wandered sadly to Torrelli’s, but Torrelli was not friendly 
^en who had neither money nor barterable property, 
and he gave Big Joe little solace; but Torrelli did say that Danny 

a inherited a house on Tortilla Flat, and that all his friends 
lived there with him. 

Affection and a desire to see his friends came to Big Joe. In 
the evening he wandered up toward Tortilla Flat to find Danny 
and ^ilon. It was dusk as he walked up the street, and on the 

Pilon, hurrying by in a business-like way. 

Pilon. I was just coming to see you.” 
ello, Joe Portagee,” Pilon was brusque. "Where you been?” 
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“In the army,” said Joe. 

Pilon’s mind was not on the meeting. “I have to go on.** 

“I will go with you,” said Joe. 

Pilon stopped and surveyed him. “Don’t you remember what 
night it is?” he asked. 

“No. What is it?” 

“It is St. Andrew’s Eve.” 

Then the Portagee knew; for this was the night when every 
paisano who wasn’t in gaol wandered restlessly through the 
forest. This was the night when all buried treasure sent up 
a faint phosphorescent glow through the ground. There was 
plenty of treasure in the woods, too. Monterey had been in¬ 
vaded many times in two hundred years, and each time valuables 
had been hidden in the earth. 

The night was clear. Pilon had emerged from his hard daily 
shell, as he did now and then. He was the idealist to-night, 
the giver of gifts. This night he was engaged in a mission of 
kindness. 


“You may come with me, Big Joe Portagee, but if we find 
any treasure I must decide what to do with it. If you do not 
agree, you can go by yourself and look for your own treasure. 

Big Joe was not an expert at directing his own efforts. I 
will go with you, Pilon,” he said. “I don’t care about the 


treasure.” . 

The night came down as they walked into the forest. Their 
feet found the pine-needle beds. Now Pilon knew it for a per¬ 
fect night. A high fog covered the sky, and behind it, the 
moon shone so that the forest was filled with a gauze-like light. 
There was none of the sharp outline we think of as reality. 
The tree trunks were not black columns of wood, but soft and 
unsubstantial shadows. The patches of brush were formless and 
shifting in the queer light. Ghosts could walk freely to-night, 
without fear of the disbelief of men; for this night was haunted, 
and it would be an insensitive man who did not know it. 

Now and then Pilon and Big Joe passed other se^chers who 
wandered restlessly, zig-zagging among the pines. Iheir heads 
were down and they moved silently and passed no greeting. 
Who could say whether all of them were ^cajly living men? 
Joe and Pilon knew that some were shades of those old folk 
who had buried the treasures; and who, on Saint Andrew s Eve. 
wandered back to the earth to see that their gold was undis¬ 
turbed. Pilon wore his saint’s medallion, hung around his neck, 
outside his clothes; so he had no fear of spirits. 
walked with his fingers crossed in the Holy Sign. Although 
they might be frightened, they knew they had protection more 

than adequate to cope with the unearthly night. 
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The wind arose as they walked, and drove the fog across 
the pale moon like a thin wash of grey water colour. The moving 
fog gave shifting form to the forest, so that every tree crept 
stealthily along and the bushes moved soundlessly, like great 
dark cats. The tree-tops in the wind talked huskily, told for¬ 
tunes and foretold deaths. Pilon knew it was not good to 
listen to the talking of the trees. No good ever came of know¬ 
ing the future; and besides, this whispering was unholy. He 
turned the attention of his ears from the trees’ talking. 

He began a zig-zag path through the forest, and Big Joe 
walked beside him like a great alert dog. Lone silent men 
passed them, and went on without a greeting; and the dead 
passed them noiselessly, and went on without a greeting. 

The fog siren began its screaming on the Point, far below 
them; and it wailed its sorow for all the good ships that had 
drowned on the iron reef, and for all those others that would 
some time die there. 

Pilon shuddered and felt cold, although the night was warm. 
He whispered a Hail Mary under his breath. 

They passed a grey man who walked with his head down, and 
who gave them no greeting. 

An hour went by, and still Pilon and Big Joe wandered as 
restlessly as the dead who crowded the night. 

Suddenly Pilon stopped. His hand found Big Joe’s arm. “Do 
you see?” he whispered. 

"Where?” 

“Right ahead there.” 

“Ye-s—I think so,” 

It seemed to Pilon that he could see a soft pillar of blue light 
that shone out of the ground ten yards ahead of him. 

“Big Joe,” he whispered, “find- two sticks about three or four 
feet long. I do not want to look away. I might lose it.” 

He stood like a pointing dog while Big Joe scurried off to 
find the sticks. Pilon heard him break two small dead limbs 
from a pine tree. And he heard the snaps as Big Joe broke the 
twigs from his sticks. And still Pilon stared at the pale shaft 
of nebulous light. So faint it was that sometimes it seemed to 
disappear altogether. Sometimes he was not sure he saw it 
at all. He did not move his eyes when Big Joe put the sticks 
tn his hands. Pilon crossed the sticks at right angles and 
advanced slowly, holding the cross in front of him. As he came 
close, the light seemed to fade away, but he saw where it had 
come from, a perfectly round depression in the pine needles. 

Pilon laid his cross over the depression, and he said, “All 

at lies here is mine by discovery. Go away, all evil spirits, 
w away, spirits of men who buried this treasure, In Nomtn 
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Patris et Filius et Spiritu Sancti/* and then he heaved a great 
sigh and sat down on the ground. 

“We have found it, oh, my friend, Big Joe,” he cried. “For 
many years I have looked, and now I have found it,” 

“Let’s dig,” said Big Joe. 

But Pilon shook his head impatiently. “When all the spirits 
are free? When even to be here is dangerous? You are a fool, 
Big Joe. We will sit here until morning; and then we will 
mark the place, and to-morrow night we will dig. No one else 
can see the light now that we have covered it with the cross. 
To-morrow night there will be no danger.” 

The night seemed more fearful now that they sat in the pine 
needles, but the cross sent out a warmth of holiness and safety, 
like a little bonfire on the ground. Like a fire, however, it only 
warmed the front of them. Their backs were to the cold and 
evil things that wandered about in the forest. 

Pilon got up and drew a big circle around the whole place, 
and he was inside when he closed the circle. “Let no evil 
thing cross this line, in the Name of the Most Holy Jesus,” he 
chanted. Then he sat down again. Both he and Big Joe felt 
better. ^ They could hear the muffled footsteps of the weary 
wandering ghosts; they could see the little lights that glowed 
from the transparent forms as they walked by; but their protect¬ 
ing line was impregnable. Nothing bad from this world or from 
any other world could cross into the circle. 

“What are you going to do with the money?” Big Joe asked. 

Pilon looked at him with contempt. “You have never looked 
for treasure, Big Joe Portagee, for you do not know how to 
go about it. I cannot keep this treasure for myself. If I go 
after it intending to keep it, then the treasure will dig itself 
down and down like a clam in the sand, and I shall never find 
it. No, that is not the way. I am digging this treasure for 
Danny.’ 

All the idealism in Pilon came out then. He told Big Joe 
how good Danny was to his friends. 

“And we do nothing for him,” he said. “We pay no rent. 
Sometimes we get drunk and break the furniture. We fight 
with Danny when we are angry with him, and we call him 
names. Oh, we are very bad, Big Joe. And so all of us, Pablo 
and Jesus Maria and the Pirate and I talked and planned. We 
are all in the woods, to-night, looking for treasure. And^ the 
treasure is to be for Danny. He is so good, Big Joe. He is so 
kind; and we are so bad. But if we take a great sack of treasure 
to him, then he will be glad. It is because my heart is clean of 
selfishness that I can find this treasure.” 
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“Won’t you keep any of it?” Big Joe asked, incredulous. Not 
even for a gallon of wine? 

Pilon had no speck of the Bad Pilon m him this night. No, 
not one scrap of gold! Not one little brown penny! It is all 
for Danny, every bit.” 

Joe was disappointed. “I walked all this way, and I won t 
even get a glass of wine for it,” he mourned. ^ 

“When Danny has the money,” Pilon said delicately, “it may 
be that he will buy a little wine. Of course, I shall not suggest 
it, for this treasure is Danny’s. But I think maybe he might 
buy a little wine. And then if you were good to him, you might 
get a glass.” 

Big Joe was comforted, for he had known Danny a long time. 
He thought it possible that Danny might buy a great deal of 
wine. 

The night passed on over them. The moon went down and 
left the forest in muffled darkness. The fog siren screamed and 
screamed. During the whole night Pilon remained unspotted. 
He preached a little to Big Joe as recent converts are likely 
to do. 

“It is worth while to be kind and generous,” he said. “Not 
only do such actions pile up a house of joy in Heaven; but 
there is, too, a quick reward here on earth. One feels a golden 
warmth glowing like a hot enchilada in one’s stomach. ^ The 
Spirit of God clothes one in a coat as soft as camel’s hair. I 
have not always been a good man, Big Joe Portagee. I confess 
it freely.” 

Big Joe knew it perfectly well. 

“I have been bad,” Pilon continued ecstatically. He was 
enjoying himself thoroughly. “I have lied and stolen. I have 
been lecherous. I have committed adultery and taken God’s 
name in vain.” 

“Me, too,” said Big Joe happily. 

“And what was the result. Big Joe Portagee? I have had a 
mean feeling. I have known I would go to Hell. But now 
I see that the sinner is never so bad that he cannot be forgiven. 
Although I have not yet been to confession, I can feel that 
the change in me is pleasing to God, for His grace is upon 
me. If you, too, would change your ways, Big Joe, if you would 
give up drunkenness and fighting and those girls down at Dora 
Williams’ House, you, too, might feel as I do.” 

But Big Joe had gone to sleep. He never stayed awake very 
long when he was not moving about. 

The grace was not quite so sharp to Pilon when he could 
not tell Big Joe about it, but he sat and watched the treasure 
place while the sky greyed and the dawn came behind the fog. 
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He saw the pine trees take shape and emerge out of obscurity. 
The wind died down and the little blue rabbits came out of the 
bush and hopped about on the pine needles. Pilon was heavy¬ 
eyed but happy. 

When it was light he stirred Big Joe Portagee with his foot. 
“It is time to go to Danny’s house. The day has come.” Pilon 
threw the cross away, for it was no longer needed, and he 
erased the circle. “Now,” he said, “we must make no mark, but 
we must remember this by trees and rocks.” 

“Why don’t we dig now?” Big Joe asked. 

“And everybody at Tortilla Flat would come to help us,” 
Pilon said sarcastically. 

They looked hard at the surroundings, saying, “Now there 
are three trees together on the right, and two on the left. That 
patch of brush is down there, and here is a rock.” At last they 
walked away from the treasure, memorizing the way as they 
went. 

At Danny’s house they found tired friends. “Did you find 
any?” the friends demanded. 

“No,” said Pilon quickly, to forestall Joe’s confession. 

“Well, Pablo thought he saw the light, but it disappeared 
before he got to it. And the Pirate saw the ghost of an old 
woman, and she had his dog with her.” 

The Pirate broke into a smile. “That old woman told me my 
dog was happy now,” he said. 

“Here is Big Joe Portagee, back from the army,” announced 
Pilon. 

“Hello, Joe.” 

“You got a nice place here,” said the Portagee, and let him¬ 
self down easily into a chair. 

“You keep out of my bed,” said Danny, for he knew that 
Joe Portagee had come to stay. The way he sat in a chair and 
crossed his knees had an appearance of permanence. 

The Pirate went out, and took his wheelbarrow and started 
into the forest to cut his kindlings; but the other five men lay 
down in the sunshine that broke through the fog, and in a little 
while they were asleep. 

It was mid-afternoon before any of them awakened. At last 
they stretched their arms and sat up and looked listlessly down 
at the bay below, where a brown oil tanker moved slowly out 
to sea. The Pirate had left the bags on the table, and the 
friends opened them and brought out the food the Pirate ha 

collected. . «c ^ 

Big Joe walked down the path toward the sagging gate, be 

you later,” he called to Pilon. 

Pilon anxiously watched him until he saw that Big Joe was 
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headed down the hill to Monterey, not up toward the pine 
Mrest The four friends sat down and dreamily watched the 

At dusk Joe Portagee returned. He and Pilon conferred in 

the yard, out of earshot of the house. ^ 

“We will borrow tools from Mrs. Morales, Pilon said. A 

shovel and a pick-axe stand by her chicken house. 

When it was quite dark they started. “We go to see some 
girls, friends of Joe Portagee’sPilon explained. They crept 
into Mrs. Morales’ yard and borrowed the tools. And then, 
from the weeds beside the road. Big Joe lifted out a gallon jug 

of wine. , 

“Thou hast sold the treasure,” Pilon cried fiercely. Thou 


art a traitor, oh dog of a dog.” 

Big Joe quieted him firmly. “I did not tell where the treasure 
was,” he said with some dignity. “1 told like this, ‘We found 
a treasure,' I said, ‘But it is for Danny. When Danny has it, 
I will borrow a dollar and pay for the wine.’ ” 

Pilon was overwhelmed. “And they believed, and let you 
take the wine?” he demanded. 

“Well-” Big Joe hesitated. “I left something to prove 1 

would bring the dollar.’ 

Pilon turned like lightning and took him by the throat. What 
did you leave?” 

“Only one little blanket, Pilon,” Joe Portagee wailed. Only 
one.” 

Pilon shook at him, but Big Joe was so heavy that Pilon only 
succeeded in shaking himself. “What blanket,” he cried. “Say 
what blanket it was you stole.” 

Big Joe blubbered. “Only one of Danny’s. Only one. He 
has two. I took only the little tiny one. Do not hurt me, Pilon. 
The other one was bigger. Danny will get it back when we 
find the treasure.” 


Pilon whirled him around and kicked him with accuracy and 
fire. “Pig,” he said, “dirty thieving cow. You will get the 
blanket back or I will beat you to ribbons.” 

Big Joe tried to placate him. “I thought how we are working 
for Danny,” he whispered. “I thought, ‘Danny will be glad, 
he can buy a hundred new blankets.” 

“Be still,” said Pilon. “You will get that same blanket back 
or I will beat you with a rock.” He took up the jug and un¬ 
corked it and drank a little to soothe his frayed sensibilities; 
moreover he drove the cork back and refused the Portagee even 
a drop. “For this theft you must do all the digging. Pick up 
those tools and come with me.” 
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Big Joe whined like a puppy, and obeyed. He could not stand 
against the righteous fury of Pilon. 

They tried to find the treasure for a long time. It was late 
when Pilon pointed to three trees in a row. “There!” he said. 

They searched about until they found the depression in the 
ground. There was a little moonlight to guide them, for this 
night the sky was free of fog. 

Now that he was not going to dig, Pilon developed a new 
theory for uncovering treasure. “Sometimes the money is in 
sacks,” he said, “and the sacks are rotted. If you dig straight 
down you might lose some.” He drew a generous circle around 
the hollow. “Now, dig a deep trench around, and then we will 
come up on the treasure.” 

“Aren’t you going to dig?” Big Joe asked. 

Pilon broke into fury. “Am I a thief of blankets?” he cried. 
“Do I steal from the bed of my friend who shelters me?” 

“Well, I ain’t going to do all the digging,” Big Joe said. 

Pilon picked up one of the pine limbs that only the night 
before had served as part of the cross. He advanced ominously 
toward Big Joe Portagee. “Thief,” he snarled. “Dirty pig of 
an untrue friend. Take up that shovel.” 

Big Joe’s courage flowed away, and he stooped for the shovel 
on the ground. If Joe Portagee’s conscience had not been bad, 
he might have remonstrated; but his fear of Pilon, armed with 
a righteous cause and a stick of pine wood, was great. 

Big Joe abhorred the whole principle of shovelling. The line 
of the moving shovel was unattractive. The end to be gained, 
that of taking dirt from one place and putting it in another, was, 
to one who held the larger vision, silly and gainless. A whole 
lifetime of shovelling could accomplish practically nothing. Big 
Joe’s reaction was a little more simple than this. He didn’t like 
to shovel. He had joined the army to fight, and had done noth¬ 
ing but dig. 

But Pilon stood over him, and the trench stretched around 
the treasure place. It did no good to profess sickness, hunger 
or weakness. Pilon was inexorable, and Joe’s crime of the 
blanket was held against him. Although he whined, complained, 
held up his hands to show how they were hurt, Pilon stood over 
him and forced the digging. 

Midnight came, and the trench was three feet down. The 
roosters of Monterey crowed. The moon sank behind the trees. 
At last Pilon gave the word to move in on the treasure. The 
bursts of dirt came slowly now; Big Joe was exhausted. Just 
before daylight, his shovel struck something hard. 

“Ai,” he cried. “We have it. Pilon.” 
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The find was large and square. Frantically they dug at it in 
the dark, and they could not see it. ^ 

“Careful,” Pilon cautioned. “Do not hurt i^ 

The daylight came before they had it out. Pilon felt metal 
and leaned down in the grey light to see. It was ^ S-^o^-si^ed 
square of concrete. On the top was a round brown plate. Filon 

spelled out the words on it: ^ 

“United States Geodetic Survey -f 1915 + Elevation 600 

^^Piion sat down in the pit and his shoulders sagged in defeat. 
“No treasure?” Big Joe asked plaintively. 

Pilon did not answer him. The Portagee inspected the ce¬ 
ment post and his brow wrinkled with thought. He turned to 
the sorrowing Pilon. “Maybe we can take this good piece of 
metal and sell it.” 

Pilon peered up out of his dejection. “Johnny Pom-pom 
found one,” he said with a quietness of great disappointment 
“Johnny Pom-pom took the metal piece and tried to sell it. ^^It 
is a year in gaol to dig one of these up/’ Pilon mourned. A 
year in gaol and two thousand dollar fine.” In his pain, 
wanted only to get away from this tragic place. He stood up, 
found a weed in which to wrap the wine bottle, and started 

down the hill. . 

Big Joe trotted after him solicitously. “Where are we going? 

he asked. 


“I don’t know,” said Pilon. 

The day was bright when they arrived at the beach; but even 
there Pilon did not stop. He trudged along the hard sand by 
the water’s edge until Monterey was far behind and only the 
sand dunes of Seaside and the rippling waves of the bay were 
there to see his sorrow. At last he sat in the dry sand, with 
the sun warming him. Big Joe sat beside him, and he felt that 
in some way he was responsible for Pilon’s silent pain. 

Pilon took the jug out of its weed and uncorked it and drank 
deeply, and because sorrow is the mother of a general com¬ 
passion, he passed Joe’s wine to the miscreant Joe. 

“How we build,” Pilon cried. “How our dreams lead us. I 
had thought how we would carry bags of gold to Danny. I 
could see how his face would look. He would be surprised. 
For a long time he would not believe it.” He took the bottle 
from Joe Portagee and drank colossally. “All this is gone, 
blown away in the night.” 

The sun was warming the beach now. In spite of his dis¬ 
appointment, Pilon felt a traitorous comfort stealing over him, 
a treacherous impulse to discover some good points in the 
situation. 
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Big Joe, in his quiet way, was drinking more than his share 
of the wine. Pilon took it indignantly and drank again and 
again. 

“But after all,” he said philosophically, “maybe if we had 
found gold, it might not have been good for Danny. He has 
always been a poor man. Riches might make him crazy.” 

Big Joe nodded solemnly. The wine went down and down in 
the bottle. 

“Happiness is better than riches,” said Pilon. “If we try to 
make Danny happy, it will be a better thing than to give him 
money.” 

Big Joe nodded again and took off his shoes. “Make him 
happy. That’s the stuff.” 

Pilon turned sadly upon him. “You are only a pig, and not 
fit to live with men,” he said gently. “You who stole Danny's 
blanket should be kept in a sty and fed potato peelings.” 

They were getting very sleepy in the warm sun. The little 
waves whispered along the beach. Pilon took off his shoes. 

“Even Stephen,” said Big Joe, and they drained the jug to 
the last drop. 

The beach was swaying gently, heaving and falling with a 
movement like a ground-swell. 

“You aren’t a bad man,” Pilon said. But Big Joe Portagee 
was already asleep. Pilon took off his coat and laid it over his 
face. In a few moments, he, too, was sleeping sweetly. 

The sun wheeled over the sky. The tide spread up the beach, 
and then retreated. A squad of scampering kildeers inspected 
the sleeping men. A wandering dog sniffed them. Two elderly 
ladies, collecting seashells, saw the bodies and hurried past 
lest these men should awaken in passion, pursue and criminally 
assault them. It was a shame, they agreed, that the police did 
nothing to control such matters. “They are drunk,” one said. 

And the other stared back up the beach at the sleeping men. 
“Drunken beasts,” she agreed. 

When at last the sun went behind the pines of the hill in 
the back of Monterey, Pilon awakened. His mouth was as dry 
as alum; his head ached and he was stiff from the hard sand. 
Big Joe snored on. 

“Joe,” Pilon cried, but the Portagee was beyond call. Pilon 
rested on his elbow and stared out to sea. “A little wine would 
be good for my dry mouth,” he thought. He tipped up the jug 
and got not a single drop to soothe his dry tongue. Then he 
turned out his pockets in the hope that while he slept some 
miracle had taken place there; but none had. There was a 
broken pocket knife for which he had been refused a glass of 
wine at least twenty times. There was a fish-hook in a cork. 
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a piece of dirty strings, a dog’s tooth and several keys that fit 
nothing Pilon knew of. In the whole lot was not a thing Tor- 
relli would consider as worth having, even in a moment of in¬ 
sanity. 

Pilon looked speculatively at Big Joe. “Poor fellow,” he 
thought. “When Joe Portagee wakes up, he will feel as dry as 
I do. He will like it if I have a little wine for him.” He 
pushed Big Joe roughly several times, and when the Portagee 
only mumbled, and then snored again, Pilon looked through 
his pockets. He found a brass pants button, a little metal disk 
which said “Good Eats at the Dutchman,” four or five headless 
matches and a little piece of chewing tobacco. 

Pilon sat back on his heels. So it was ru) use. He must wither 
here on the beach while his throat called lustily for wine. 

He noticed the serge trousers the Portagee was wearing, and 
stroked them with his fingers. “Nice cloth,” he thought. “Why 
should this dirty Portagee wear such good cloth when all his 
friends go about in jeans?” Then he remembered how badly 
the pants fit Big Joe, how tight the waist was even with two 
fly-buttons undone, how the cuffs missed the shoe tops by inches. 

Someone of a decent size would be happy in those pants.” 

Pilon remembered Big Joe’s crime against Danny, and he 
became an avenging angel. How did this big black Portagee 
fiisult Danny so! “When he wakes up I will beat him! 
But,” the more subtle Pilon argued, “his crime was theft. Would 
f^^ch him a lesson to know how it feels to have some¬ 
thing stolen? What good is punishment unless something is 
learned?” It was a triumphant position for Pilon. If, with 
one action, he could avenge Danny, discipline Big Joe, teach an 

ethical lesson and get a little wine, who in the world could 
criticize him? 

He pushed the Portagee vigorously, and Big Joe brushed at 
him as through he were a fly. Pilon deftly removed the trousers, 
rolled them up and sauntered away into the sand dunes. 

Torrelli was out, but Mrs. Torrelli opened the door to Pilon. 

was mysterious in his manner, but at last he held up the 
pants for her inspection. 

She shook her head decisively. 

th Pilon. “You are seeing only the spots and 

fioe cloth underneath. Think, senora! 
cleaned the spots off and pressed the trousers! Tor- 

silent; he is glum. And then you bring 
han ^ pants! See how his eyes grow bright! See how 

at he is! He takes you on his lap! Look how he smiles 

^ so much happiness too high at one gallon 
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“The seat of the pants is thin,” she said. 

He held them up to the light. “Can you see through them? 
No! The stiffness, the discomfort is taken out of them. They 
are in prime condition.” 

“No,” she said firmly. 

“You are cruel to your husband, senora. You deny him happi¬ 
ness. I should not be surprised to see him going to other 
women, who are not so heartless. For a quart, then?” 

Finally her resistance was beaten down and she gave him the 
quart. Pilon drank it off immediately. “You try to break down 
the price of pleasure,” he warned her. “I should have half a 
gallon.” 

Mrs. Torrelli was hard as stone. Not a drop more could Pilon 
get. He sat there brooding in the kitchen. “Jewess, that’s what 
she is. She cheats me out of Big Joe’s pants.” 

Pilon thought sadly of his friend out there on the beach. 
What could he do? If he came into town he would be arrested. 
And what had this harpy done to deserve the pants? She had 
tried to buy Pilon’s friend’s pants for a miserable quart of 
miserable wine. Pilon felt himself dissolving into anger at her. 

“I am going away in a moment,” he told Mrs. Torrelli. The 
pants were hung in a little alcove off the kitchen. 

“Good-bye,” said Mrs. Torrelli over her shoulder. She went 
into her little pantry to prepare dinner. 

On his way out Pilon passed the alcove and lifted down not 
only the pants, but Danny’s blanket. 

Pilon walked back down the beach, toward the place where 
he had left Big Joe. He could see a bonfire burning brightly 
on the sand, and as he drew nearer, a number of small dark 
figures passed in front of the flame. It was very dark now; he 
guided himself by the fire. As he came close, he saw that it was 
a Girl Scout wienie bake. He approached warily. 

For a while he could not see Big Joe, but at last he discovered 
him, lying half covered with sand, speechless with cold and 
agony. Pilon walked firmly up to him and held up the pants. 

“Take them. Big Joe. and be glad you have them back.” 

Joe’s teeth were chattering. “Who stole my pants, Pilon? I 
have been lying here for hours, and I could not go away because 
of those girls.” 

Pilon obligingly stood between Big Joe and the little girls 
who were running about the bonfire. The Portagee brushed 
the cold damp sand from his legs and put on his pants. They 
walked side by side along the dark beach, toward Monterey, 
where the lights hung, necklace above necklace against the hill. 
The sand dunes crouched along the back of the beach like tired 
hounds, resting; and the waves gently practiced at striking, and 
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hissed a little. The night was cold and aloof, and its warm life 
was withdrawn, so that it was full of bitter warnings to man 
that he is alone in the world, and alone among his fellows; that 
he has no comfort owing him from anywhere. , , , . 

Pilon was still brooding, and Joe Portagee sensed the depth 
of his feeling. At last Pilon turned his head toward his friend. 
“We learn by this that it is great foolishness to trust a woman, 

he said. x t j j 

“Did some woman take my pants? Big Joe demanded ex¬ 
citedly. “Who was it? I’ll kick the hell out of her!” 

But Pilon shook his head as sadly as old Jehovah, who, rest¬ 
ing on the seventh day, sees that his world is tiresome. She 
is punished,” Pilon said. “You might say she punishes herself, 
and that is the best way. She had thy pants; she bought them 
with greed; and now she has them not.” 

These things were beyond Big Joe. They were mysteries it 
was better to let alone; and this was as Pilon wished it. Big 
Joe said humbly, “Thanks for getting my pants back, Pilon.” 
But Pilon was so sunk in philosophy that even thanks were 
valueless. 

“It was nothing,” he said. “In the whole matter only the 
lesson we learn has any value.” 

They climbed up from the beach and passed the great silver 
tower of the gas works. 

Big Joe Portagee was happy to be with Pilon. “Here is one 
who takes care of his friends,” he thought. “Even when they 
sleep he is alert to see that no harm comes to them.” He re¬ 
solved to do something nice for Pilon sometime. 
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HOW DANNY’S FRIENDS THREW THEMSELVES TO 

THE AID OF A DISTRESSED LADY. 


CENORA TERESINA CORTEZ and her eight children and 
^ her ancient mother lived in a pleasant cottage on the edge 
of the deep gulch that defines the southern frontier of Tortilla 
Flat. Teresina was a good figure of a mature woman, nearing 
thirty. Her mother, that ancient, dried, toothless one, relict of 
a past generation, was nearly fifty. It was long since anyone 
had remembered that her name was Angelica. 

During the week work was ready to this vieja’s hand, for it 
was her duty to feed, punish, cajole, dress and bed down seven 
of the eight children. Teresina was busy with the eighth, and 
with making certain preparations for the ninth. 

On Sunday, however, the vieja, clad in black satin more 
ancient even than she, hatted in a grim and durable affair of black 
straw, on which were fastened two true cherries of enamelled 
plaster, threw duty to the wind and went firmly to church, 
where she sat as motionless as the saints in their niches. Once 
a month, in the afternoon, she went to confession. It would 
be interesting to know what sins she confessed, and where she 
found the time to commit them, for in Teresina’s house there 
were creepers, crawlers, stumblers, shriekers, cat-killers, fallers- 
out-of-trees; and each one of these charges could be trusted to 
be ravenous every two hours. 

Is it any wonder that the vieja had a remote soul and nerves 
of steel? Any other kind would have gone screaming out of 

her body like little skyrockets. 

Teresina was a mildly puzzled woman, as far as her mind 
was concerned. Her body was one of those perfect retorts for 
the distillation of children. The first baby, conceived when she 
was fourteen, had been a shock to her; such a shock that she 
delivered it in the ball park at night, wrapped it in newspaper 
and left it for the night watchman to find. ^ This is a secret. 
Even now Teresina might get into trouble if it were known. 

When she was sixteen Mr. Alfred Cortez married her and 
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gave her his name and the two foundations of her family, Alfredo 
and Ernie. Mr. Cortez gave her that name gladly. He was 
only using it temporarily anyway. His name, before he came 
to Monterey and after he left, was Guggliemo. He went away 
after Ernie was born. Perhaps he foresaw that being married 
to Teresina was not going to be a quiet life. 

The regularity with which she became a mother always 
astonished Teresina. It occurred sometimes that she could not 
remember who the father of the impending baby was; and oc¬ 
casionally she almost grew convinced that no lover was neces¬ 
sary. In the time when she had been under quarantine as a 
diphtheria carrier she conceived just the same. However, when 
a question became too complicated for her mind to unravel, she 
usually laid that problem in the arms of the Mother of Jesus, 
who, she knew, had more knowledge of, interest in and time for 
such things than she. 

Teresina went often to confession. She was the despair of 
Father Ramon. Indeed, he had seen that while her knees, her 
hands and her lips did penance for an old sin, her modest and 
provocative eyes, flashing under drawn lashes, laid the founda¬ 
tions for a new one. 

During the time I have been telling this, Teresina^s ninth 
child was born, and for the moment she was unengaged. The 
yieja received another charge; Alfredo entered his third year 
in the first grade, Ernie his second, and Panchito went to school 
for the first time. 

At about this time in California it became the stylish thing 
for school nurses to visit the classes and to catechize the chil¬ 
dren on intimate details of their home life. In the first grade, 
Alfredo was called to the principal’s office, for it was thought 
' that he looked thin. 


The visiting nurse, trained in child psychology, said kindly, 
“Freddie, do you get enough to eat?” 

“Sure,” said Alfredo. 

“Well, now. Tell me what you have for breakfast.*’ 
“Tortillas and beans,” said Alfredo. 

The nurse nodded her head dismally to the principal. “What 
do you have when you go home for lunch?” 

“I don’t go home.” 

*'^^on’t you eat at noon?” 

Sure. I bring some beans wrapped up in a tortilla.” 

Actual alarm showed in the nurse’s eyes, but she controlled 

night what do you have to eat?” 

Tortillas and beans.” 

Her psychology deserted her. "Do you mean to stand there 
and tell me you eat nothing but tortillas and beans?” 



132 


TORTILLA FLAT 


Alfredo was astonished. “Jesus Christ,” he said, “what more 
do you want?” 

In due course the school doctor listened to the nurse’s horri¬ 
fied report. One day he drove up to Teresina’s house to look 
into the matter. As he walked through the yard the creepers, 
the crawlers and the stumblers were shrieking one terrible sym¬ 
phony. The doctor stood in the open kitchen door. With his 
own eyes he saw the vieja go to the stove, dip a great spoon 
into a kettle and sow the floor with boiled beans. Instantly 
the noise ceased. Creepers, crawlers and stumblers went to 
work with silent industry, moving from bean to bean, pausing 
only to eat them. The vieja went back to her chair for a few 
moments of peace. Under the bed, under the chairs, under the 
stove the children crawled with the intentness of little bugs. 
The doctor stayed two hours, for his scientific interest was 
piqued. He went away shaking his head. 

He shook his head incredulously while he made his report. 
“I gave them every test I know of,” he said, “teeth, skin, blood, 
skeleton, eyes, co-ordination. Gentlemen, they are living on 
what constitutes a slow poison, and they have from birth. 
Gentlemen, I tell you I have never seen healthier children in 
my life!” His emotion overcame him. “The little beasts,” he 
cried. “I never saw such teeth in my life. I never saw such 
teeth!” 

You will wonder how Teresina procured food for her family. 
When the bean threshers have passed, you will see, where they 
have stopped, big piles of bean chaff. If you will spread a 
blanket on the ground, and, on a windy afternoon, toss the chaff 
in the air over the blanket, you will understand that the 
threshers are not infallible. For an afternoon of work you may 
collect twenty or more pounds of beans. 

In the autumn the vieja and those children who could walk 
went into the fields and winnowed the chaff. The landowners 
did not mind, for she did no harm. It was a bad year when 
the vieja did not collect three or four hundred pounds of beans. 

When you have four hundred pounds of beans in the house, 
you need have no fear of starvation. Other things, delicacies 
such as sugar, tomatoes, peppers, coffee, fish or meat may come 
sometimes miraculously, through the intercession of the Virgin, 
sometimes through industry or cleverness; but your beans are 
there, and you are safe. Beans are a roof over your stomach. 
Beans are a warm cloak against economic cold. 

Only one thing could threaten the lives and happiness of the 
family of the Scnora Teresina Cortez; that was a failure of the 


bean crop. 

When the beans arc ripe. 


the little bushes are pulled and 
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gathered into piles, to dry crisp for the threshers. Then is the 
time to pray that the rain may hold off. When the little piles 
of beans lie in lines, yellow against the dark fields, you will 
see the farmers watching the sky, scowling with dread at every 
cloud that sails over; for if a rain comes, the bean piles must 
be turned over to dry again. And if more rain falls before 
they are dry, they must be turned again. If a third shower falls, 
mildew and rot set in, and the crop is lost. 

When the beans were drying, it was the vieja’s custom to 
burn a candle to the Virgin. 

In the year of which 1 speak, the beans were piled and the 
candle had been burned. At Teresina’s house, the gunny sacks 
were laid out in readiness. 

The threshing machines were oiled and cleaned. 

A shower fell. 

Extra hands rushed to the fields and turned the sodden hum¬ 
mocks of beans. The vieja burned another candle. 

More rain fell. 

Then the vieja bought two candles with a little gold piece 
she had kept for many years. The field hands turned over the 
beans to the sun again; and then came a downpour of cold 
streaking rain. Not a bean was harvested in all Monterey 
County. The soggy lumps were turned under by the ploughs. 

Oh, then distress entered the house of Senora Teresina Cortez. 
The staff of life was broken; the little roof destroyed. Gone 
was that eternal verity, beans. At night the children cried with 
terror at the approaching starvation. They were not told, but 
they knew. The vieja sat in church, as always, but her lips 
drew back in a sneer when she looked at the Virgin. “You 
took my candles,” she thought. “Ohee, yes. Greedy you are 
for candles. Oh, thoughtless one.” And sullenly she trans- 
ber allegiance to Santa Clara. She told Santa Clara of the 
injustice that had been done. She permitted herself a little mali¬ 
cious thought at the’ Virgin birth. “You know, sometimes Tere¬ 
sina can’t remember either,” she told Santa Clara viciously. 

It has been said that Jesus Maria Corcoran was a great¬ 
hearted man. He had also that gift some humanitarians possess 
of being inevitably drawn toward those spheres where his in¬ 
stinct was^ needed. How many times had he not come upon 
young ladies when they needed comforting. Toward any pain 
or sorrow he was irresistibly drawn. He had not been to Tere¬ 
sina s house for many months. If there is no mystical attraction 

etween pain and humanitarianism, how did it happen that he 
went there to call on the very day when the last of thte old 
years beans was put in the pot? 
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He sat in Teresina’s kitchen, gently brushing children off his 
legs. And he looked at Teresina with polite and pained eyes 
while she told of the calamity. He watched, fascinated, when 
she turned the last bean sack inside out to show that not one 
single bean was left. He nodded sympathetically when she 
pointed out the children, so soon to be skeletons, so soon to 
die of starvation. 

Then the vieja told bitterly how she had been tricked by the 
Virgin. But upon this point, Jesus Maria was not sympathetic. 

“What do you know, old one?” he said sternly. “Maybe the 
Blessed Virgin had business some place else.” 

“But four candles I burned,” the vieja insisted shrilly. 

Jesus Maria regarded her coldly. “What are four candles 
to Her?” he said. “I have seen one church where She had 
hundreds. She is no miser of candles.” 

But his mind burned with Teresina's trouble. That evening 
he talked mightily and piteously to the friends at Danny’s house. 
Out of his great heart he drew a compelling oratory, a pas¬ 
sionate plea for those little children who had no beans. And 
so telling was his speech that the fire in his heart ignited the 
hearts of his friends. They leaped up. Their eyes glowed. 

“The children shall not starve,” they cried. “It shall be our 
trust!” 

“We live in luxury,” Pilon said. 

“We shall give of our substance,” Danny agreed. “And if 
they needed a house, they could live here.” 

“To-morrow we shall start,” Pablo exclaimed. “No more 
laziness! To work! There are things to be done I” 

Jesus Maria felt the gratification of a leader with followers. 

Theirs was no idle boast. Fish they collected. The vegetable 
patch of the Hotel Del Monte they raided. It was a glorious 
game. Theft robbed of the stigma of theft, crime altruistically 
committed- What is more gratifying? 

The Pirate raised the price of kindlings to thirty cents and 
went to three new restaurants every morning. Big Joe stole 
Mrs. Palcchico’s goat over and over again, and each time it 
went home. 

Now food began to accumulate in the house of Teresina. 
Boxes of lettuce lay on her porch, spoiled mackerel filled the 
neighbourhood with a strong odour. And still the flame o 
charity burned in the friends. 

If you could see the complaint book at the Monterey Police 
Department, you would notice that during this time there was 
a minor crime wave in Monterey. The police car 
place to place. Here a chicken was taken, there a whole patch 
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of pumpkins. Paladini Company reported the loss of two one- 
hundred-pound cases of abalone steaks. 

Teresina’s house was growing crowded. The kitchen was 
stacked high with food. The back porch overflowed with vege¬ 
tables. Odours like those of a packing house permeated Tortilla 
Flat. Breathlessly the friends dashed about at their larcenies, 
and long they talked and planned with Teresina. 

At first Teresina was maddened with joy at so much food, 
and her head was turned by the compliment. After a week of 
it, she was not so sure. The baby was down with colic, Ernie 
had some kind of bowel trouble, Alfredo’s face was flushed. 
The creepers and crawlers cried all the time. Teresina was 
ashamed to tell the friends what she must tell them. It took 
her several days to get her courage up; and during that time 
there arrived fifty pounds of celery and a crate of cantaloupes. 
At last she had to tell them. The neighbours were beginning 
to look at her with lifted brows. 

She asked all of Danny’s friends into her kitchen, and then 
she informed them of the trouble, modestly and carefully, that 
their feelings might not be hurt. 

“Green things and fruit are not good for children,” she ex¬ 
plained. “Milk is constipating to a baby after it is weaned.” 
She pointed to the flushed and irritable children. See, they were 
all sick. They were not getting the proper food. 

“What is the proper food?” Pilon demanded. 

“Beans,” she said. “There you have something to trust, some¬ 
thing that will not go right through you.” 

The friends went silently away. They pretended to them¬ 
selves to be disheartened, but they knew that the first fire of 
their enthusiasm had been lacking for several days. 

At Danny’s house they held a conference. 

This must not be told in some circles, for the charge might 
be serious. 

Long after midnight, four dark forms who shall be name¬ 
less, moved like shadows through the town. Four indistinct 
^apes crept up on the Western Warehouse Company platform. 
The watchman said, afterward, that he had heard sounds, investi¬ 
gated and saw nothing. He could not say how the thing was 
done, how a lock was broken and the door forced. Only four 

men know that the watchman was sound asleep, and they will 
never tell on him. 

A little later the four shadows left the warehouse, and now 
they were bent under tremendous loads. Pantings and snort- 
mgs came from the shadows. 

At three o’clock in the morning Teresina was awakened by 
nearing her back door open. “Who is there?” she cried. 
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There was no answer, but she heard four great thumps that 
shook the house. She lighted a candle and went to the kitchen 
in her bare feet. There, against the wall, stood four one- 
hundred-pound sacks of pink beans. 

Teresina rushed in and awakened the vieja. “A miracle 1” 
she cried. “Come, look in the kitchen." 

The vieja regarded with shame the plump full sacks. “Oh, 
miserable dirty sinner am I,” she moaned. “Oh, Holy Mother, 
look with pity on an old fool. Every month thou shalt have a 
candle, as long as I live.” 

At Danny’s house, four friends were lying happily in their 
blankets. What pillow can one have like a good conscience? 
They slept well into the afternoon, for their work was done. 

And Teresina discovered, by a method she had found to be 
infallible, that she was going to have a baby. As she poured a 
quart of the new beans into the kettle, she wondered idly which 
one of Danny’s friends was responsible. 
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A FUTURE WE CAN’T FORESEE 


I N a moment London came into the tent, and the stranger 
followed him, a chunky, comfortable-looking man dressed in 
a grey business suit. His cheeks were pink and shaven, his 
hair nearly white. Wrinkles of good nature radiated from the 
corners of his eyes. On his mouth an open, friendly smile ap¬ 
peared every time he spoke. To London he said, “Are you the 
chairman of the camp?” 

“Yeah,” said London suspiciously. ‘Tm the elected boss.” 
Sam came in and took his place just behind London, his face 
dark and sullen. Mac squatted down on his haunches and 
balanced himself with his fingers. The newcomer smiled. His 
teeth were white and even. “My name's Bolter,” he said simply. 
"I own a big orchard. I'm the new president of the Fruit 
Growers' Association of this valley.” 

“So what?” said London. “Got a good job for me if I’ll sell 
out?” 

The smile did not leave Bolter’s face, but his clean, pink 
hands closed gently at his sides. “Let’s try to get a better start 
than that,” he begged. “I told you I was the new president. 
That means there’s a change in policy. I don’t believe in doing 
things the way they were being done.” While he spoke Mac 
looked not at Bolter, but at London. 

Some of the anger left London’s face. “What you got to 
say?” he asked. “Spill it out.” 

Bolter looked around for something to sit on, and saw noth¬ 
ing. He said, “I never could see how two men could get any¬ 
thing done by growling at each other. I've always had an idea 
that no matter how mad men were, if they could only get to¬ 
gether with a table between them, something good would come 
out of it.” 

London snickered, “We ain’t got a table.” 

“You know what I mean,” Bolter continued. “Everybody in 
the Association said you men wouldn't listen to reason, but I 
told them I know American working men. Give American work¬ 
ing men something reasonable to listen to, and they’ll listen.” 

Sam spat out, “Well, we're listenin’, ain't we? Go on an’ give 
us somethin' reasonable.” 
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Bolter’s white teeth flashed. He looked around appreciatively. 
“There, you see? That’s what I told them. I said, ‘Let me lay 
our cards down on the table, and then let them lay theirs down, 
and see if we can’t make a hand. American working men aren’t 
animals.’ ’’ 

Mac muttered, “You ought to run for Congress.” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“I was talkin’ to this here guy,” said Mac. London’s face had 
grown hard again. 

Bolter went on, “That’s what Tm here for, to lay our cards 
on the table. I told you I own an orchard, but don’t think 
because of that I haven’t your interests at heart. All of us 
know we can’t make money unless the working man is happy.” 
He paused, waiting for some kind of answer. None came. 
“Well, here’s the way I figure it; you’re losing money and 
we’re losing money because we’re sitting growling at each 
other. We want you to come back to work. Then you’ll get your 
wages, and weTl get our apples picked. That way we’ll both 
be happy. Will you come back to work? No questions, no 
grudges, just two people who figured things out over the table?” 

London said, “Sure we’ll go back to work, mister. Ain’t we 
American working men? Just give us the raise we want and 
kick out the scabs and we’ll be up in those old trees to-morrow 
morning.” 

Bolter smiled around at them, one at a time, until his smile 
had rested on each face. “Well, I think you ought to have a 
raise,” he said. “And I told everybody I thought so. Well, I’m 
not a very good business man. The rest of the Association 
explained it all to me. With the price of apples what it is, we're 
paying the top price we can. If we pay any more, we lose 
money.” 

Mac grinned. “I guess we ain’t American workin’ men after 
all,” he said. “None of this sounds reasonable to me. So far 
it’s sounded like a sock full of crap.” 

Jim said, “The reason they can’t pay the raise is because 
that’d mean we win the strike; and if we did that, a lot of other 
poor devils’d go on strike. Isn’t that it, mister?” 

Bolter’s smile remained. “I thought from the first you de¬ 
served a raise, but I didn’t have any power. I still believe it, 
and I’m the president of the Association. Now I’ve told the 
Association what Tm going to do. Some of em don t like it, 
but I insisted you men have to have a raise. Tm going to offer 
you twenty cents, and no questions and no grudges. And we II 
expect you back at work to-morrow morning. ’ 

London looked around at Sam. He laughed at Sam’s scowl¬ 
ing face, and slapped the lean man on the shoulder. “Mr. 
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Bolter,” he said, “like Mac says, I guess we ain’t American 
workin’ men. You wanted cards laid down, and then you laid 
yours down backs up. Here’s ours, and by Christ, she s a full 
house. Your God-damn apples got to be picked and we amt 
picking ’em without our raise. Nor neither is nobody else 
pickin’ ’em. What do you think of that. Mister Bolter?” 

At last the smile had faded from Bolter’s face. He said 
gravely, “The American nation has become great because every¬ 
body pitched it and helped. American labour is the best labour 
in the world, and the highest paid.” 

London broke in angrily, “S’pose a Chink does get half a 
cent a day, if he can eat on it? What the hell do we care how 
much we get, if we got to go hungry?” 

Bolter put on his smile again. “I have a home and children,” 
he said. “I’ve worked hard. You think I’m different from you. 

I want you to look on me as a working man. too. I’ve worked 
for everything I’ve got. Now we’ve heard that radicals are 
working among you. I don’t believe it. I don’t believe Ameri¬ 
can men, with American ideals, will listen to radicals. All of us 
are in the same boat. Times are hard. We’re all trying to get 
along, and we’ve got to help each other.” 

Suddenly Sam yelled, “Oh, for Christ’s sake, lay off. If you 
got somethin' to say, say it; only cut out this God-damn speech.” 

Bolter looked very sad. “Will you accept half?” 

“No,” said London. “You wouldn’t offer no half unless you 
was pressed.” 

“How do you know the men wouldn’t accept, if you put it to 
a vote?” 

“Listen, mister,” London said, “them guys is so full of piss 
and vinegar they’ll skin you if you show that slick suit outside. 
We’re stickin’ for our raise. We’re picketin’ your God-damn 
orchards, and we’re kickin’ hell out of any scabs you run in. 
Now come on through with your ‘or else.’ Turn your damn 
cards over. What you think you’re goin’ to do if we don’t go 
back?” 

“Turn the vigilantes loose,” said Mac. 

Bolter said hurriedly, “We don’t know anything about any 
vigilantes. But if the outraged citizens band together to keep 
the peace, that’s their affair. The Association knows nothing 
about that.” He smiled again. “Can’t you men see that if you 
attack our homes and our children we have to protect them? 
Wouldn’t you protect your own children?” 

^ “What the hell do you think we’re doin’?” London cried. 

We’re trying to protect ’em from starving. We’re usin’ the 
only way a worfcin’ stiff’s got. Don’t you go talkin’ abtnit no 
children, or wc’II show you something.” 
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“We only want to settle this thing peacefully,” said Bolter. 
“American citizens demand order, and I assure you men we’re 
going to have order if we have to petition the governor for 
troops.” 

Sam’s mouth was wet. He shouted, “And you get order by 
shootin’ our men from windows, you yellow bastard. And in 
’Frisco you got order by ridin’ down women. An’ the news¬ 
papers says, ‘This mornin’ a striker was killed when he threw 
himself on a bayonet.’ Threw himself!** 

London wrapped his arm about the furious man and forced 
him slowly away from Bolter. “Lay off, Sam. Stop it, now. 
Just quiet yourself.” 

“Th’ hell with you,” Sam cried. “Stand there and take the 
lousy crap that big baloney hands you!” 

London stiffened suddenly. His big fist lashed out and 
cracked into Sam’s face, and Sam went down. London stood 
looking at him. Mac laughed hysterically. “A striker just 
threw himself into a fist,” he said. 

Sam sat up on the ground. “O.K., London. You win. I 
won’t make no more fuss, but you wasn’t in ’Frisco on Bloody 
Thursday.” 

Bolter stood where he was. “I hoped you would listen to 
reason,” he said. “We have information that you’re being in¬ 
fluenced by radicals, sent here by red organizations. They are 
misleading you, telling you lies. They only want to stir up 
trouble. They’re professional trouble-makers, paid to cause 
strikes.” 

Mac stood up from his haunches. “Well, the dirty rats,” he 
said. “Misleadin’ American workin’ men, are they? Prob’ly 
gettin’ paid by Russia, don’t you think, Mr. Bolter?” 

The man looked back at him for a long time, and the healthy 
red was gone from his cheeks. “You’re going to make us fight, 
I guess.” he said. “I’m sorry. I wanted peace. We know who 
the radicals are, and we’ll have to take action against them. 
He turned imploringly to London. “Don’t let^them mislead 
you. Come back to work. We only want peace. 

London was scowling. “I had enough o this, he said. You 
want peace. Well, what we done? Marched in two parades. 
And’ what you done? Shot three of our men, burned a truck 
and a lunch waggon and shut off our food supply. I m sick o 
your God-damned lies, mister. I’ll see you get out without 
Sam gets his hands on you, but don’t send nobody else again 

till you’re ready to talk straight.” 

Bolter shook his head sadly. “We don’t want to fight you 
men,” he said. “We want you to come back to work. But it 
we do have to fight, we have weapons. The health authorities 
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are pretty upset about this camp. And the government doesn’t 
like uninspected meat moving in this county. The citizens are 
pretty tired of all this riot. And, of course, we may have to call 
troops, if we need them.” 

Mac got up and went to the tent-flaps and looked out. Already 
the evening was coming. The camp was quiet, for the 
Stood watching London^s tent* All the faces, white in the 
gathering evening, were turned in toward the tent. Mac yelled, 
“All right, boys. We ain’t goin’ to sell you out.” He turned 
back into the tent. “Light the lamp, London. I want to tell 
this friend of man a few things.” 

London set a match to the tin lantern and hung it on the 
tent-pole, where it cast a pale, steady light. Mac took up a 
position in front of Bolter, and his muscled face broke into a 
derisive grin. “All right, Sonny Boy,” he said. “You been 
talkin’ big, but I know you been wettin’ your pants the whole 
time. I admit you can do all the things you say you can, but 
look what happens after. Your health service burned the tents 
in Washington. And that was one of the reasons that Hoover 
lost the labour vote. You called out guardsmen in ’Frisco, and 
damn near the whole city went over to the strikers. Y’ had to 
have the cops stop food from cornin’ in to turn public opinion 
against the strike. I’m not talkin’ right an’ wrong now, mister. 
I’m tellin’ you what happens.” Mac stepped back a pace. 
“Where do you think we’re gettin’ food and blankets an’ medi¬ 
cine an’ money? You know damn well where we’re getting ’em. 
Your valley’s lousy with sympathizers. Your ‘outraged citizens’ 
are a little bit outraged at you babies, and you know it. And 
you know, if you get too tough, the unions ’ll go out. Truck 
drivers and restaurant men and field hands, everybody. And 
just because you do know it, you try to throw a bluff. Well, 
it don’t work. This camp’s cleaner’n the lousy bunk houses 
you kteep for us on your ranches. You come here to try to scare 
us, an’ it don’t work.” 

Bolter was very pale. He turned away from Mac and faced 
London. “I’ve tried to make peace,” he said. “Do you know 
that this man was sent out by red headquarters to start this 
strike? Watch out that when he goes to gaol you don’t go, too. 
We have a right to protect our property, and we’ll do it. I’ve 
tried to deal man to man with you, and j'ou won’t deal. From 
now on the roads are closed. An ordinance will go through to¬ 
night forbidding any parading on the country roads, or any 

gathering. The sheriff will deputize a thousand men, if he needs 
them.” 

London glanced quickly at Mac, and Mac winked at him. 
London said, “Jesus, mister, I hope we can get you out of here 
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safe. When the guys out there hear what you just said, why 
they’ll want to take you to pieces.” 

Bolter’s jaw tightened and his eyelids drooped. He straight¬ 
ened his shoulders. “Don’t get the idea you can scare me,” he 
said. “I’ll protect my home and my children with my life if I 
have to. And if you lay a hand on me we’ll wipe out your strike 
before morning.” 

London’s arms doubled, and he stepped forward, but Mac 
jumped in his way. “The guy’s right, London. He don’t scare. 
Plenty do, but he don’t.” He turned around. “Mister Bolter, 
we’ll see you get out of the camp. We understand each other 
now. We know what to expect from you. And we know how 
careful you have to be when you use force. Don’t forget the 
thousands of people that are sending us food and money. They’ll 
do other things, if they have to. We been good, Mr. Bolter, 
but if you start any funny business, we’ll show you a riot you’ll 
remember.” 

Bolter said coldly, “That seems to be all. I’m sorry, but I’ll 
have to report that you won’t meet us half-way.” 

“Half-way?” Mac cried. “There ain’t any half-way to no¬ 
where.” His voice dropped to softness. “London, you get on 
one side of him, and Sam on the other, and see that he gets 
away all right. Then I guess you’d better tell the guys what he 
said. But don’t let ’em get out of hand. Tell ’em to tighten 
up the squads for trouble.” 

They surrounded Bolter and took him through the press of 
silent men, saw him into his coupe and watched him drive away 
down the road. When he was gone London raised his voice. 
“If you guys want to come over to the stand. I’ll get up on it 
and tell you what the son-of-a-bitch said, and what we answered 
him back.” He flailed his way through, and the men followed, 
excitedly. The cooks left the stoves where they vvere bpiling 
beans and chunks of beef. The women crawled like rodents 
from the tents and followed. When London climbed up on the 
stand it was ringed closely with men, standing in the dusk look¬ 
ing up at him. 

During the talk with Bolter, Doc Burton had effaced himself, 
had been so quiet that he seemed to have disappeared, but 
when the group went out, leaving only Jim and Lisa sitting 
on the mattress, he came out of his corner and sat down on 
the edge of the mattress beside them. His face was worried. 
“It’s going to be a mean one,” he said. ^ 

“That’s what we want, Doc,” Jim told him. “The worse it is, 

the more effect it’ll have.” 

Burton looked at him with sad eyes. 


“You see a way 
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through,” he said. “I wish I did. It all seems meaningless to 
me, brutal and meaningless.” 

“It has to go on,” Jim insisted. “It can only stop when the 
men rule themselves and get the profits of their labour.” 

“Seems simple enough,” Burton sighed. “I wish I thought 
it was so simple,” He turned smiling to the girl. “What’s your 
solution, Lisa?” 

She started. “Huh?” 

“I mean, what would you like to have to make you happy.” 

She looked self-consciously down at the baby. “1 like to have 
a cow,” she said. “I like to have butter an’ cheese like you 
can make.” 

“Want to exploit a cow?” 

“Huh?” 

“I’m being silly. Did you ever have a cow, Lisa?” 

“When I was a little kid we had one,” she said. “Went out 
an’ drunk it warm. Old man used to milk it into a cup-like, to 
drink. Tasted warm. That’s what I like. Bet it would be good 
for the baby.” Burton turned slowly away from her. She in¬ 
sisted, “Cow used to eat grass, an’ sometimes hay. Not ever’- 
body can milk ’em, neither. They kick.” 

Burton asked, “Did you ever have a cow, Jim?” 

“No.” 


Burton said, “I never thought of cows as counter-revolu¬ 
tionary animals.” 

Jim asked, “What are you talking about. Doc, anyway?” 

^ “Nothing. I’m kind of unhappy, I guess. I was in the army 
in the war. Just out of school. They’d bring in one of our 
inen with his chest shot away, and they’d bring in a big-eyed 
German with his legs splintered off. I worked on ’em just as 
though they were wood. But sometimes, after it was all over, 
when I wasn’t working, it made me unhappy, like this. It 
made me lonely.” 

Jim said, “Y’ought to think only of the end, Doc. Out of all 
this struggle a good thing is going to grow. That makes it 

worthwhile.’* 


. Jini, I wish I knew it. But in my little experience the end 

IS never very different in its nature from the means. Damn it, 

Ji^m, you can only build a violent thing with violence.” 

I don’t believe that,” Jim said. “All great things have violent 
beginnings." 

There aren’t any beginnings,” Burton said. “Nor any ends. 

engaged in a blind and fearful 
® ^ past he can’t remember, into a future he can’t 

see nor understand. And man has met and defeated every 



146 


IN DUBIOUS BATTLE 


obstacle, every enemy except one. He cannot win over him¬ 
self. How mankind hates itself.” 

Jim said, “We don’t hate ourselves, we hate the invested 
capital that keeps us down.” 

“The other side is made of men, Jim, men like you, Man 
hates himself. Psychologists say a man’s self-love is balanced 
neatly with self-hate. Mankind must be the same. We fight 
ourselves and we can only win by killing every man. I’m lonely, 
Jim. I have nothing to hate. What are you going to get out 
of it, Jim?” 

Jim looked startled. “You mean me?” He pointed a finger 
at his breast. 


“Yes, you. What will you get out of all the mess?” 

“I don’t know; I don’t care.” 

“Well, suppose blood-poisoning sets in in that shoulder, or 
you die of lockjaw and the strike gets broken? What then?” 

“It doesn’t matter,” Jim insisted. “I used to think like you, 
Doc, but it doesn’t matter at all.” 


“How do you get that way?” Burton asked. “What’s the 
process?” 

“I don’t know. I used to be lonely, and I’m not any more. If 
I go out now it won’t matter. The thing won’t stop. I’m just 
a little part of it. It will grow and grow. This pain in the 
shoulder is kind of pleasant to me; and I bet before he died 
Joy was glad for a moment. Just in that moment I bet he was 
glad.” 

They heard a rough, monotonous voice outside, and then a 
few shouts, and then the angry crowd-roar, a bellow like an 
animal in fury. “London’s telling them,” said Jim. “They’re 
mad. Jesus, how a mad crowd can fill the air with madness. 
You don’t understand it, Doc. My old man used to fight alone. 
When he got licked, he was licked. I remember how lonely 
it was. But I’m not lonely any more, and I can’t be licked, be¬ 
cause I’m more than myself.” 

“Pure religious ecstasy. I can understand that. Partakers 
of the blood of the Lamb.” 


“Religion, hell!” Jim cried. “This is men, not God. This 
is something you know.” 

“Well, can’t a group of men be God, Jim?” 

Jim wrenched himself around. “You make too damn many 
words, Doc. You build a trap of words and then you fall into 
it. You can’t catch me. Your words don’t mean anything 
to me. I know what I'm doing. Argument doesn t have any 
effect on me.” 
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“Steady down,” Burton said soothingrly. “Don’t get so ex¬ 
cited. I wasn’t arguing, I was asking for information. All of 
you people get angry when you’re asked a question.” 

As the dusk turned into night the lantern seemed to grow 
brighter, to find deeper corners of the tent with its yellow light. 
Mac came in quietly, as though he crept away from the noise 
and shouting outside. “They’re wild,” he said. “They’re hungry 
again. Boiled meat and beans to-night. I knew they’d get cocky 
on that meat. They’d like to go out and burn houses right 
now.” 

“How does the sky look?” Burton asked. “Any more rain 
in it?” 

“Clear and stars. It’ll be good weather.” 

“Well, I want to talk to you, Mac. I’m low in supplies. I 
need disinfectant. Yes, and I could use some salvarsan. If 
any kind of epidemic should break out, we’d be out of luck.” 

“I know,” Mac said. “I sent word to town how it was. Some 
of the boys are out trying to get money. They’re trying to get 

money to bail Dakin out now. I’d just as soon he stayed in 
gaol.” 

Burton stood up from his seat on the mattress. “You can 
tell London what to do, can’t you? Dakin wouldn’t take every¬ 
thing.” 

Mac studied him. “What’s the matter. Doc? Don't you feel 
well?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean your temper’s going. You’re tired. What is it, 
Doc?” 


Burton put his hands in his pockets. “I don’t know; I’m 
lonely, I guess. I’m awfully lonely. I’m working all alone, 
towards nothing. There’s some compensation for you people. I 
only hear heartbeats through a stethoscope. You hear them in 

he air. Suddenly he leaned over and put his hand under Lisa’s 
cm and raised her head up and looked into her shrinking eyes. 
«er hand came slowly up and pulled gently at his wrist. He 
let go and put his hand back in his pocket. 

^ knew some woman you could go to, Doc, 
tmvn u” * t.»^ around here. Dick could steer you, in 

' if. j ^ twenty lined up by now. But you might 
nc gaoled, Doc; and if you weren’t taking care of 

us they d bounce us off this land in a minute.” 

understand too much, Mac. 

son I J guess I’ll go along and see A1 Ander¬ 

son. 1 haven t been there all day,” 
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“O.K., Doc., if it’ll make you feel any better. I’ll keep Jim 
under cover to-night.” 

Doc looked down at Lisa once more, and then he went out. 

They walked out into the clear yellow sunshine. The camp 
looked bedraggled and grey in the clean light. A litter had 
accumulated since Burton was gone, bits of paper, strings, over¬ 
alls hung on the guy-ropes of the tents. Mac and Jim walked 
out of the camp and across the surrounding field, to the edge 
of the orchard. At the line of trees Mac stopped. His eyes 
moved slowly across the horizontal fields of vision. “Look close, 
Jim,” he advised. “It’s probably a damn fool thing to go over 
alone. I know it isn’t good sense.” He studied the orchard. 
The long, sun-spotted aisles were silent. There was no move¬ 
ment. “It’s so quiet. Makes me suspicious. It’s too quiet.” 
He reached to a limb and took down a small, misshapen apple 
the pickers had left. “God, that tastes good. I’d forgot about 
apples. Always forget what’s so easy.” 

“I don’t see anybody moving,” said Jim. “Not a soul.” 

“Well, look, we’ll edge down in line with the trees. Anybody 
looking down a row won’t see us, then.” They stepped slowly 
in under the big apple trees. Their eyes moved restlessly about. 
They walked through shadows of branches and leaves, and the 
sun struck them with soft, warm blows. 

Jim asked, “Mac, do you s’pose we could get a leave of absence 
some time and go where nobody knows us, and just sit down 
in an orchard?” 

“ ’Bout two hours of it, and you’d be raring to go again.” 

“I never had time to look at things, Mac, never. I never 
looked how leaves come out. I never looked at the way things 
happen. This morning there was a whole line of ants on the 
floor of the tent. I couldn’t watch them. ^ I was thinking about 
something else. Some time Td like look at 

bugs, and never think of anything else.” 

“They’d drive you nuts,” said Mac. “Men are bad enough, 

but bugs’d drive you nuts.” 

“Well, just once in a while you get that feeling—I never look 
at anything. T never take time to see anything. It’s going to 
be over, and I won’t know—even how an apple grows. 

They moved on slowly. Mac’s restless eyes roved about 
among the trees. “You can’t see everything,” he said. I took 
a leave and went into the woods in Canada. Say, in a couple 
of days I came running out of there. I wanted trouble, 1 was 

hungry for a mess.” _ 

“Well, I’d like to try it sometime. The way old Dan talks 

about timber-” 
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“Damn it, Jim, you can’t have everything! We’ve got some¬ 
thing old Dan hasn’t got. You can’t have everything. In a few 
days we’ll be back in town, and we’ll be so damned anxious to 
get into another fuss we’ll be biting our nails. You’ve got to 
take it easy till that shoulder heals. I’ll take you to a flop- 
house where you can watch all the bugs you want. Keep back 
of the line of trees. You’re standing out like a cow-on a side- 
hill.” 

“It’s nice out here,” said Jim. 

“It’s too damn nice. I’m scared there’s a trap some place.” 

Through the trees they could see Anderson’s little white 
house, and its picket fence, and the burning geraniums in the 
yard. “No one around,” said Jim. 

“Well, take it easy.’ At the last row Mac stopped again and 
let his eyes travel slowly across the open. The great black 
square on the ground, where the barn had been, still sent up a 
lazy, pungent smoke. The white tankhouse looked tall and 
^nely. “Looks O.K.,” Mac said. "Let’s go in the back way.” 
He tried to open the picket gate quietly, but the latch clicked 
and the hinges growled. They walked up the short path to the 
porch with its yellow passion vine. Mac knocked on the door. 

A voice from inside called, “Who is it?” 

“Is that you, Al?” 

“Yeah.” 


“Are you alone?” 

“Yeah. Who are you?” 

“It’s Mac.” 

“Oh, come on in, Mac. The door ain’t locked.” 

They went into the kitchen, Al lay on his narrow bed against 
cne wall. He seemed to have grown gaunt in the few days. The 

evlr I thought nobody’d 

ver come. My old man went out early.” 

“We tried to get over before, Al. How’s all the hurts?” 

thpv plenty,” said Al. “And when you’re all alone 

burned the barn, Mac?” 

hnf v!?' guards here, 

they got a fast one pulled on ’em.” 

Give Talked all night. 

We re damn sorry.” ® 

cheek^^^“T’^ bedclothes and scratched his 

blast vou ™an wants to 

you off’n'thf oW morning to get the sheriff to kick 

oflF Sav«i he’i^ri ’■ you re trespassin*, an’ he wants you 

ott. bays he s punished for listenin’ to guys like you. Says I 
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can go to hell if I string along with you. He was as mad as a 
hornet, Mac.” 

*T was scared he would be, Al. Listen, we know you’re with 
us, see? It don’t do no good to make that old man any sorrier 
than he is. If it’d do any good, it’d be different. You just pre¬ 
tend to come around to his side. We’ll understand that, AI. 
You can keep in touch with us. I’m awfully sorry for your old 
man.” 

AI sighed deeply. “I was scared you’d think I double-crossed 
you. If you know I ain’t. I’ll tell him t’hell with you.” 

“That’s the stuff, Al. And we’ll give you a boost in town, loo. 
Oh, say, Al, did Doc look in on you last night?” 

“No. Why?" 

“Well, he started over here before the fire, an’ he ain’t been 
back.” 

“Jesus! What do you think happened to him?” 

“I’m scared they snatched the poor devil.” 

“They been pushing you all around, ain’t they?” 

“Yeah. But our guys got in some good licks this morning. 
But if your old man turns us in, I guess they’ll roll over us 
to-morrow.” 

“Whole thing flops, huh, Mac?” 

“That don’t mean anything. We done what we came to do. 
The thing goes right on, Al. You just make peace an’ pretend 
you ain’t ever goin’ to get burned no more.” He listened. “Is 
that somebody coming?” He ran through the kitchen and into 
the front of the house, and looked out a window. 

“It’s my old man, I recognize his step,” said Al. 

Mac returned. “I wanted to see if anybody was with him. 
He’s all alone. We could make a sneak, I guess. I’d rather 
tell him I'm sorry.” 

“You better not,” Al advised. “He won’t listen to nothing 
from you. He hates your guts.” 

There were steps on the porch and the door burst open. Ander¬ 
son stood, surprised and glaring. “God damn it,” he shouted. 
“You bastards get out of here. I’ve been and turned you m. 
The sheriff’s goin’ kick the whole smear of you off my land.’ 
His chest swelled with rage. , ^ 

Mac said, “We just wanted to tell you we’re sorry. We didn t 
burn the barn. Some of the boys from town did.” 

“What th’ hell do I care who burned it? It’s burned, the 
crop’s burned. What do you damn bums know about ^ 
lose the place sure, now.” His eyes watered with rage. You 
bastards never owned nothing. You never planted trees an 
seen ’em grow an’ felt ’em with your hands. You never owne 
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a thing, never went out an’ touched your own apple trees with 
your hands. What do you know ?” 

“We never had a chance to own anything,” Mac said. “We’d 
like to own something and plant trees.” 

Anderson ignored his words. “I listened to your promises. 
Look what happened. The whole crop’s burned, there’s paper 
coming due.” 

Mac asked, “How about the pointers?” 

Anderson’s hands settled slowly to his sides. A look of cold, 
merciless hatred came into his eyes. He said slowly, softly, 
“The kennel was—against—the barn.” 

Mac turned to A1 and nodded. For a moment Al questioned 
with his eyes, and then he scowled. “What he says goes. You 
guys get the hell out, and don’t never come back.” 

Anderson ran to the bed and stood in front of it. “I could 
shoot you men now,” he said, “but the sheriff’s goin’ to do it for 
me, an’ damn quick.” 

Mac touched Jim on the arm, and they went out and shut 
the door. They didn’t bother to look around when they went 
out the gate. Mac set out so rapidly that Jim had to stretch 
his stride to keep up. The sun was cutting downward now, and 
the shadows of whole trees lay between the rows, and the wind 
was stirring in the branches, so that both trees and ground 
seemed to quiver nervously. 

“It keeps you hopping, keeping the picture,” Mac said. “You 
see a guy hurt, or somebody like Anderson smashed, or you 
see a cop ride down a Jew girl, an’ you think, what the hell’s 
the use of it. An’ then you think of the millions starving, and 
its all right again. It’s worth it. But it keeps you jumping 
between pictures. Don’t it ever get you, Jim?” 

“Not very much. It isn’t long ago I saw my moth^ die; 
seems years, but it wasn’t long ago. She wouldn’t spe^ to 
me, she just looked at me. She was hurt so bad she didn’tNKk^ 
want a priest. I guess I got something burned out of me tSf 
night. I’m sorry for Anderson, but what the hell. If I can gi^ 
up^ my whole life, he ought to be able to give up a barn.” 

some of those guys property’s more important than 

their lives.” 

Jim said, “Slow down, Mac. "What’s your hurry? I seem to 
get tired easy.” 

Mac did slow his steps a little. 'T thought that’s what he 
went to town for. I want to get back before anything hap- 
pens. 1 don t know what this sheriff’ll do, but he’ll be happy 

They walked silently over the soft, dark 
, and the shadows flickered on them. At the clearing they 
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slowed down. Mac said, “Well, nothing’s happened yet, any¬ 
way.” 

The smoke rose slowly from the stoves. Jim asked, “Where 
do you s’pose all the guys are?” 

“In sleeping off the drunk, I guess. It wouldn’t be a bad idea 
if we got some sleep, too. Prob’ly be up all night.” 

London moved over and met them. “Everything all right?” 
Mac asked. 

“Just the same.” 

“Well, I was right. Anderson’s been in and asked the sheriff 
to kick us off.” 

“Well?” 

“Well, we wait. Don’t tell the guys about it.” 

“Maybe you was right about that,” London said, “but you 
was sure wrong about what them guys would eat. They cleaned 
us out. There ain’t a damn drop o’ beans left. I saved you a 
couple of cans, over in my tent.” 

“Maybe we won’t need anything more to eat,” said Mac. 

“How do you mean?” 

“We prob’ly won’t any of us be here to-morrow.” 

In the tent London pointed to the two food cans on the box. 
“D’you s'pose the sheriff’ll try to kick us off?” he asked. 

“Damn right. He won’t let a chance like that go by.” 

“Well, will he come shootin', d’you suppose? Or will he give 
the guys a warnin’?” 

Mac said, “Hell, I don’t know. Where’s all the men?” 

“All under cover, asleep.” 

Mac said, “I heard a car. May be our guys coming back.” 

London cocked his head. “Too big,” he said. “That’s one of 
them big babies.” 

They ran outside. Up the road from Torgas a huge Mack 
dump-truck rolled. It had a steel bed and sides, supported by 
two sets of double tyres. It pulled up in front of the camp 
and stopped. A man stood up in the steel bed, and in his hands 
he held a sub-machine gun with a big cartridge cylinder behind 
the forward grip. The heads of other men showed above the 
truck sides. Strikers began to boil out of the tents. 

The standing man shouted, “I’m sheriff o this count}^ If 
there’s anyone in authority I want to see him. The mob ap¬ 
proached closer and looked curiously at the truck. 

Mac said softly, “Careful, London. They may pop us off. 
They could do it now if they wanted to.” They walked for¬ 
ward, to the edge of the road, and stopped; and the mob was 
lining the road now, too. 

London said, “I’m the boss, mister.” , . * 

“Well, I've got a trespass complaint. We ve been fair to you 
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men We’ve asked you to go back to work, or if you wanted 
S strike to do it peacefully. You’ve destroyed property and 
committed homicide. This morning you sent out men to d^troy 
property. We had to shoot some of those men, and we c^ugh 
the^resf” He looked down at the men in the truck, and then 
up again. “Now we don’t want any bloodshed, so we re going 
to let you out. You have all night to-mght to get out. ^ ^ 
head straight for the county line, nobody 11 bother you. But 
this camp is here at daylight to-morrow, we re going through 

The men stood silently and watched him. Mac whispered to 
London. London said. “Trespassin* don’t give you no right to 

“Maybe not, but resisting officers does. Now I m talking fair 
with you so you’ll know what to expect. At daylig t o 
morrow a hundred men, in ten trucks like this, are o\it. 

Every man will have a gun, and we have three cases of Mills 
bombs. Some of you men who know can tell the others what 
a Mills bomb is. That’s all. We’re through fooling with you. 
You have till daylight to get out of the county. Thats alh 
He turned forward. “Might as well drive along, Gus. He 
sank from sight behind the steel truck side. The wheels turned 


slowly, and gathered speed. 

One of the strikers leaped into the shallow ditch and picked 
up a rock. And he stood holding it in his hand and looking at 
it as the truck rolled away. The men watched the truck go, 
and then they turned back into the camp. 

London sighed. “Well, that sounds like orders. He didn’t 
mean no funny business.” 

Mac said impatiently, “I’m hungry. I’m going to eat my 
beans.” They followed him back into the tent. He gobbled 
his food quickly and hungrily. “Hope you got some, London.” 

“Me? Oh, sure. What we goin’ to do now, Mac?” 

“Fight,” said Mac. 

“Yeah, but if he brings the stuff he said, pineapples an’ stuff, 
it ain’t goin’ to be no more fight than the stockyards.” 

“Bull,” said Mac, and a little jet of chewed beans shot from 
his mouth. “If he had that stuff, he wouldn’t need to tell us 
about it. He just hopes we’ll get scattered so we can’t put up 
a fight. If we move out to-night, they’ll pick us off. They never 
do what they say.” 

London looked into Mac’s face, hung on to his eyes. “Is that 
straight, Mac? You said I was on your side. Are you puttin’ 
somethin’ over?” 


Mac looked away. “We got to fight,” he said. “If we get 
out without a scrap ever’thing we’ve been through’ll be wasted.” 
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“Yeah, but if we fight, a lot of guys that ain’t done no harm 
is goin’ get shot.” 

Mac put his unfinished food down on the box. “Look,” he 
said. ^ “In a war a general knows he’s going to lose men. Now 
this is a war. If we get run out o’ here without a fight, it’s 
losing ground.” For a moment he covered his eyes with his 
hand. “London,” he said. “It’s a hell of a responsibility. I 
know what we should do; you’re the boss; for Christ’s sake, do 
what you want. Don’t make me take all the blame.” 

London said plaintively, “Yeah, but you know about things. 
You think we ought to fight, really?” 

“Yes, we ought.” 

“Well, hell then, we’ll fight—that is, if we can get the guys 
to fight.” 

“I know,” said Mac. “They may run out on us, everyone of 
’em. The ones that heard the sheriff will tell the others. They 
may turn on us and say we caused the trouble.” 

London said, “Some ways, I hope they clear out. Poor bas¬ 
tards, they don’t know nothing. But like you say, if they’re 
ever goin’ to get clear, they got to take it now. How about 
the hurt guys?” London went on, “Burke and old Dan, and the 
guy with the busted ankle?” 

“Leave ’em,” said Mac. “It’s the only thing we can do. The 
county’ll have to take care of ’em.” 

“I’m going to take a look around,” London said. “I’m gettin’ 
nervous as a cat.” 

“You ain’t the only one,” said Mac. 

When he was gone, Jim glanced at Mac, and then began to 
eat the cold beans and strings of beef. “I wonder if they’ll 
fight?” he asked. “D’you think they’d really let the guys 
through if they wanted to run?” 

“Oh, the sheriff would. He’d be only too damn glad to get 
rid of 'em, but I don’t trust the vigilante boys.” 

“They won’t have anything to eat to-night, Mac. If they’re 
scared already, there won’t be any dinner to buck ’em up.” _ 

Mac scraped his can and set it down. “Jim,” he said, “if I 
told you to do something, would you do it?” 

“I don’t know. What is it?” 

“Well, the sun’s going down pretty soon, and it’ll be dark. 
They’re going to lay for you and me, Jim. Don’t make any 
mistake about that. They’re going to want to get us, bad. I 
want you to get out, soon as it gets dark, get clear and go back 
t<^ town.” 

“Why in hell should I do that?” 

Mac’s eyes slid over Jim’s face and went to the ground again. 
“When I came out here, I thought I was hell on wheels. You re 
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worth ten of me, Jim. I know that now. If anything happened 
^ me there’s plenty of guys to take my place, but you ve got a 
genTu; fo 'hett. W^'::an’t spare Jou, Jina. If you was to 
let knocked off in a two-bit strike—well, its bad economy. 

“I don’t believe it,” said Jim. “Our guys are to be used, no 
saved. I couldn’t run out. Y’said yourself this was a part 

. of the whole thing. It’s little, but it’s important. 

“I want you to go, Jim. You can’t fight with that arm. You d 
be no damn good here. You couldn’t help at all. . , ^ , 

Jim’s face was rigid. “I won’t go,” he said. I niight be of 
some use here. You protect me all the time, Mac. And some¬ 
times I get the feeling you’re not protecting me for the rarty, 

but for yourself.” , 

Mac reddened with anger. “O.K., then. Get your can knocke 
off. I’ve told you what I think’s the best thing. Be pig-headed, 
if you want. I can’t sit still. I’m going out. You do anything 
you damn please.” He went out angrily. 

Jim looked up at the back wall of the tent. He could see the 
outline of the red sun on the canvas. His hand stole up and 
touched his hurt shoulder, and pressed it gently, all around, in a 
circle that narrowed to the wound. He winced a little as his 
exploring- fingers neared the hurt. For a long time he sat 
quietly. 

He heard a step in the door and looked around. Lisa stood 
there, and her baby was in her arms. Jim could see past her, 
where the line of old cars stood against the road; and on the 
other side of the road the sun was on the treetops, but in the 
rows the shade had come. Lisa looked in, with a bird-like 
interest. Her hair was damp, plastered against her head, and 
little, uneven finger-waves were pressed into it. The short 
blanket that covered her shoulders was draped and held to one 
side with a kind of coquetry. "I seen you was alone,” she said. 
She went to the mattress and sat down and arranged her ging¬ 
ham dress neatly over her legs. “I heard guys say the cops’ll 
throw bombs, an’ kill us all,” she said lightly. 

Jim was puzzled. “It doesn’t seem to scare you much.” 

“No. I ain’t never been ascared o’ things like that.” 

“The cops wouldn’t hurt you,” Jim said. “I don’t believe 
they’ll do all that. It’s a bluff. Do you want anything?” 

“I thought I’d come an’ set. I like to—just set here.” 

Jim smiled. “You like me, don’t you, Lisa?” 

“Yes.” 

'I like you, too, Lisa.” 

‘You he’ped me with the baby.” 

Jim asked, “How’s old Dan? Did you take care of him?” 
“He’s all right. Just lays there mumblin’.” 


If 


It 
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“Mac helped you more than I did.” 

Yes, but he don’t look at me—nice. I like t’hear you talk. 
You’re just a young kid, but you talk nice.” 

“I talk too much, Lisa. Too much talk, not enough doing 
things. Look how the evening’s coming. We’ll light the lan¬ 
tern before long. You wouldn’t like to sit here in the dark 
with me.” 

“I wouldn’ care,” she said quickly. 

He looked into her eyes again, and his face grew pleased. 
“Did you ever notice, in the evening, Lisa, how you think of 
things that happened a long time ago—not even about things 
that matter? One time in town, when I was a little kid, the 
sun was going down, and there was a board fence. Well, a 
grey cat went up and sat on that fence for a moment, long¬ 
haired cat, and that cat turned gold for a minute, a gold cat.” 

“I like cats,” Lisa agreed softly. “I had two cats onct, two 
of them.” 

“Look. The sun’s nearly gone, Lisa. To-morrow we’ll be 
somewhere else. I wonder where? You’ll be on the move, I 
guess. Maybe I’ll be in gaol. I’ve been in gaol before.” 

London and Mac came quietly into the tent together. London 
looked down at the girl. “What you doing here, Lisa? You 
better get out. We got business.” Lisa got up and clutched 
her blanket close. She looked sideways at Jim as she passed. 
London said, “I don’t know what's goin’ on. There’s about ten 
little meetin’s out there, an’ they don’t want me at none o’ 
them.” 

“Yeah, I know,” Mac said. “The guys’re scared. I don’t 
know what they’ll do, but they’ll want to scram to-night.” And 
then the conversation died. London and Mac sat down on boxes, 
facing Jim. They sat there while the sun went down and the 
tent grew a little dusky. 

At last Jim said softly, “Even if the guys get out, it won't 
all be wasted. They worked together a little.” 

Mac roused himself. “Yeah, but we ought to make a last 
stand.” 

“How you goin’ to get guys to fight when they want to run? 
London demanded. 

“I don’t know. We can talk. We can try to make ’em fight 
talkin’ to ’em.” 

“Talk don’t do much good when they’re scared.” 

“I know.” 

The silence fell again. They could hear the low talk of many 
voices outside, scattered voices that gradually drew together 
and made a babble like water. Mac said, “Got a match, London? 
Light the lantern.” 
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"Dark"enotgh. ^Light it up. This God-damn half-light makes 

”^The shade screeched as London raised it, and screeched when 

^\lac looked startled. “Something happened. What’s wrong? 

“It’s the men.” said Jim. “They’re quiet now. They ve all 
stopped talking.’’ The three men sat listening tensely, ihey 
heard footsteps coming closer. In the doorway the two short 
Italian men stood. Their teeth showed in self-conscious grins. 
“C’n we come in?’’ 

“Sure. Come on in, boys.” . 

They stood in the tent like pupils preparing to recite. Lach 

looked to the other to begin. One said, “The men out there 
they want to call a meeting.” 

“Yeah? What for?” 

The other answered quickly, “Those men say they vote the 
strike, they can vote again. They say, ‘What’s the use all the 
men get killed?’ They say they can't strike no more. They 
were silent, waiting for London’s answer. 

London’s eyes asked advice from Mac. “Of course you 11 call 
a meeting,” Mac said. “The men are the bosses. What they 
say goes.” He looked up at the waiting emissaries. “Go out 
and tell the guys London calls a meeting in about half an hour, 
to vote whether we fight or run.” 

They looked at London for corroboration. He nodded his 
head slowly. “That’s right,” he said. “In half an hour. We do 
what the guys vote to do.” The little men made foreign bows, 
and wheeled and left the tent. 

Mac laughed loudly. “Why, that’s fine,” he said. “Why, 
that makes it better. I thought they might sneak out. But if 
they want to vote, that means they’re still working together. 
Oh, that’s fine. They can break up, if they do it by their own 
consent.” 

Jim asked, “But aren’t you going to try to make them fight?” 
“Oh, sure. We have to make plans about that. But if they 
won’t fight, well anyway they don’t just sneak off like dogs. It’s 
more like a retreat, you see. It isn’t just getting chased.” 
“What’ll we do at the meeting?” London demanded. 

"Well, let’s see. It’s just about dark now. You talk first, 
London. Tell ’em why they should fight, not run. Now I better 
not talk. They don’t like me too well since I told ’em off this 
morning.” His eyes moved to Jim. “You’re it,” he said. “Here’s 
your chance. You do it. See if you can bring ’em around. Talk, 
Jim. Talk. It’s the thing you’ve been wanting,” 

Jim’s eyes shone with excitement. “Mac,” he cried, "I can 
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pull off this bandage and get a flow of blood. That might stir 
em up.” 

Mac’s eyes narrowed and he considered the thought. “No—” 
he decided. “Stir ’em up that way, an’ they got to hit some¬ 
thing quick. If you make ’em sit around, they’ll go way down. 
No, just talk, Jim. Tell ’em straight what a strike means, how 
it’s a little battle in a whole war. You can do it, Jim.” 

Jim sprang up. “You’re damn right I can do it. I’m near 
choking, but I can do it.” His face was transfigured. A furious 
light of energy seemed to shine from it. 

They heard running footsteps. A young boy ran into the 
tent. “Out in the orchard,” he cried. “There’s a guy says he’s 
a doctor. He’s all hurt.” 

The three started up. “Where?” 

“Over the other side. Been lyin' there all day, he says.” 

“How’d you find him?” Mac demanded. 

“I heard ’im yell. He says come and tell you.” 

“Show us the way. Come on now, hurry up.” 

The boy turned and plunged out. Mac shouted, “London, 
bring the lantern.” Mac and Jim ran side by side. The night 
was almost complete. Ahead, they saw the flying figure of the 
boy. Across the open space they tore. The boy reached the 
line of trees and plunged among them. They could hear him 
running ahead of them. They dashed into the dark shadow of 
the trees. 

Suddenly Mac reached for Jim. “Jim! Drop, for Christ’s 
sake!” There was a roar, and two big holes of light. Mac had 
sprawled full length. He heard several sets of running foot¬ 
steps. He looked toward Jim, but the flashes still burned on 
his retinas. Gradually he made Jim out. He was on his knees, 
his head down. “You sure got down quick, Jim.” 

Jim did not move. Mac scrambled over to him, on his knees. 
“Did you get hit, Jim?” The figure kneeled, and the face was 
against the ground. “Oh, Christ!” Mac put out his hand to 
lift the head. He cried out, and jerked his hand away, and 
wiped it on his trousers, for there was no face. He looked 
slowly around, over his shoulder. 

The lantern bounced along toward him, lighting London’s 
running legs. “Where are you?” London shouted. 

Mac didn’t answer. He sat back on his heels, sat very quietly. 
He looked at the figure, kneeling in the position of Moslem 
prayer. 

London saw them at last. He came close, and stopped; and 
the lantern made a circle of light. “Oh,” he said. He lowered 
the lantern and peered down. “Shot-gun?” 

Mac nodded and stared at his sticky hand. 
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London looked at Mac, and shivered at his frozen face Mac 
stood up, stiffly. He leaned over and picked Jim up and slung 
him over his shoulder, like a sack; and the dripping head hung 
down behind. He set off, stiff-legged, toward the camp. Lon¬ 
don walked beside him, carrying the lantern. 

The clearing was full of curious men. They clustered around, 
until they saw the burden. And then they recoiled, Mac 
marched through them as though he did not see them. Across 
the clearing, past the stoves he marched, and the crowd fol¬ 
lowed silently behind him. He came to the platform. He de¬ 
posited the figure under the handrail and leaped to the stand. 
He dragged Jim across the boards and leaned him against the 
corner post, and steadied him when he slipped sideways. 

London handed the lantern up. and Mac set it carefully on 
the floor, beside the body, so that its light fell on the head. 
He stood up and faced the crowd. His hands gripped the rail. 
His eyes were wide and white. In front he could see the massed 
men, eyes shining in the lamplight. Behind the front the 
men were lumped and dark. Mac shivered. He moved his jaws 
to speak, and seemed to break the frozen jaws loose. His voice 
was high and monotonous. “This guy didn’t want nothing for 

himself-” he began. His knuckles were white, where he 

grasped the rail. “Comrades! He didn’t want nothing for 
himself-’’ 
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OF MICE AND MEN 


A FEW miles south of Soledad. the Salinas River drops in 
^ close to the hillside bank and runs deep and green, ihe 
water is warm, too, for it has slipped twinkling over the yellow 
sands in the sunlight before reaching the narrow pool. Un one 
side of the river the golden foothill slopes curve up to the strong 
and rocky Gabilan mountains, but on the valley side the water 
is lined with trees—willows fresh and green with every spring, 
carrying in their lower leaf junctures the debris of the winter s 
flooding; and sycamores with mottled, white, recumbent limbs 
and branches that arch over the pool. On the sandy bank 
under the trees the leaves lie deep and so crisp that a lizard 
makes a great skittering if he runs among them. Rabbits come 
out of the brush to sit on the sand in the evening, and the damp 
flats are covered with the night tracks of ’coons, and with 
the spread pads of dogs from the ranches, and with the split* 
wedge tracks of deer that come to drink in the dark. 

There is a path through the willows and among the syca¬ 
mores, a path beaten hard by boys coming down from the 
ranches to swim in the deep pool, and beaten hard by tramps 
who come wearily down from the highway in the evening to 
jungle-up near water. In front of the low horizontal limb of 
a giant sycamore there is an ash pile made by many fires; the 
limb is worn smooth by men who have sat on it. 

Evening of a hot day started the little wind to moving among 
the leaves. The shade climbed up the hills toward the top. On 
the sandbanks the rabbits sat as quietly as little grey, sculptured 
stones. And then from the direction of the state highway 
came the sound of footsteps on crisp sycamore leaves. The 
rabbits hurried noiselessly for cover. A stilted heron laboured 
up into the air and pounded down river. For a moment the 
place was lifeless, and then two men emerged from the path 
and came into the opening by the green pool. 

They had walked in single file down the path, and even in 
the open one stayed behind the other. Both were dressed in 
denim trousers and in denim coats with brass buttons. Both 
wore black, shapeless hats and both carried tight blanket rolls 
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slung over their shoulders. The first man was small and quick, 
dark of face, with restless eyes and sharp, strong features. Every 
part of him was defined; small, strong hands, slender arms, a 
thin and bony nose. Behind him walked his opposite, a huge 
man, shapeless of face, with large, pale eyes, and wide, sloping 
shoulders; and he walked heavily, dragging his feet a little, the 
way a bear drags his paws. His arms did not swing at his 
sides, but hung loosely. 

The first man stopped short in the clearing, and the follower 
nearly ran over him. He took off his hat and wiped the sweat- 
band with his forefinger and snapped the moisture off. His huge 


companion dropped his blankets and flung himself down and 
drank from the surface of the green pool; drank with long gulps, 
snorting into the water like a horse. The small man stepped 
nervously beside him. 

“Lennie!” he said sharply. *‘Lennie, for God’s sake don’t 
drink so much.” Lennie continued to snort into the pool. The 
small man leaned over and shook him by the shoulder. “Lennie. 
You gonna be sick like you was last night.” 

Lennie dipped his whole head under, hat and all, and then 
he sat up on the bank and his hat dripped down on his blue coat 
and ran down his back. “That’s good,” he said. “You drink 
some, George. You take a good big drink.” He smiled happily. 

George unslung his bindle and dropped it gently on the bank. 
“I ain’t sure it’s good water,” he said. “Looks kinda scummy.” 

Lennie dabbled his big paw in the water and wiggled his 
fingers so the water arose in little splashes; rings widened across 
the pool to the other side and came back again. Lennie watched 
them go. “Look, George. Look what I done.” 

George knelt beside the pool and drank from his hand with 
quick scoops. “Tastes all right,” he admitted. Don t really 
seem to be running, though. You never oughta drink water 
when it ain’t running, Lennie,” he said hopelessly. You d 
drink out of a gutter if you was thirsty. He threw a scoop 
of water into his face and rubbed it about with his hand, 
his chin and around the back of his neck. Then he replaced his 
hat, pushed himself back from the river, drew up his knees and 
embraced them. Lennie, who had been watching, imitated 
George exactly. He pushed himself back, drew up Ins knees, 
embraced them, looked over to George to see whether he had 
it just right. He pulled his hat down a little more over his eyes. 


the way George’s hat was. _ 

George stared morosely at the water. The rims of his eyes 
were red with sun glare. He said angrily, “We could JUSt ^ 
well of rode clear to the ranch if that bastard bus driver knew 
what he was talkin’ about. ‘Jes’ a little stretch down the high- 
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way/ he says. ‘Jes’ a little stretch.’ God damn near four miles, 
that’s what it was! Didn’t wanta stop at the ranch gate, that's 
what. Too God damn lazy to pull up. Wonder he isn’t too 
damn good to stop in Soledad at all. Kicks us out and says 
‘Jes’ a little stretch down the road/ I bet it was more than four 
miles. Damn hot day.” 

Lennie looked timidly over to him. “George?” 

"Yeah, what ya want?” 

“Where we goin’, George?” 

The little man jerked down the brim of his hat and scowled 
over at Lennie. “So you forgot that awready, did you? I gotta 
tell you again, do I? Jesus Christ, you’re a crazy bastard!” 

“I forgot,” Lennie said softly. “I tried not to forget. Honest 
to God I did, George.” 

“O.K.—O.K. I’ll tell ya again. I ain’t got nothing to do. 
Might jus’ as well spcn’ all my time tellin’ you things and 
then you forget ’em, and I'll tell you again.” 

“Tried and tried,” said Lennie, “but it didn’t do no good. I 
remember about the rabbits, George.” 

“The hell with the rabbits. That’s all you ever can remem¬ 
ber is them rabbits. O.K.! Now you listen and this time you 
got to remember so we don’t get in no trouble. You remember 
settin’ in that gutter on Howard Street and watchin’ that 
blackboard ?” 

Lennie’s face broke into a delighted smile. “Why, sure, 
George. I remember that . . . but . . . what’d we do then? I 
remember some girls come by and you says . . . you say . . . .” 

“The hell with what I says. You remember about us goin’ 
into Murray and Ready’s, and they give us work cards and bus 
tickets?” 


“Oh, sure, George. I remember that now.” His hands went 
quickly into his side coat pockets. He said gently, “George . , . 
I ain’t got mine. I musta lost it.” He looked down at the 
ground in despair. 

“You never had none, you crazy bastard. I got both of ’em 
here. Think I’d let you carry your own work card?” 

Lennie grinned with relief. “I ... I thought I put it in my 
side pocket.” His hand went into the pocket again. 

George looked sharply at him. “What’d you take outa that 
pocket ?” 


“Ain’t a thing in my pocket,” Lennie said cleverly. 
I know there ain’t. You got it in your hand, 
got in your hand—hidin’ it?” 


What you 


“I ain’t got nothin’, George. Honest.” 
Come on, give it here.” 
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Lennie held his closed hand away from George’s direction. 
“It’s on’y a mouse, George.” 

“A mouse? A live mouse?” 

“Uh-uh. Jus’a dead mouse, George. I didn’t kill it. Honest! 
I found it. I found it dead.” 

“Give it here!” said George. 

“Aw, leave me have it, George.” 

‘*Give it here!’’ 

Lennie’s closed hand slowly obeyed. George took the mouse 
and threw it across the pool to the other side, among the brush. 
“What you want of a dead mouse, anyways?” 

“I could pet it with my thumb while we walked along,” said 
Lennie. 

“Well, you ain’t petting no mice while you walk with me. 
You remember where we’re goin’ now?” 

Lennie looked startled and then in embarrassment hid his face 
against his knees. “I forgot again.” 

“Jesus Christ,” George said resignedly. “Well—look, we're 
gonna work on a ranch like the one we came from up north.” 

“Up north?” 

“In Weed.” 

“Oh, sure. I remember. In Weed.” 

“That ranch we’re goin’ to is right down there about a quarter 
mile. We’re gonna go in an’ see the boss. Now, look—111 give 
him the work tickets, but you ain’t gonna say a word. You jus 
stand there and don’t say nothing. If he finds out what a crazy 
bastard you are, we won’t get no job, but if he sees ya work 
before he hears ya talk, we’re set. Ya got that?” 

“Sure, George. Sure I got it.” 

“O.K. Now then when we go into see the boss, what you 


gonna do^.” thought. His face grew tight with ^thought. 

“I . . . ain’t gonna say nothin’. Jus* gonna stan there. 

“Good boy. That’s swell. You say that over two, three times 

so you sure won’t forget it.” 

Lennie droned to himself softly, “I ain’t gonna say nothin 
. . . I ain’t gonna say nothin’ ... I ain’t gonna say nothin ‘ 
“O.K.,” said George. “An’ you am t gonna do no bad things 

like you done in Weed, neither.” . -.xr jv» 

Lennie looked puzzled. “Like I done in Weed? 

“Oh so ya forgot that, too. did ya? Well, I ain’t gonna re¬ 
mind ya, fear ya do it again.” ■ , t ^ run 

A light of understanding broke on Lennie s face. They run 

us outa Weed.” he exploded triumphantly. 

“Run us out. hell,” said George disgustedly. We run. i hey 

was lookin’ for us, but they didn’t catch us. 
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Lennie giggled happily. “I didn’t forget that, you bet.” 
George lay back on the sand and crossed his hands under 
his head, and Lennie imitated him, raising his head to see 
whether he were doing it right. “God, you’re a lot of trouble, 
said George. “I could get along so easy and so nice it I didn t 
have you on my tail. I could live so easy and maybe have a 

ffitl.” 

For a moment Lennie lay quiet, and then he said hopefully, 
"We gonna work on a ranch, George.” 

“Awright. You got that. But we’re gonna sleep here because 
I got a reason.” 

The day was going fast now. Only the tops of the Gabilan 
mountains flamed with the light of the sun that had gone from 
the valley. A water snake slipped along on the pool, its^ head 
held up like a little periscope. The reeds jerked slightly in the 
current. Far off toward the highway a man shouted something, 
and another man shouted back. The sycamore limbs rustled 
under a little wind that died immediately. 

“George—why ain’t we goin’ on to the ranch and get some 
supper? They got supper at the ranch.” 

George rolled on his side. “No reason at all for you. I like it 
here. To-morra we’re gonna go to work. I seen thrashin’ 
machines on the way down. That means we’ll be bucking grain 
bags, bustin’ a gut. To-night I’m gonna lay right here and look 
up, I like it.” 

Lennie got up on his knees and looked down at George. 
“Ain’t we gonna have no supper?” 

“Sure we are, if you gather up some dead willow sticks. I 
got three cans of beans in my bindle. You get a fire ready. I’ll 
give you a match when you get the sticks together. Then we’ll 
heat the beans and have supper.” 

Lennie said, “I like beans with ketchup.” 

“Well, we ain’t got no ketchup. You go get wood. An’ don’t 
you fool around. It’ll be dark before long.” 

Lennie lumbered to his feet and disappeared in the brush. 
George lay where he was and whistled softly to himself. There 
were sounds of splashings down the river in the direction Lennie 
had taken, George stopped whistling and listened. “Poor bas¬ 
tard,” he said softly, and then went on whistling again. 

In a moment Lennie came crashing back through the brush. 
He carried one small willow stick in his hand. George sat up. 
‘Awright,” he said brusquely. “Gi'me that mouse 1” 

„ Lennie made an elaborate pantomime of innocence. 
What mouse, George? I ain't got no mouse.” 

^ George held out his hand. “Come on. Give it to me. You 
am t puttin’ nothing over.” 
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Lennie hesitated, backed away, looked wildly at the brush 
line as though he contemplated running for his freedom. George 
said coldly, “You gonna give me that mouse or do I have to 
sock you?” 

Give you what, George?” 

You know God damn well what. I want that mouse.” 

Lennie reluctantly reached into his pocket. His voice broke 
a little. “I don’t know why I can’t keep it. It ain’t nobody’s 
mouse. I didn’t steal it. I found it lyin’ right beside the road.” 

George’s hand remained outstretched imperiously. Slowly, 
like a terrier who doesn’t want to bring a ball to its master, 
Lennie approached, drew back, approached again. George snap¬ 
ped his fingers sharply, and at the sound Lennie laid the mouse 
in his hand. 

“I wasn’t doin’ nothing bad with it, George. Jus’ strokin’ it.” 

George stood up and threw the mouse as far as he could into 
the darkening brush, and then he stepped to the pool and washed 
his hands. “You crazy fool. Don’t you think I could see your 
feet was wet where you went acrost tlie river to get it? He 
heard Lennie’s whimpering cry and wheeled about. “Blubberin 
like a baby! Jesus Christ! A big guy like you.” Lennie’s Hp 
quivered and tears started in his eyes. “Aw, Lennie! George 
put his hand on Lennie’s shoulder. “I ain't takin’ it away jus 
for meanness. That mouse ain’t fresh, Lennie; and besides, 
you’ve broke it pettin’ it. You get another mouse that s fresh 
and I’ll let you keep it for a little while.” 

Lennie sat down on the ground and hung his head dejectedly. 
“I don’t know where there is no other mouse. I remember a 
lady used to give ’em to me—ever’one she got. But that lady 
ain’t here.” , , 

George scoffed. “Lady, huh? Don’t even remember who that 

lady was. That was your own Aunt Clara. An she stoppe 

givin’ ’em to ya. You always killed ’em.” 

^ Lennie looked sadly up at him. “They was so little, he said, 
apologetically. “I'd pet ’em, and pretty soon they bit my fingers 
and I pinched their heads a little and then they was dead- 

because they was so little. 

“I wish’t we’d get the rabbits pretty soon, George. They am t 

^°“The^hell with the rabbits. An’ you ain’t to be trusted with 
no live mice. Your Aunt Clara give you^a rubber mouse and 
you would’t have nothing to do with it. 

“It wasn’t no good to pet,” said Lennie. 

The flame of the sunset lifted from the mountain tops and 
dulk carLto the valley, and a half darkness c-e - a^oi^^^ 
the willows and the sycamores. A big carp rose to the 
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of the pool, gulped air and then sank mysteriously into the dark 
water again, leaving widening rings on the water. Overhead 
the leaves whisked again and little puffs of willow cotton blew 

down and landed on the pool's surface. 

“You gonna get that wood?” George demanded. iheres 
plenty right up against the back of that sycamore. Floodwater 

wood. Now you get it.” / j • j 

Lennie went behind the tree and brought out a litter of dried 
leaves and twigs. Pie threw them in a heap on the old ash 
pile and went back for more and more. It was almost night 
now. A dove’s wings whistled over the water. George walked 
to the fire and lighted the dry leaves. The flame cracked up 
among the twigs and fell to work. George undid his bindle 
and brought out three cans of beans. He stood them about the 
fire, close in against the blaze, but not quite touching the flame. 

“There's enough beans for four men,” George said, 

Lennie watched him from over the fire. He said patiently, I 
like ’em with ketchup.” 

“Well, we ain’t got any,” George exploded. “Whatever we 
ain’t got, that’s what you want. God a’mighty, if I was alone I 
could live so easy. I could go get a job an’ work, an’ no trouble. 
No mess at all, and when the end of the month came I could 
take my fifty bucks and go into town and get whatever I want. 
Why, I could stay in a eat house all night. I could eat any 
place I want, hotel or any place, and order any damn thing I 
could think of. An’ I could do all that every damn month. 
Get a gallon of whisky, or set in a pool room and play cards or 
shoot pool.” Lennie knelt and looked over the fire at the angry 
George. And Lennie’s face was drawn with terror. “An’ whatta 
I got," George went on furiously. “I got you! You can’t keep 
a job and you lose me ever’ job I get. Jus’ keep me shovin' all 
over the country all the time. An’ that ain’t the worst. You 
get in trouble. You do bad things and 1 got to get you out.” 
His voice rose nearly to a shout. “You crazy son-of-a-bitch. 
You keep me in hot water all the time.” He took on the 
elaborate manner of little girls when they are mimicking one 
another. “Jus’ wanted to feel that girl’s dress—jus’ wanted to 

pet it like it was a mouse- Well, how the hell did she know 

you jus’ wanted to feel her dress? She jerks back and you hold 
on like it was a mouse. She yells and we got to hide in a irriga¬ 
tion ditch all day with guys lookin’ for us, and we got to sneak 
out in the dark and get outta the country. All the time some¬ 
thin’ like that—all the time. I wisht I could put you in a cage 
with about a million mice an’ let you have fun.” His anger 
left him suddenly. He looked across the fire at Lennie’s 
anguished face, and then he looked ashamedly at the flames. 
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It was quite dark now, but the fire lighted the trunks of the 
trees and the curving branches overhead. Lennie crawled slowly 
and cautiously around the fire until he was close to George. 
He sat back on his heels. George turned the bean cans so that 
another side faced the fire. He pretended to be unaware of 
Lennie so close beside him. 

“George,” very softly. No answer. “George!” 

“Whatta you want?” 

“I was only foolin’, George. I don’t want no ketchup. I 
wouldn’t eat no ketchup if it was right here beside me.” 

“If it was here, you could have some.” 

“But I wouldn’t eat none, George. I’d leave it all for you. 
You could cover your beans with it and I wouldn’t touch none 
of it.” 

George still stared morosely at the fire. “When I think of 
the swell time I could have without you, I go nuts. I never 
get no peace.” 

Lennie still knelt. He looked off into the darkness across 
the river. “George, you want I should go away and leave you 
alone?” 

“Where the hell could you go?” 

“Well, I could. I could go off in the hills there. Some place 
I’d find a cave.” 

“Yeah? How’d you eat? You ain’t got sense enough to find 
nothing to eat.” 

“I’d find things, George. I don’t need no nice food with ket¬ 
chup. I’d lay out in the sun and nobody’d hurt me. An' if I 
foun’ a mouse, I could keep it. Nobody’d take it away from 
me. 

George looked quickly and searchingly at him. “I been mean, 
ain’t I ?” 

“If you don’t want me I can go off in the hills an’ find a cave. 
I can go away any time.” 

“No—look! I was jus’ foolin’, Lennie. ’Cause I want you to 
stay with me. Trouble with mice is you always kill ’em.” He 
paused. “Tell you what I’ll do, Lennie. First chance I get I’ll 
give you a pup. Maybe you wouldn’t kill it. That’d be better 
than mice. And you could pet it harder.” 

Lennie avoided the bait. He had sensed his advantage. “If 
you don’t want me, you only jus’ got to say so, and I’ll go off 
in those hills right there—right up in those hills and live by 
myself. An’ I won’t get no mice stole from me.” 

George said, “I want you to stay with me, Lennie. Jesus 
Christ, somebody’d shoot you for a coyote if you was by your¬ 
self. No, you stay with me. Your Aunt Clara wouldn’t like 
you running off by yourself, even if she is dead.” 
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Lennie spoke craftily, "Tell me—like you done before.” 

“Tell you what?” 

“About the rabbits.” 

George snapped, “You ain’t gonna put nothing over on me. 
Lennie pleaded, “Come on, George. Tell me. Please, George. 

Like you done before.” t.h a. n 

“You get a kick outta that, don’t you? Awright, 111 tell you, 

and then we’ll eat our supper. ...” 

George’s voice became deeper. He repeated his words 
rhythmically as though he had said them many times before. 
“Guys like us, that work on ranches, are the loneliest guys 
in the world. They got no family. They don’t belong no place. 
They come to a ranch an’ work up a stake and then they go into 
town and blow their stake, and the first thing you know they’re 
poundin’ their tail on some other ranch. They ain’t got nothing 
to look ahead to.” 

Lennie was delighted. “That’s it—that’s it. Now tell how 
it is with us.” 

George went on. “With us it ain’t like that. We got a 
future. \Ve got somebody to talk to that gives a damn about us. 
We don’t have to sit in no bar room Mowin’ in our jack jus’ 
because we got no place else to go. If them other guys &®ts 
in gaol they can rot for all anybody gives a damn. But not us.” 

Lennie broke in. **But not us! An* why? Because . . . because 
I got you to look after me, and you got me to look after you, and 
thaVswhy.*’ He laughed delightedly. “Go on now, George!” 
“You got it by heart. You can do it yourself.” 

“No, you. I forget some a’ the things. Tell about how it’s 
gonna be.” 

“O.K. Some day—we’re gonna get the jack together and 
we’re gonna have a little house and a couple of acres an’ a cow 
and some pigs and-” 

**An* live off the fatta the Ian*,** Lennie shouted. An’ have 
rabbits. Go on, George! Tell about what we’re gonna have in 
the garden and about the rabbits in the cages and about the rain 
in the winter and the stove, and how thick the cream is on the 
milk like you can hardly cut it. Tell about that, George.” 
“Why’n’t you do it yourself? You know all of it.” 

“No . . . you tell it. It ain't the same if I tell it. Go on . . . 
George. How I get to tend the rabbits.” 

“Well,” said George, “we’ll have a big vegetable patch and 
a rabbit hutch and chickens. And when it rains in the winter, 
we’ll just say the hell with goin* to work, and we’ll build up 
a fire in the stove and set around it an’ listen to the rain cornin’ 
down on the roof—Nuts!” He took out his pocket knife. “I 
ain’t got time for no more.” He drove his knife through the 
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top of one of the bean cans, sawed out the top and passed the 
can to Lennie. Then he opened a second can. From his side 
pocket he brought out two spoons and passed one of them to 
Lennie. 

They sat by the fire and filled their mouth with beans and 
chewed mightily. A few beans slipped out of the side of Len- 
nie’s mouth. George gestured with his spoon. “What you 
gonna say to-morrow when the boss asks you questions?” 

Lennie stopped chewing and swallowed. His face was con¬ 
centrated. “I ... I ain’t gonna . . . say a word.” 

“Good boy! That’s fine, Lennie! Maybe you’re gettin’better. 
When we get the coupla acres I can let you tend the rabbits 
all right. ’Specially if you remember as good as that.” 

Lennie choked with pride. “I can remember,” he said. 

George motioned with his spoon. “Look, Lennie. I want 
you to look around here. You can remember this place, can’t 
you? The ranch is about a quarter mile up that way. Just 
follow the river?” 

“Sure,” said Lennie. “I can remember this. Di’n’t I remem¬ 
ber about not gonna say a word?” 

“ ’Course you did. Well, look. Lennie—if you jus’ happen 
to get in trouble like you always done before, I want you to 
come right here an' hide in the brush.” 

“Hide in the brush,” said Lennie slowly. 

“Hide in the brush till I come for you. Can you remember 
that?” 

“Sure I can, George. Hide in the brush till you come.” 

“But you ain't gonna get in no trouble, because if you do, I 
won’t let you tend the rabbits.” He threw hts empty bean can 
off into the brush. 

“I won’t get in no trouble, George. I ain’t gonna say a 
word.” 

“O.K. Bring your bindle over here by the fire. It’s gonna 
be nice sleepin’ here. Lookin' up, and the leaves. Don t build 
up no more fire. We’ll let her die down.” 

They made their beds on the sand, and as the blaze dropped 
from the fire the sphere of light grew smaller; the curhng 
branches disappeared and only a faint glimmer showed where 
the tree trunks were. From the darkness Lennie called, 

“George—you asleep?” 

“No. Whatta you want?” 

“Let’s have different colour rabbits. George.” 

“Sure we will,” George said sleepily. “Red and blue and 

green rabbits, Lennie. Millions of em. 

“Furry ones, Ge«rge, like I seen in the fair in Sacramento. 

“Sure, furry ones.” 
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“'Cause I can jus’ as well go away, George, an’ live in a 
cave.” 

“You can jus’ as well go to hell,” said George. “Shut up 
now.” 

The red light dimmed on the coals. Up the hill from the river 
a coyote yammered, and a dog answered from the other side 
of the stream. The sycamore leaves whispered in a little night 
breeze. 


T he bunkhouse was a long, rectangular building. Inside, 
the walls were whitewashed and the floor unpainted. In 
three walls there were small, square windows, and in the fourth, 
a solid door with a wooden latch. Against the walls were 
eight bunks, five of them made up with blankets and the other 
three showing their burlap ticking. Over each bunk there was 
nailed an apple box with the opening forward so that it made 
two shelves for the personal belongings of the occupant of the 
bunk. And these shelves were loaded with little articles, soap 
and talcum poi^der, razors and those Western magazines ranch 
men love to read and scoff at and secretly believe. And there 
were medicines on the shelves, and little vials, combs; and from 
nails on the box sides, a few neckties. Near one there was a 
black cast-iron stove, its stove-pipe going straight up through 
the ceiling. In the middle of the room stood a big square table 
littered with playing cards, and around it were grouped boxes 
for the players to sit on. 

At about ten o'clock in the morning the sun threw a bright 
dust-laden bar through one of the side windows, and in and out 
of the beam flies shot like rushing stars. 

The wooden latch raised. The door opened and a tall, stoop¬ 
shouldered old man came in. He was dressed in blue jeans and 
he carried a big push-broom in his left hand. Behind him came 
George, and behind George, Lennie. 

^ ‘‘The boss was expectin’ you last night,” the old man said. 

was sore as hell when you wasn’t here to go out this morn¬ 
ing.” He pointed with his right arm, and out of the sleeve 
came a round stick-like wrist, but no hand, “You can have 

them two beds there,” he said, indicating two bunks near the 
stove, 

George stepped over and threw his blankets down on the 
burlap sack of straw that was a mattress. He looked into his 
Dox shelf and then picked a small yellow can from it. “Say. 
What the hell’s this?” 

I don’t know,” said the old man. 
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"Says ‘positively kills lice, roaches and other scourges.’ What 
the hell kind of bed you giving us, anyways. We don’t want 
no pants rabbits.” 

The old swamper shifted his broom and held it between his 
elbow and his side while he held out his hand for the can. He 

studied the label carefully. "Tell you what-” he said finally, 

"last guy that had this bed was a blacksmith—hell of a nice 
fella and as clean a guy as you want to meet. Used to wash 
his hands even after he ate.” 

"Then how come he got greybacks?” George was working 
up a slow anger. Lennie put his bindle on the neighbouring 
bunk and sat down. He watched George with open mouth. 

“Tell you what,” said the old swamper. "This here black¬ 
smith—name of Whitey—was the kind of guy that would put 
that stuff around even if there wasn’t no bugs—^just to make 
sure, see? Tell you what he used to do—at meals he’d peel 
his boil’ potatoes, an’ he’d take out ever’ little spot, no matter 
what kind, before he’d eat it. And if there was a red splotch 
on an egg, he’d scrape it off. Finally quit about the food. That’s 
the kinda guy he was—clean. Used ta dress up Sundays even 
when he wasn’t going no place, put on a necktie even, and then 
set in the bunkhouse.” 

“I ain’t so sure,” said George sceptically. "What did you say 
he quit for?” 

The old man put the yellow can in his pocket, and he rubbed 
his bristly white whiskers with his knuckles. "Why . . . he . . . 
just quit, the way a guy will. Says it was the food. Just wanted 
to move. Didn’t give no other reason but the food. Just says 
‘gimme my time’ one night, the way any guy would.” 

George lifted his tick and looked underneath it. He leaned 
over and inspected the sacking closely. Immediately Lennie 
got up and did the same with his bed. Finally George seemed 
satisfied. He unrolled his bindle and put things on the shelf, 
his razor and bar of soap, his comb and bottle of pills, his lini¬ 
ment and leather wristband. Then he made his bed up neatly 
with blankets. The old man said, “I guess the boss’ll be out 
here in a minute. He was sure burned when you wasn t 
this morning. Come right in when we was eatin breakfast and 
says, ‘Where the hell’s them new men?’ An he give the stable 

buck hell, too.” ^ , 

George patted a wrinkle out of his bed, and sat down. Give 

the stable buck hell?” he asked. 

"Sure. Ya see the stable buck’s a nigger. 

"Nigger, huh?” , , 

"Yeah. Nice fella, too. Got a crooked back where a horse 

kicked him. The boss gives him hell when he’s mad. But the 
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Stable buck don’t give a damn about that He reads a lot. Got 
books in his room.” 

“What kind of a guy is the boss?” George asked. 

“Well, he’s a pretty nice fella. Gets pretty mad sometimes, 
but he’s pretty nice. Tell ya what—know what he done Christ¬ 
mas? Brang a gallon of whisky right in here and says, ‘Drink 
hearty, boys. Christmas comes but once a year.’ ” 

“The hell he did! Whole gallon?” 

“Yes, sir. Jesus, we had fun. They let the nigger come in 
that night. Little skinner name of Smitty took after the nigger. 
Done pretty good, too. The guys wouldn’t let him use his feet, 
so the nigger got him. If he coulda used his feet, Smitty says 
he woulda killed the nigger. The guys said on account of the 
nigger’s got a crooked back, Smitty can’t use his feet.” He 
paused in relish of the memory. “After that the guys went into 
Soledad and raised hell. I didn’t go in there. I ain’t got the 
poop no more.” 

Lennie was just finishing making his bed. The wooden latch 
raised again and the door opened. A little stocky man stood in 
the open doorway. He wore blue jean trousers, a flannel shirt, 
a black, unbuttoned vest and a black coat. His thumbs were 
stuck in his belt, on each side of a square steel buckle. On his 
head was a soiled brown Stetson hat, and he wore high-heeled 
boots and spurs to prove he was not a labouring man. 

The old swamper looked quickly at him, and then shuffled 
to the door rubbing his whiskers with his knuckles as he went. 
“Them guys just come,” he said, and shuffled past the boss and 
out the door. 

The boss stepped into the room with the short, quick steps of 
a fat-legged man. “I wrote Murray and Ready I wanted two 
men this morning. You got your work slips?” George reached 
into his pocket and produced the slips and handed them to the 
boss. ‘It wasn’t Murray and Ready’s fault. Says right here on 
the slip that you was to be here for work this morning.” 

George looked down at his feet. “Bus driver give us a bum 
steer, he said. “We hadda walk ten miles. Says we was here 
wl^n we wasn’t. We couldn’t get no rides in the morning.” 

Ihe boss squinted his eyes. “Well, I had to send out the 

gram teams short two buckers. Won’t do any good to go out 

now till after dinner,” He pulled his time book out of his pocket 

and opened it where a pencil was stuck between the leaves. 

^eorge scowled meaningfully at Lennie, and Lennie nodded to 

snow that he understood. The boss licked his pencil. “What’s 
your name? 

“George Milton,” 

‘And what’s yours?” 
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George said, “His name’s Lennie Small.” 

The names were entered in the book. “Le's see, this is the 
twentieth, noon the twentieth.” He closed the book. “Where 
you boys been working?” 

“Up around Weed,” said George. 

“You. too?” to Lennie. 

“Yeah, him, too,” said George. 

The boss pointed a playful finger at Lennie. “He ain’t much 
of a talker, is he?” 

“No, he ain’t, but he’s sure a hell of a good worker. Strong 
as a bull.” 


Lennie smiled to himself. “Strong as a bull,” he repeated. 
George scowled at him, and Lennie dropped his head in shame 
at having forgotten. 

The boss said suddenly, “Listen, Small!” Lennie raised his 
head. “What can you do?” 

In a panic, Lennie looked at George for help. “He can do 
anything you tell him,” said George. “He’s a good skinner. 
He can rassel grain bags, drive a cultivator. He can do any¬ 
thing. Just give him a try.” 

The boss turned on George. “Then why don’t you let him 
answer? What you trying to put over?” 

George broke in loudly, “Oh! I ain’t saying he’s bright. He 

ain’t. But I say he’s a God damn good worker. He can put 

up a four hundred pound bale.” 

The boss deliberately put the little book in his pocket. He 
hooked his thumbs in his belt and squinted one eye nearly 
closed. “Say—what you sellin’?” 

"Huh?” ^ 

“I said what stake you got in this guy? You takin his pay 

away from him?” . t • 

“No, ’course I ain’t. Why ya think I’m sellin him out? 
“Well, I never seen one guy take so much trouble for another 
guy. I just like to know what your interest is.” ^ ^ 

George said, "He’s my . . . cousin. I told his old >ady I d 
take care of him. He got kicked in the head by a ho-se when 
he was a kid. He’s awright. Just ain’t bright. But he can do 

snvthin^ you tell him.” , , j 

The boss turned half away. “Well, God knows he don t need 

any brains to buck barley bags. But don’t you try to put noth¬ 
ing over, Milton. I got my eye on you. Why d you quit in 

Weed?” ^ 

“Job was done,” said George promptly. 

“What kinda job?” , 

“We ... we was diggin’ a cesspool. 

“All right. But don’t try to put nothing over, cause you 
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can’t gtt away with nothing. I seen wise guys before. Go on 
out with the grain teams after dinner. They’re pickin’^ up barley 
at the threshing machine. Go out with Slim s team. 

“Slim?” 

“Yeah. Big tall skinner. You’ll see him at dinner.” He 
turned abruptly and went to the door, but before he went out 
he turned and looked for a long moment at the two men. 

When the sound of his footstep had died away, George turned 
on Lennie. “So you wasn’t gonna say a word. You was gonna 
leave your big flapper shut and leave me do the talkin’. Damn 
near lost us the job.” 

Lennie stared hopelessly at his hands. “I forgot, George.” 

“Yeah, you forgot. You always forget, an’ I got to talk you 
out of it.” He sat down heavily on the bunk. “Now he’s got 
his eye on us. Now we got to be careful and not make no 
slips. You keep your big flapper shut after this.” He fell 
morosely silent. 

“George.” 

“What do you want now?” 

“I wasn’t kicked in the head with no horse, was I, George?” 

“Be a damn good thing if you was,” George said viciously. 
“Save ever’body a hell of a lot of trouble.” 

“You said I was your cousin, George.” 

“Well, that was a lie. An’ I’m damn glad it was. If I was a 
relative of yours I’d shoot myself.” He stopped suddenly, step¬ 
ped to the open front door and peered out. “Say, what the hell 
you doin’ listenin’?” 


The old man came slowly into the room. He had his broom 
in his hand. And at his heels there walked a dragfooted sheep- 
&rey of muzzle, and with pale, blind old eyes. The dog 
struggled lamely to the side of the room and lay down, grunting 
softly to himself and licking his grizzled, moth-eaten coat. The 
swamper watched him until he w'as settled. “I wasn’t listenin’. 
I was jus’ standin’ in the shade a minute scratchin’ my dog, I 
jus’ now finished swampin’ out the wash house.” 

You was pokin’ your big ears into our business,” George 
said. “I don’t like nobody to get nosey.” 

The old man looked uneasily from George to Lennie, and 
then back. “I jus’ come there,” he said. “I didn’t hear nothing 
you ^ys was sayin’. I ain’t interested in nothing you was 
sayin’. A guy on a ranch don’t never listen nor he don’t ast 
no questions.” 

. J^^nin right he don’t,” said George, slightly mollified, “not 
It he wants to stay workin’ long.” But he was reassured by 
the swamper’s defence. “Come on in and set down a minute,” 
he said. “That’s a hell of an old dog.” 
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“Yeah. I had ’em ever since he was a pup. God, he was a 
good sheep dog when he was younger.” He stood his broom 
against the wall and he rubbed his white bristled cheek with 
his knuckles. “How’d you like the boss?” he asked. 

“Pretty good. Seemed awright.” 

“He’s a nice fella,” the swamper agreed. “You got to take 
him right.” 

At that moment a young man came into the bunk house; a 
thin young man with a brown face, with brown eyes and a 
head of highly curled hair. He wore a work glove on his left 
hand, and, like the boss, he wore high-heeled boots. “Seen my 
old man?” he asked. 

The swamper said, “He was here jus’ a minute ago, Curley. 
Went over to the cook house, I think.” 

“I’ll try to catch him,” said Curley. His eyes passed over 
the new men and he stopped. He glanced coldly at George 
and then at Lennie. His arms gradually bent at the elbows 
and his hands closed into fists. He stiffened and went into a 
slight crouch. His glance was at once calculating and pug¬ 
nacious. Lennie squirmed under the look and shifted his feet 
nervously. Curley stepped gingerly close to him. “You the 
new guys the old man was waitin’ for?” 

“We just come in,” said George. 

“Let the big guy talk.” 

Lennie twisted with embarrassment. 

George said, “S’pose he don’t want to talk?” 

Curley lashed his body around. “By Christ, he’s gotta talk 
when he’s spoken to. What the hell are you gettin’ into it for?” 

“We travel together,” said George coldly. 

“Oh, so it’s that way.” 

George was tense, and motionless. “Yeah, it’s that way.” 

Lennie was looking helplessly to George for instruction. 

“An’ you won’t let the big guy talk, is that it?” 

“He can talk if he wants to tell you anything.” He nodded 
slightly to Lennie. 

“We jus’ come in,” said Lennie softly. 

Curley stared levelly at him. “Well, nex’ time you answer 
when you’re spoke to.” He turned toward the door and walked 
out, and his elbows were still bent out a little. 

George watched him out, and then he turned back to the 

swamper. “Say, what the hell’s he got on his shoulder? Lennie 

didn’t do nothing to him.” 

The old man looked cautiously at the door to make sure no 
one was listening. “That’s the boss’s son,”^ he said qui^ y- 
“Curley’s pretty handy. He done quite a bit in the ring, tie s 

a lightweight, and he’s handy.” 
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“Well, let him be handy,” said George. “He don’t have to 
take after Lennie. Lennie didn’t do nothing to him. What’s he 
got against Lennie?” 

The swamper considered.“Well . . . tell you what. 

Curley’s like a lot of little guys. He hates big guys. He’s alia 
time picking scraps with big guys. Kind of like he’s mad at 
’em because he ain’t a big guy. You seen little guys like that, 
ain’t you? Always scrappy?” 

“Sure,” said George. “I seen plenty tough little guys. So 
this Curley better not make no mistakes about Lennie. Lennie 
ain’t handy, but this Curley punk is gonna get hurt if he messes 
around with Lennie.” 

“Well, Curley’s pretty handy,” the swamper said sceptically. 
“Never did seem right to me. S’pose Curley jumps a big guy 
an’ licks him. Ever’body says what a game guy Curley is. 
And s’pose he does the same thing and gets licked. Then ever’¬ 
body says the big guy oughtta pick somebody his own size, 
and maybe they gang up on the big guy. Never did seem 
right to me. Seems like Curley ain’t givin’ nobody a chance.” 

George was watching the door. He said ominously, “Well, 
he better watch out for Lennie. Lennie ain’t no fighter, but 
Lennie’s strong and quick and Lennie don’t know no rules.” 
He walked to the square table and sat down on one of the 

boxes. He gathered some of the cards together and shuffled 
them. 

The old man sat down on another box. “Don’t tell Curley 
I said none of this. He’d slough me. He just don’t give a 
damn. Won’t ever get canned ’cause his old man’s the boss.” 

George cut the cards and began turning them over, looking 
at each one and throwing it down on a pile. He said, “This 
guy Curley sounds like a son-of-a-bitch to me. I don’t like 
mean little guys.” 

“Seems to me like he’s worse lately,” said the swamper. “He 

got married a couple of weeks ago. Wife lives over in the boss’s 

house. Seems like Curley is cockier’n ever since he got mar¬ 
ried.” 

George grunted, “Maybe he’s showin’ off for his wife.” 

The swamper warmed to his gossip. “You seen that glove 
on his left hand?” 

‘‘Yeah. I seen it.” 

^ Well, that glove’s fulla vaseline.” 

..vaseline? What the hell for?” 

„ f. ’t ? what—Curley says he’s keepin’ that hand 

soft for his wife,” 

George studied the cards absorbedly. “That’s a dirty thing 
to tell around,” he said. s 
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The old man was reassured. He had drawn a derogatory 
statement from George. He felt safe now, and he spoke more 
confidently. “Wait'll you see Curley’s wife.” 

George cut the cards again and put out a solitaire lay, slowly 
and deliberately. “Purty?” he asked casually 

“Yeah. Purty . . . but-” 

George studied his cards. “But what?” 

“Well—she got the eye.” 

“Yeah? Married two weeks and got the eye? Maybe that’s 
why Curley’s pants is full of ants.” 

“I seen her give Slim the eye. Slim’s a jerkline skinner. Hell 
of a nice fella. Slim don’t need to wear no high-heeled boots 
on a grain team. I seen her give Slim the eye. Curley never 
seen it. An’ I seen her give Carlson the eye.” 

George pretended a lack of interest. “Looks like we was 
gonna have fun.” 

The swamper stood up from his box. “Know what I think? 
George did not answer. “Well, I think Curley s married ... a 
tart.” 

“He ain’t the first,” said George. “There’s plenty done that. 

The old man moved toward the door, and his ancient dog 
lifted his head and peered about, and then got painfully to his 
feet to follow. “I gotta be settin’ out the wash basins for the 
guys. The teams’ll be in before long. You guys gonna buck 
barley?” 

“Yeah.” 

“You won’t tell Curley nothing I said?” 


“Hell, no.” 

“Well, you look her over, mister. You see if she am t a tart. 
He stepped out the door into the brilliant sunshine. 

George laid down his cards thoughtfully, turned his piles of 
three. He built four clubs on his ace pile. The sun square was 
on the floor now. and the flies whipped through it like sparks. A 
sound of jingling harness and the croak of heavy-laden ax es 
sounded from outside. From the distance came a clear call. 
“Stable Buck—ooh, stable Buck!” And then, “Where the hell 


is that God damn nigger?” 

George stared at his solitaire hand, and then he flounced the 
cards together and turned around to Lenme. Lennie was lying 
down on the bunk watching him. 

“Look. Lennie! This here ain’t no set up. I m 7®^ 

gonna have trouble with that Curley guy. I seen that be 

fore. He was kinda feelin’ you out. He figures he s got you 

scared and he’s gonna take a sock at you the first chance he 


gets.” 
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Lennie’s eyes were frightened. “I don’t want no trouble,” he 
said plaintively. “Don’t let him sock me, George.” 

George got up and went over to Lennie’s bunk and sat down 
on it. “I hate that kinda bastard,” he said. “I seen plenty of 
’em. Like the old guy says, Curley don’t take no chances. He 
always wins.” He thought for a moment. “If he tangles with 
you, Lennie, we’re gonna get the can. Don’t make no mistake 
about that. He’s the boss's son. Look, Lennie. You try to 
keep away from him, will you? Don’t never speak to him. If 
he comes in here you move clear to the other side of the room. 
Will you do that, Lennie?” 

“I don’t want no trouble,” Lennie mourned. “I never done 
nothing to him,” 

“Well, that won’t do you no good if Curley wants to plug 
himself up for a fighter. Just don't have nothing to do with 
him. Will you remember?” 

“Sure, George. I ain’t gonna say a word.” 

The sound of the approaching grain teams was louder, thud 
of big hooves on hard ground, drag of brakes and the jingle of 
trace chains. Men were calling back and forth from the teams. 
George, sitting on the bunk beside Lennie, frowned as he 
thought. Lennie asked timidly, “You ain’t mad, George?” 

“I ain’t mad at you. I’m mad at this here Curley bastard. I 
hoped we was gonna get a little stake together—maybe a 
hundred dollars.” His tone grew decisive. “You keep away 
from Curley, Lennie.” 

“Sure I will, George. I won’t say a word.” 

“Don’t let him pull you in—but—if the son-of-a-bitch socks 
you—let ’im have it.” 

“Let ’im have what, George?” 

“Never mind, never mind. I’ll tell you when. I hate that 
kind of a guy. Look, Lennie, if you get in any kind of trouble, 
you remember what I told you to do?” 

Lennie raised up on his elbow. His face contorted with 
thought. Then his eyes moved sadly to George's face. “If I 
get in any trouble, you ain’t gonna let me tend the rabbits.” 

‘That’s not what I meant. You remember where we slep’ 
last night? Down by the river?” 

“Yeah. I remember. Oh, sure I remember! I go there an’ 
hide in the brush.” 

^ “Hide till I come for you. Don’t let nobody see you. Hide 
brush by the river. Say that over.” 

^ Hide in the brush by the river, down in the brush by the 
river.” 

“If you get in trouble.” 

H I get in trouble.” 
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A brake screeched outside. A call came, “Stable—Buck. Oh! 
Sta-able Buck.” 

George said, “Say it over to yourself, Lennie, so you won’t 
forget it.” 

Both men glanced up, for the rectangle of sunshine in the 
doorway was cut off. A girl was standing there looking in. 
She had full, rouged lips and wide-spaced eyes, heavily made 
up. Her fingernails were red. Her hair hung in little rolled 
clusters, like sausages. She wore a cotton house dress and red 
mules, on the insteps of which were little bouquets of red 
ostrich feathers. “I’m lookin’ for Curley,” she said. Her voice 
had a nasal, brittle quality. 

George looked away from her and then back. “He was in 
here a minute ago, but he went.” 

“Oh I” She put her hands behind her back and leaned against 
the door frame so that her body was thrown forward. “You’re 
the new fellas that just come, ain’t ya?” 

“Yeah.” 

Lennie’s eyes moved down over her body, and though she 
did not seem to be looking at Lennie she bridled a little. She 
looked at her fingernails. “Sometimes Curley's in here,” she 
explained. 

George said brusquely, “Well, he ain’t now.” 

“If he ain’t, I guess I better look some place else,” she said 
playfully. 

Lennie watched her, fascinated. George said, “If I see him. 
I’ll pass the word you was looking for him.” 

She smiled archly and twitched her body. “Nobody can t 
blame a person for lookin’,” she said. There were footsteps be¬ 
hind her, going by. She turned her head. “Hi, Slim,” she said. 

Slim’s voice came through the door. “Hi, Good-lookin. 

“I’m tryin’ to find Curley, Slim.” 

“Well, you ain’t tryin’ very hard. I seen him goin' in your 

house.” , 

She was suddenly apprehensive. “ ’Bye, boys,” she called 

into the bunk house, and she hurried away. 

George looked around at Lennie. “Jesus, what a tramp! he 
said. “So that’s what Curley picks for a wife.” 

“She’s purty,” said Lennie defensively. . j / 

“Yeah, and she’s sure hidin’ it. Curley got^his work ahead ot 
him. Bet she’d clear out for twenty bucks.” ^ 

Lennie still stared at the doorway where she had been, ws « 
she was purty.” He smiled admiringly. George looked quickly 
down at him and then he took him by an ear and shook him. 

“Listen to me, you crazy bastard,” he said fiercely. on 
you even take a look at that bitch. I don’t care what she says 
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and what she does. I seen ’em poison before, but I never seen 
no piece of gaol bait worse than her. You leave her be. 

Lennie tried to disengage his ear. “I never done nothing, 

George.” . 

“No, you never. But when she was standin in the doorway 

showin’ her legs, you wasn’t lookin’ the other way, neither.” 

“I never meant no harm, George. Honest, I never.” 

“Well, you keep away from her, ’cause she’s a rat-trap if I 
ever seen one. You let Curley take the rap. He let himself in 
for it. Glove fulla vaseline,” George said disgustedly. ”An 
I bet he’s eatin’ raw eggs and writin’ to the patent medicine 

houses.” , 

Lennie cried out suddenly—don^ like this place, George* 
This ain’t no good place. I wanna get outa here.” 

“We gotta keep it till we get a stake. We can’t help it, 
Lennie. We’ll get out jus’ as soon as we can. I don’t like it no 
better than you do.” He went back to the table and set out a 
new solitaire hand. “No, I don’t like it,” he said. “For two 
bits I’d shove out of here. If we can get jus’ a few dollars in 
the poke we’ll shove off and go up the American River and pan 
gold. We can make maybe a couple of dollars a day there, and 
we might hit a pocket.” 

Lennie leaned eagerly toward him. “Le’s go, George. Le's 
get outa here. It’s mean here.” 

“We gotta stay,” George said shortly. “Shut up now. The 
guys’ll be cornin’ in.” 

From the washroom nearby came the sound of running water 
and rattling basins. George studied the cards. “Maybe we 
oughtta wash up,” he said. “But we ain’t done nothing to get 
dirty.” 

A tall man stood in the doorway. He held a crushed Stetson 
hat under his arm while he combed his long, black, damp hair 
straight back. Like the others he wore blue jeans and a short 
denim jacket. When he had finished combing his hair he moved 
into the room, and he moved with a majesty only achieved by 
royalty and master craftsmen. He was a jerkline skinner, the 
prince of the ranch, capable of driving ten, sixteen, even twenty 
mules with a single line to the leaders. He was capable of 
killing a fly on the wheeler’s butt with a bull whip without 
touching the mule. There was a gravity in his manner and a 
quiet so profound that all talk stopped when he spoke. His 
authority was so great that his word was taken on any subject, 
be it politics or love. This was Slim, the jerkline skinner. His 
hatchet face was ageless. He might have been thirty-five or 

ear heard more than was said to him, and his slow 
speech had overtones not of thought, but of understanding be- 
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yond thought. His hands, large and lean, were as delicate in 
their action as those of a temple dancer. 

He smoothed out his crushed hat, creased it in the middle 
and put it on. He looked kindly at the two in the bunk house. 
*‘It’s brighter’n a bitch outside,” he said gently. “Can’t hardly 
see nothing in here. You the new guys?” 

“Just come,” said George. 

“Gonna buck barley?” 

“That’s what the boss says.” 

Slim sat down on a box across the table from George. He 
studied the solitaire hand that was upside down to him. “Hope 
you get on my team,” he said. His voice was very gentle. “I 
gotta pair of punks on my team that don’t know a barley bag 
from a blue ball. You guys ever bucked any barley?” 

“Hell, yes,” said George. “I ain’t nothing to scream about, 
but that big bastard there can put up more grain alone than 
most pairs can.” 

Lennie, who had been following the conversation back and 
forth with his eyes, smiled complacently at the compliment. 
Slim looked approvingly at George for having given the compli¬ 
ment. He leaned over the table and snapped the corner of a 
loose card. “You guys travel around together?” His tone was 
friendly. It invited confidence without demanding it. 

"Sure,” said George. “We kinda look after each other.” He 
indicated Lennie with his thumb. “He ain’t bright. Hell of a 
good worker, though. Hell of a nice fella, but he ain’t bright. 
I’ve knew him for a long time.” 

Slim looked through George and beyond him. “Ain’t many 
guys travel around together,” he mused. “I don’t know why. 
Maybe ever'body in the whole damn world is scared of each 
other.” 

“It’s a lot nicer to go around with a guy you know,” said 
George. 

A powerful, big-stomached man came into the bunk house. 
His head still dripped water from the scrubbing and dousing. 
“Hi, Slim,” he said, and then stopped and stared at George 
and Lennie. 

“These guys jus’ come,” said Slim by way of introduction. 
^*Glad ta meet the big man said. ‘‘My name s Carlson. 
“I’m George Milton. This here’s Lennie Small. 

“Glad ta meet ya,” Carlson said again. “He ain’t very small. 
He chuckled softly at his joke. “Ain’t small at all, he repeated. 
“Meant to ask you, Slim—how’s your bitch? I seen she wasn 

under your waggon this morning.” -.r- t t 

“She slang her pups last night,” said Slim. Nine of cm.^^ 
drowned four of ’em right off. She couldn t feed that many. 
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“Got five left, huh?” 

“Yeah, five. I kept the biggest. 

“What kinda dogs you think they re gonna be. 

“I dunno,” said Slim. “Scmie kinda shepherds, I That s 

the most kind I seen arouncThere when she was m heat 

Carlson went on, “Got five pups, huh. Gonna keep all of 

“I dunno. Have to kee^ ’em a while so they can drink Lulu s 
millc 

Carlson said thoughtfully, “Well, looka here, Slim. I been 
thinkin’. That dog of Candy’s is so God damn old he can t 
hardly walk. Stinks like hell. too. Ever’ time he comes into 
the bunk house I can smell him for two, three days. Why n t 
you get Candy to shoot his old dog and give him one of the 
pups to raise up? I can smell that dog a mile away. Got no 
teeth, damn near blind, can’t eat. Candy feeds him milk. He 
can’t chew nothing else.” 

George had been staring intently at Slim. Suddenly a tri¬ 
angle began to ring outside, slowly at first, and then faster and 
faster until the beat of it disappeared into one ringing sound. 
It stopped as suddenly as it had started. 

“There she goes,” said Carlson. 

Outside, there was a burst of voices as a group of men went 
by. 

Slim stood up slowly and with dignity. “You guys better 
come on while they’s still something to eat. Won’t be nothing 
left in a couple of minutes.” 

Carlson stepped back to let Slim precede him, and then the 
two of them went out the door. 

Lennie was watching George excitedly. George rumpled his 
cards into a messy pile. “Yeah!” George said, “1 heard him, 
Lennie. I’ll ask him.” 

‘A brown and white one,” Lennie cried excitedly. 

'Come on. Le’s get dinner. I don’t know whether he got a 
brown and white one.” 

Lennie didn’t move from his bunk. “You ask him right away, 
George, so he won’t kill no more of ’em.” 

“Sure. Come on now, get up on your feet.” 

Lennie rolled off his bunk and stood up, and the two of them 
started for the door. Just as they reached it, Curley bounced 
in. 

“You seen a girl around here?” he demanded angrily. 

George said coldly. “ ’Bout half an hour ago maybe.” 

“Well, what the hell was she doin’?” 

George stood still, watching the angry little man. He said 
insultingly, “She said—she was lookin’ for you,” 


a 


it 


186 


OF MICE AND MEN 

Curley seemed really to see George for the first time. His 
eyes flashed over George, took in his height, measured his reach, 
looked at his trim middle. “Well, which way’d she go?” he 
demanded at last. 

“I dunno,” said George. “I didn’t watch her go.” 

Curley scowled at him, and turning, hurried out the door. 

George said, “Ya know, Lennie, I’m scared I’m gonna tangle 
with that bastard myself. I hate his guts. Jesus Christ! Come 
on. They won’t be a damn thing left to eat.” 

They went out the door. The sunshine lay in a thin line 
under the window. From a distance there could be heard a 
rattle of dishes. 

After a moment the ancient dog walked lamely in through 
the open door. He gazed about with mild, half-blind eyes. He 
sniflfed, and then lay down and put his head between his paws. 
Curley popped into the doorway again and stood looking into 
the room. The dog raised his head, but when Curley jerked out, 
the grizzled head sank to the floor again. 


A LTHOUGH there was evening brightness showing through 
the windows of the bunk house, inside it was dusk. Through 
the open door came the thuds and occasional clangs of a horse¬ 
shoe game, and now and then the sound of voices raised in 
approval or derision. 

Slim and George came into the darkening bunk house to¬ 
gether. Slim reached up over the card table and turned on the 
tin-shaded electric light. Instantly the table was brilliant with 
light, and the cone of the shade threw its brightness straight 
downward, leaving the corners of the bunk house still in dusk. 
Slim sat down on a box and George took his place opposite. 

“It wasn’t nothing,” said Slim. “I would of had to drowned 
most of ’em anyways. No need to thank me about that.” 

George said, “It wasn’t much to you, maybe, but it was a 
hell of a lot to him. Jesus Christ, I don’t know how we re 
gonna get him to sleep in here. He’ll want to sleep right out 
in the barn with ’em. We’ll have trouble keepin’ him from get¬ 
ting right in the box with them pups.” . 

“It wasn’t nothing,” Slim repeated. “Say, you sure was right 
about him. Maybe he ain’t bright, but I never seen such a 
worker. He damn near killed his partner buckin barley. i ere 
ain’t nobody can keep up with him. God awmighty I never 

seen such a strong guy.” t u >\\ 

George spoke proudly. “Jus’ tell Lennie what to do an he ii 

do it if it don’t take no figuring. He can’ think of nothing to do 
himself, but he sure can take orders.” 
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There was a clang of horseshoe on iron stake outside and a 
little cheer of voices. 

Slim moved back slightly so the light was not on his face. 
“Funny how you an’ him string along together. It was Slim s 

calm invitation to confidence. 

“What’s funny about it?” George demanded defensively. 

“Oh, I dunno. Hardly none of the guys ever travel together. 

I hardly never seen two guys travel together. You know how 
the hands are, they just come in and get their bunk and work 
a month, and then they quit and go out alone. Never seem 
to give a damn about nobody. It jus' seems kinda funny a 
cuckoo like him and a smart little guy like you travellin’ to¬ 
gether.” 

“He ain’t no cuckoo,” said George. “He’s dumb as hell, but 
he ain’t crazy. An’ I ain’t so bright neither, or I wouldn’t be 
buckin’ barley for my fifty and found. If I was bright, if I was 
even a little bit smart, I’d have my own little place, an’ I’d be 
bringin’ in my own crops, ’stead of doin’ all the work and not 
getting what comes up outa the ground.” George fell silent. 
He wanted to talk. Slim neither encouraged nor discouraged 
him. He just sat back quiet and receptive. 

“It ain’t so funny, him an’ me goin’ aroun’ together,” George 
said at last. “Him and me was both born in Auburn. I knowed 
his Aunt Clara. She took him when he was a baby and raised 
him up. When his Aunt Clara died, Lennie just come along 
with me out workin’. Got kinda used to each other after a little 
while.” 

“Umm,” said Slim. 

George looked over at Slim and saw the calm, God-like eyes 
fastened on him. “Funny,” said George. “I used to have a hell 
of a lot of fun with ’im. Used to play jokes on ’im ’cause he 
was too dumb to take care of ’imself. But he was too dumb 
even to know he had a joke played on him. I had fun. Made 
me seem God damn smart alongside of him. Why he’d do any 
damn thing I tol’ him. If I tol’ him to walk over a cliff, over 
he’d go. That wasn’t so damn much fun after a while. He 


never got mad about it, neither. I’ve beat the hell outa him, 
and he coulda bust every bone in my body jus’ with his ban’s, 
but he never lifted a finger against me.” George’s voice was 
taking on the tone of confession. “Tell you what made me 
stop that. One day a bunch of guys was standin’ around up 
on the Sacramento River. I was feelin’ pretty smart. I turns 
to Lennie and says, ‘Juntp in.’ An’ he jumps. Couldn’t swim 
A damn near drowned before we could get him. 

An he was so damn nice to me for pullin’ him out. Clean forgot 
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I told him to jump in. Well, I ain’t done nothin’ like that no 
more.” 

“He’s a nice fella,” said Slim. “Guy don’t need no sense to 
be a nice fella. Seems to me sometimes it jus’ works the other 
way around. Take a real smart guy and he ain’t hardly ever 
a nice fella.” 

George stacked the scattered cards and began to lay out his 
solitaire hand. The shoes thudded on the ground outside. At 
the windows the light of the evening still made the window 
squares bright. 

“I ain’t got no people,” George said. “I seen the guys that 
go around on the ranches alone. That ain’t no good. They 
don’t have no fun. After a long time they get mean. They get 
wantin’ to fight all the time.” 

“Yeah, they get mean,” Slim agreed. “They get so they don’t 
want to talk to nobody.” 

“ ’Course Lennie’s a God damn nuisance most of the time,” 
said George. “But you get used to goin’ around with a guy an’ 
you can’t get rid of him.” 

“He ain’t mean,” said Slim. “I can see Lennie ain’t a bit 
mean.” 

“ ’Course he ain’t mean. But he gets in trouble alia time be¬ 
cause he’s so God damn dumb. Like what happened in 

Weed-” He stopped, stopped in the middle of turning over 

a card. He looked alarmed and peered over at Slim. “You 
wouldn’t tell nobody?” 

“What’d he do in Weed?” Slim asked calmly. 

“You wouldn’ tell? . . . No, 'course you wouldn’.” 

“What’d he do in Weed?” Slim asked again. 

“Well, he seen this girl in a red dress. Dumb bastard like he 
is, he wants to touch ever’thing he likes. Just wants to feel it. 
So he reaches out to feel this red dress an’ the girl lets out a 
squawk, and that gets Lennie all mixed up, and he holds on 
'cause that’s the only thing he can think to do. Well, this girl 
squawks and squawks. I was jus’ a little bit off, and I heard 
all the yellin’, so I comes running, an’ by that time Lennie’s so 
scared all he can think to do is jus’ hold on. I socked him 
over the head with a fence picket to make him let go. He was 
so scairt he couldn’t let go of that dress. And he s so God 
damn strong, you know.” 

Slim’s eyes were level and unwinking. He nodded very slowly. 

“So what happens?” ^ , , 

George carefully built his line of solitaire cards. Well, t la 
girl rabbits in an’ tells the law she been raped. The guys in 
Weed start a party out to lynch Lennie. So we sit in a irriga¬ 
tion ditch under water all the rest of that day. Got on y our 
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heads sticking outa water, an’ up under the grass that sticks 
ourtrom the side of the ditch. An’ that night we scrammed outa 

‘^SHm sat in silence for a moment. “Didn’t hurt the girl none, 
huh?” he asked finally. 

"Hell no. He just scared her. I’d be scared, too, if he grab¬ 
bed me’ But he never hurt her. He jus’ wanted to touch that 
red dress, like he wants to pet them pups all the time. 

"He ain’t mean,” said Slim. "I can tell a mean guy a mile 

off.” , *, ■ T 

" ’Course he ain’t, and he’ll do any damn thing i - 

Lennie came in through the door. He wore his blue denim 

coat over his shoulders like a cape, and he walked hunched way 

"Hi, Lennie,” said George. “How you like the pup now? 
Lennie said breathlessly, “He’s brown an’ white jus like 
wanted.” He went directly to his bunk and lay down and turned 

his face to the wall and drew up his knees. • »» u 

George put down his cards very deliberately. “Lennie, he 

said sharply. ^ 

Lennie twisted his neck and looked over his shoulder. Huh? 


“What you want, George?” 

“I tol’ you couldn’t bring that pup in here.” 

“What pup, George? I ain’t got no pup.” 

George went quickly to him, grabbed him by the shoulder and 
rolled him over. He reached down and picked the tiny puppy 
from where Lennie had been concealing it against his stomach. 

Lennie sat up quickly. “Give ’um to me, George.” 

George said, “You get right up an’ take this pup back to the 
nest. He’s gotta sleep with his mother. You want to kill him? 
Just born last night an’ you take him out of the nest. You 
take him back or I’ll tell Slim not to let you have him.” 

Lennie held out his hands pleadingly. “Give 'um to me, 
George. I’ll take ’um back. I didn’t mean no harm, George. 
Honest, I didn’t. I jus’ wanted to pet ’um a little.” 

George handed the pup to him. “Awright. You get him back 
there quick, and don’t you take him out no more. You’ll kill 
him, the first thing you know.” Lennie fairly scuttled out of 
the room. 


Slim had not moved. His calm eyes followed Lennie out the 
door. "Jesus,” he said. “He’s jus’ like a kid, ain’t he.” 

“Sure, he’s jes’ like a kid. There ain’t no more harm in him than 
a kid neither, except he’s so strong. I bet he won’t come in here 
to sleep to-night. He’ll sleep right alongside that box in the 
barn. Well—let him. He ain’t doin’ no harm out there.” 

It^was almost dark outside now. Old Candy, the swamper, 
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came in and went to his bunk, and behind him struggled his old 
dog. “Hello, Slim. Hello, George. Didn’t neither of you play 
horseshoes?” 

“I don’t like to play ever’ night,” said Slim. 

Candy went on, “Either you guys got a slug of whisky? I 
gotta gut ache.” 

“I ain’t,” said SHm. “I’d drink it myself if I had, an' I ain’t 
got a gut ache neither.” 

“Gotta bad gut ache,” said Candy. “Them God damn turnips 
give it to me. I knowed they was going to before I ever eat 
’em.” 

The thick-bodied Carlson came in out of the darkening yard. 
He walked to the other end of the bunk house and turned on 
the second shaded light. “Darker’n hell in here,” he said. “Jesus, 
how that nigger can pitch shoes.” 

“He’s plenty good,” said Slim. 

“Damn right he is,” said Carlson. “He don’t give nobody 

else a chance to win-” He stopped and sniffed the air, and 

still sniffing, looked down at the old dog. “God awmighty, that 
dog stinks. Get him outa here. Candy! I don’t know nothing 
that stinks as bad as an old dog. You gotta get him out.” 

Candy rolled to the edge of his bunk. He reached over and 
patted the ancient dog, and he apologized, “I been around him 
so much I never notice how he stinks.” 

“Well, I can’t stand him in here,” said Carlson. “That stink 
hangs around even after he’s gone.” He walked over with his 
heavy-legged stride and looked down at the dog. “Got no teeth,’ 
he said. “He’s all stiff with rheumatism. He ain’t no good to 
you. Candy. An’ he ain’t no good to himself. Why’n’t you 
shoot him, Candy?” 

The old man squirmed uncomfortably. “Well—hell I had 
him so long. Had him since he was a pup. I herded sheep 
with him.” He said proudly, “You wouldn’t think it to look at 
him now, but he was the best damn sheep dog I ever seen.” 

George said, “I seen a guy in Weed that had an Airedale 
could herd sheep. Learned it from the other dogs.” ^ 

Carlson was not to be put off. “Look, Candy. This ol dog 
jus’ suffers hisself all the time. If you was to take him out and 
shoot him right in the back of the head”—he leaned over and 
pointed—“right there, why, he’d never know what hit him. ^ 

Candy looked about unhappily. “No,” he said softly. No, 

I couldn’t do that. I had ’em too long.” 

“He don’t have no fun,” Carlson insisted. “And he stinks to 
beat hell. Tell you what. I'll shoot him for you. Then it won t 

be you that does it.” , , , u** 

Candy threw his legs off his bunk. He scratched the white 
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stubble whiskers on his cheek nervously.^^ “I’m so used to him,” 

he said softly. "I had him from a pup. 

“Well you ain’t bein’ kind to him keepin him alive, said 

Carlson. “Look, Slim’s bitch got a litter right now. bet Shm 
would give you one of them pups to raise up, wouldn t you, 

^^The skinner had been studying the old dog with his calm^ 

eyes. “Yeah,” he said. “You can have a pup if you want to. 

He seemed to shake himself free for speech. Carl s Candy. 

That dog ain't no good to himself. 1 wisht somebody s shoot 

me if I get old an’ a cripple.” 

Candy looked helplessly at him, for Slim’s opinions were law. 
“Maybe it’d hurt him,” he suggested. “I don’t mind takin care 

of him.” , , . f 1 4 .U 

Carlson said, “The way I’d shoot him, he wouldn t feel_ noth¬ 
ing. I’d put the gun right there.” He pointed with his toe. 
“Right back of the head. He wouldn’t even quiver.” 

Candy looked for help from face to face. It was quite dark 
outside by now. A young labouring man came in. His sloping 
shoulders were bent forward and he walked heavily on his heels, 
as though he carried the invisible grain bag. He went to his 
bunk and put his hat on his shelf. Then he picked a pulp maga¬ 
zine from his shelf and brought it to the light over the table. 
“Did I show you this, Slim?” he asked. 

“Show me what?” 

The young man turned to the back of the magazine, put it 
down on the table and pointed with his finger. “Right there, 
read that.” Slim bent over it. “Go on,” said the young man. 
“Read it out loud.” 

‘“Dear Editor’”: Slim read slowly: “‘I read your mag for 
six years and I think it is the best on the market. I like 
stories by Peter Rand. I think he is a whing-ding. Give us 
more letters like the Dark Rider. I don’t write many letters. 
Just thought I would tell you I think your mag is the best 
dime’s worth I ever spent.’ ” 

Slim looked up questioningly. “What you want me to read 
that for?” 

Whit said, “Go on. Read the name at the bottom.” 

Slim read, “ ‘Yours for success, William Tenner.’ ” He glanced 
up at Whit again. “What you want me to read that for?” 

Whit closed the magazine impressively. “Don’t you remem¬ 
ber Bill Tenner? Worked here about three months ago?” 

Slim thought. . . . “Little guy?” he asked. “Drove a culti¬ 
vator?” 

“That’s him,” Whit cried. “That’s the guy!” 

“You think he’s the guy wrote this letter?” 
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“I know it. Bill and me was in here one day. Bill had one 
of them books that just come. He was lookin’ in it and he says, 
'I wrote a letter. Wonder if they put it in the book!’ But it 
wasn’t there. Bill says, ‘Maybe they’re savin’ it for later.’ An’ 
that’s just what they done. There it is.” 

"Guess you’re right,” said Slim. "Got it right in the book.” 

George held out his hand for the magazine. "Let’s look at 
it?” 

Whit found the place again, but he did not surrender his hold 
on it. He pointed out the letter with his forefinger. And then 
he went to his box shelf and laid the magazine carefully in. 
“I wonder if Bill seen it,” he said. "Bill and me worked in 
that patch of field peas. Run cultivators, both of us. Bill was 
a hell of a nice fella.” 

During the conversation Carlson had refused to be drawn in. 
He continued to look down at the old dog. Candy watched him 
uneasily. At last Carlson said, "If you want me to. I’ll put 
the old devil out of his misery right now and get it over with. 
Ain’t nothing left for him. Can’t eat, can’t see, can’t even walk 
without hurtin’.” 

Candy said hopefully, "You ain’t got no gun.” 

"The hell I ain’t. Got a Luger. It won’t hurt him none at 
all.” 

Candy said, "Maybe to-morra. Le’s wait till to-morra.” 

"I don’t see no reason for it,” said Carlson. He went to his 
bunk, pulled his bag from underneath it and took out a Luger 
pistol. "Le’s get it over with,” he said. "We can’t sleep with 
him stinkin’ around in here.” He put the pistol in his hip 
pocket. 

Candy looked a long time at Slim to try to find some reversal. 
And Slim gave him none. At last Candy said softly and hope¬ 
lessly, "Awright—take ’im.” He did not look down at the dog 
at all. He lay back on his bunk and crossed his arms behind 
his head and stared at the ceiling. 

From his pocket Carlson took a little leather thong. He 
stooped over and tied it around the old dog’s neck. All the 
except Candy watched him. "Come, boy. Come on, boy,’ he 
said gently. And he said apologetically to Candy, "He won t 
even feel it.” Candy did not move nor answer him. He twitched 
the thong. “Come on, boy.” The old dog got slowly and stiffly 
to his feet and followed the gently pulling leash. 

Slim said, “Carlson.” 

"Yeah?” 

"You knovv what to do.” 

"What ya mean, Slim?” 

"Take a shovel,” said Slim shortly. 
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"Oh, sure! I get you.” He led the dog out into the dark- 

"^Sorge followed to the door and shut the door and set the 
latch gfntly in its place. Candy lay rigidly on his bed staring 

stid^oudly, “One of my lead mules got a bad 
to get some tar on it.” His voice trailed off. It \%as silent 
outside. Carlson’s footsteps died away. The silence came into 

the room. And the silence lasted. . i 

George chuckled, *T bet Lcnnie’s right out there in the barn 

with his pup. He won’t want to come in here no more now he s 
""^SHni^Sd, “Candy, you can have any one of them pups you 


Candy did not answer. The silence fell on the room again. 
It came out of the night and invaded the room. George said, 
“Anybody like to play a little euchre?” 

“i’ll play out a few with you,” said Whit. 

They took places opposite each other at the table under the 
light, but George did not shuffle the cards. He rippled the edp 
of the deck nervously, and the little snapping noise drew the 
e)'^es of all the men in the room, so that he stopped doing it. 
The silence fell on the room again. A minute passed, and an¬ 
other minute. Candy lay still, staring at the ceiling. Slim 
gazed at him for a moment and then looked down at his hands; 
he subdued one hand with the other, and held it down. There 
came a little gnawing sound from under the floor and all the 
men looked down toward it gratefully. Only Candy continued 
to stare at the ceiling. 

“Sounds like there was a rat under there,” said George. ‘ We 


ought to get a trap down there.” 

Whit broke out, “What the hell’s takin’ him so long? Lay 
out some cards, why don’t you? We ain’t going to get no 
euchre played this way.” 

George brought the cards together tightly and studied the 
backs of them. The silence was in the room again. 

A shot sounded in the distance. The men looked quickly 
at the old man. Every head turned toward him. 

For a moment he continued to stare at the ceiling. Then 
he rolled slowly over and faced the wall and lay silent. 

George shuffled the cards noisily and dealt them. Whit drew 
a scoring board to him and set the pegs to start. Whit said, 
“I guess you guys really come here to work.” 

“How do ya mean?” George asked. 

Whit laughed. “Well, ya come on a Friday. You got two 
days to work till Sunday.” 
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“I don’t see how you figure,” said George. 

Whit laughed again. “You do if you been around these big 
ranches much. Guy that wants to look over a ranch comes in 
Sat’day afternoon. He gets Sat’day night supper an’ three 
meals on Sunday, and he can quit Monday mornin’ after break¬ 
fast without turning his hand. But you come to work Friday 
noon. You got to put in a day an’ a half no matter how you 
figure.” 

George looked at him levelly. “We’re gonna stick aroun’ a 
while,” he said. “Me an’ Lennie’s gonna roll up a stake.” 

The door opened quietly and the stable buck put in his head; 
a lean negro head, lined with pain, the eyes patient. “Mr. 
Slim.” 

Slim took his eyes from old Candy. “Huh? Oh! Hello, 
Crooks. What’s’a matter?” 

“You told me to warm up tar for that mule’s foot. I got it 
warm.” 

“Oh! Sure, Crooks. I’ll come right out an' put it on.” 

“I can do it if you want, Mr. Slim.” 

“No. I’ll come do it myself.” He stood up. 

Crooks said, “Mr. Slim.” 

“Yeah.” 

“That big new guy’s messin’ around your pups out in the 
barn.” 

“Well, he ain’t doin’ no harm. I give him one of them pups.” 

“Just thought I’d tell ya,” said Crooks. “He's takin' ’em outa 
the nest and handlin’ them. That won’t do them no good.” 

“He won’t hurt ’em,” said Slim. “I’ll come along with you 


now.” 

George looked up. “If that crazy bastard’s foolin' around too 
much, jus’ kick him out. Slim.” 

Slim followed the stable buck out of the room. 

George dealt and Whit picked up his cards and examined 
them. “Seen the new kid yet?” he asked. 

“What kid?” George asked. 

“Why, Curley’s new wife.” 

“Yeah, I seen her.” 

“Well, ain’t she a looloo?” 

“I ain’t seen that much of her,” said George. 


Whit laid down his cards impressively. “Well, stick around 
an’ keep your eyes open. You’ll see plenty. She ain t con¬ 
cealin’ nothing. I never seen nobody like her. She got the eve 
goin’ all the time on everybody. I bet she even gives the stable 
buck the eye. I don’t know what the hell she wants.” 

George asked casually, “Been any trouble since she got here. 

It was obvious that Whit was not interested in his cards. 
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He laid his hand down and George scooped it in. George laid 
out his deliberate solitaire hand—seven cards, and six on p, 

and five on top of those. ... *u 

Whit said, “I see what you mean. No, they am t been noth- 
yet. Curley’s got yella-jackets in his drawers, but that s 
aUso far. Ever’ time the guys is around she shows up.^ She s 
bokin’ for Curley, or she thought she lef somethin layin 

around and she’s lookin’ for it. Seems like she J 

from guys. An’ Curley’s pants is^just crawhn with ants, but 

they ain’t nothing come of it yet.” 

George said, “She’s gonna make a mess. They’s gonna be a 
bad mess about her. She’s a gaol bait all set on the trigger 
That Curley got his work cut out for him. ^ Ranch wth a bunch 
of guys on it ain’t no place for a girl, specially like her. 

Whit said, “If you got idears, you ought ta come in town with 
us guys to-morra night.” 


“Why? What’s doin’?” 

“Jus’ the usual thing. We go into old Susy s place. Hell of 
a nice place. Old Susy’s a laugh—always crackin' jokes. Like 
she says when we come up on the front porch las Sat day 
night. Susy opens the door and then she yells over her shoulder, 
'Get yor coats on, girls, here comes the sheriff.’ She never talks 
dirty, neither. Got five girls there.” 

“What’s it set you back?” George asked. 

“Two an’ a half. You can get a shot for two bits. Susy got 
nice chairs to set in, too. If a guy don’t want a flop, why he 
can just set in the chairs and have a couple or three shots and 
pass the time of day and Susy don’t give a damn. She am t 
Tushin’ guys through and kickin’ ’em out if they don t want a 
flop.” 

“Might go in and look the joint over,” said George. 

“Sure. Come along. It’s a hell of a lot of fun—her crackin 
jokes all the time. Like she says one time, she says, ‘I’ve knew 
people that if they got a rag rug on the floor an’ a kewpie doll 
lamp on the phonograph they think they’re running a parlour 
house.’ That’s Clara’s house she’s talkin’ about. An’ Susy says, 
'I know what you boys want,* she says. ‘My girls is clean,’ she 
says, ‘an’ there ain’t no water in my whisky,* she says. ‘If any 
you guys wanta look at a kewpie doll lamp an’ take your own 
chance gettin’ burned, why you know where to go.' An* she 
says, ‘There’s guys around here walkin’ bow-legged ’cause they 
like to look at a kewpie doll lamp,’ ” 

George asked, “Clara runs the other house, huh?” 

"Yeah,” said Whit. “We don’t never go there. Clara gets 
three bucks a crack and thirty-five cents a shot, and she don’t 
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crack no jokes. But Susy’s place is clean and she got nice 
chairs. Don’t let no goo-goos in, neither.” 

“Me an’ Lennie’s rollin’ up a stake,” said George. “I might 
go in an’ set and have a shot, but I ain’t puttin’ out no two and 
a half.” 

“Well, a guy got to have some fun sometime,” said Whit. 
The door opened and Lennie and Carlson came in together. 
Lennie crept to his bunk and sat down, trying not to attract 
attention. Carlson reached under his bunk and brought out his 
bag. He didn’t look at old Candy, who still faced the wall. 
Carlson found a little cleaning rod in the bag and a can of oil. 
He laid them on his bed and then brought out the pistol, took 
out the magazine and snap'ped the loaded shell from the cham¬ 
ber. Then he fell to cleaning the barrel with the little rod. 
When the ejector snapped. Candy turned over and looked for a 
moment at the gun before he turned back to the wall again. 
Carlson said casually, “Curley been in yet?” 

“No,” said Whit. “What's eatin’ on Curley?” 

Carlson squinted down the barrel of his gun. “Lookin’ for 
his old lady. I seen him going round and round outside.” 

Whit said sarcastically, “He spends half his time lookin’ for 
her, and the rest of the time she’s lookin’ for him.” 

Curley burst into the room excitedly. “Any you guys seen 
my wife?” he demanded. 

“She ain’t been here,” said Whit. 

Curley looked threateningly about the room. “Where the hell’s 
Slim?” 

“Went out in the barn,” said George. “He was gonna put 
some tar on a split hoof.” 

Curley’s shoulders dropped and squared. “How long ago’d 
he go?” 

“Five—ten minutes.” 

Curley jumped out the door and banged it after him. 

Whit stood up. “I guess maybe I’d like to see this,” he said. 
“Curley’s just spoilin’ or he wouldn’t start for Slim. An Cur¬ 
ley’s handy, God damn handy. Got in the finals for the Golden 
Gloves. He got newspaper clippings about it.” He considered. 
“But jus’ the same, he better leave Slim alone. Nobody don t 
know what Slim can do.” 

“Thinks Slim’s with his wife, don’t he?” said George. 

“Looks like it,” Whit said. “’Course Slim ain’t. Least I 
don’t think Slim is. But I like to see the fuss if it comes off. 

Come on, le’s go.” , , , . ^ . 

George said, “I’m stayin’ right here. I don t want to get 

mixed up in nothing. Lennie and me got to make a stake. 

Carlson finished the cleaning of the gun and put it in the bag 
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and pushed the bag under his bunk. “I guess I’ll go ^ 
look her over,” he said. Old Candy lay still, and Lennie, from 

his bunk, watched George cautiously. , , t 

When Whit and Carlson were gone and the door closed alter 
them, George turned to Lennie. “What you got on your mind? 

"I ain’t done nothing, George. Slim says I better not pet 
them pups so much for a while. Slim says it ain't good for 
them; so I come right in. I been good, George. 

“I coulda told you that,” said George. 

“Well, I wasn’t hurtin’ ’em none. I jus’ had mine in my lap 
pettin’ it.” 

George asked, “Did you see Slim out in the barn? 

“Sure I did. He tol’ me 1 better not pet that pup no more.” 

"Did you see that girl?” 

“You mean Curley’s girl?” 

“Yeah. Did she come in the barn?” 

“No. Anyways I never seen her.” 

“You never seen Slim talkin’ to her?” 

“Uh-uh. She ain’t been in the barn.” 

“O.K.,” said George. “I guess them guys ain’t gonna see no 
fight. If there’s any fightin’, Lennie, you keep out of it.” 

“I don’t want no fights,” said Lennie. He got up from his 
bunk and sat down at the table, across from George. Almost 
automatically George shuffled the cards and laid out his soli¬ 
taire hand. He used a deliberate, thoughtful slowness. 

Lennie reached for a face card and studied it, then turned 
it upside down and studied it. “Both ends the same,” he said. 
“George, why is it both end’s the same?” 

“I don't know,” said George. “That’s jus’ the way they make 
'em. What was Slim doin’ in the barn when you seen him?” 

“Slim ?” 

“Sure. You seen him in the barn, an' he tol' you not to pet 
the pups so much.” 

“Oh, yeah. He had a can a’ tar an’ a paint brush. I don't 
know what for.” 

“You sure that girl didn't come in like she come in here to¬ 
day?” 

“No. She never come.” 

^ George sighed. “You give me a good whore house every 
he said. “A guy can go in an’ get drunk and get ever’- 
thing outa his system all at once, an’ no messes. And he knows 
how much it’s gonna set him back. These here gaol baits is just 
set on the trigger of the hoosegow.” 

Lennie followed his words admiringly, and moved his lips a 
little to keep up. George continued, “You remember Andy Cush- 
tuau, Lennie? Went to grammar school?” 
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“The one that his old lady used to make hot cakes for the 
kids?” Lennie asked. 

“Yeah. That’s the one. You can remember anything if 
there’s anything to eat in it.” George looked carefully at the 
solitaire hand. He put an ace up on his scoring rack and piled 
a two, three and four of diamonds on it. “Andy’s in San Quentin 
right now on account of a tart,” said George. 

Lennie drummed on the table with his fingers. “George?” 

“Huh?” 

"George, how long’s it gonna be till we get that little place 
an’ live on the fatta the Ian’—an’ rabbits?” 

“I don’t know,” said George. “We gotta get a big stake to¬ 
gether. I know a little place we can get cheap, but they ain't 
givin’ it away.” 

Old Candy turned slowly over. His eyes were wide open. 
He watched George carefully. 

Lennie said, “Tell about that place, George.” 

“I jus’ tol’ you, jus’ las’ night.” 

“Go on—tell again, George.” 

“Well, it’s ten acres,” said George. “Got a little win’mill. 
Got a little shack on it, an’ a chicken run. Got a kitchen, or¬ 
chard, cherries, apples, peaches, 'cots, nuts, got a few berries. 
They's a place for alfalfa and plenty water to flood it. They’s 
a pig pen-” 

“An’ rabbits, George.” 

“No place for rabbits now, but I could easy build a few 
hutches and you could feed alfalfa to the rabbits.” 

“Damn right, I could,” said Lennie. “You God damn right 
I could.” 

George’s hands stopped working with the cards. His voice 
was growing warmer. “An' we could have a few pigs. I could 
build a smoke house like the one gran’pa had, an when we kill 
a pig we can smoke the bacon and the hams, and make sausage 
an’ all like that. An’ when the salmon run up river we could 
catch a hundred of ’em an’ salt ’em down or smoke em.^ We 
could have them for breakfast. They ain’t nothing so nice as 
smoked salmon. When the fruit come in we could can it-—and 
tomatoes, they’re easy to can. Ever’ Sunday we’d kill a chicken 
or a rabbit. Maybe we’d have a cow or a goat, and the cream 
is so God damn thick you got to cut it with a knife and take 

it out with a spoon.” ^ , t. a 

Lennie watched him with wide eyes, and old Candy watched 
him, too. Lennie said softly, “We could live offa the fatta the 

Ian’.” 

“Sure,” said George. “All kin’s a vegetables in the garden, 
and if we want a little whisky we can sell a few eggs or some- 
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crime milk We’d jus’ live there. We’d belong there. 
Thefe wouldn’t be no more runnin’ round the country and get- 
tin’ fed by a Jap cook. No, sir, we’d have our own place where 

we belonged and not sleep in no bunk house. 

“Tell about the house, George,” Lennie begged. 

“Sure, we’d have a little house an’ a room to ourself. Litt e 

fat iron stove, an’ in the winter we’d keep a fire 
ain’t enough land so we’d have to work too hard. Maybe six, 
seven hours a day. We wouldn’t have to buck no barley eleven 
hours a day. An’ when we put in a crop, why, we d be there 
to take the crop up. We’d know what come of our planting. 
“An^abbits” Lennie said eagerly. “An’ I’d take care of em. 

Tell how I’d do that, George.” ^ 

“Sure, you’d go out in the alfalfa patch an you d have a sack. 
You’d fill up the sack and bring it in an’ put it in the rabbit 

^^“They’d nibble an’ they’d nibble,” said Lennie, ‘The way they 

do. I seen ’em.” , ,, 

“Ever’ six weeks or so,” George continued, Them does wou d 

throw a litter so we’d have plenty rabbits to eat an to sell. 
An' we’d keep a few pigeons to go flyin’ around the win mill 
like they done when I was a kid.” He looked raptly at the 
wall over Lennie’s head. “An’ it’d be our own,^ an 
could can us. If we don’t like a guy we can say. Get the hell 
out,’ and by God he’s got to do it. An’ if a fren’ come along, 
why, we’d have an extra bunk, an’ we’d say, ‘Why don t you 
spen’ the night?’ an’ by God he would. We’d have a setter 
dog and a couple stripe cats, but you gotta watch out them cats 
don’t get the little rabbits.” 

Lennie breathed hard. “You jus’ let ’em try to get the rab¬ 
bits. I’ll break their God damn necks. I’ll . . . I’ll smash em 
with a stick,” He subsided, grumbling to himself, threatening 
the future cats which might dare to disturb the future rabbits. 
George sat entranced with his own picture. 

When Candy spoke they both jumped as though 1^^^ 

been caught doing something reprehensible. Candy said, “You 
know where’s a place like that?” 

George was on guard immediately. “S’pose I do,” he said. 
“What’s that to you?” 

“You don't need to tell me where it’s at. Might be any 
place.” 

“Sure,” said George. “That’s right. You couldn't find it in a 
hundred years.” 

Candy went on excitedly, “How much they want for a place 
like that?” 

George watched him suspiciously. “Well—I could get it for 
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six hundred bucks. The ol’ people that owns it is flat bust an’ 
the ol’ lady needs an operation. Say—what’s it to you? You 
g^ot nothing to do with us.” 

Candy said, “I ain’t much good with on’y one hand. I lost 
my hand right here on this ranch. That’s why they give me a 
job swampin’. An’ they give me two hunderd an’ fifty dollars 
’cause I los’ my hand. An’ I got fifty more saved up right in 
the bank, right now. Tha’s three hunderd, and I got fifty more 

cornin’ the end a the month. Tell you what-” He leaned 

forward eagerly. “S’pose I went in with you guys. Tha’s three 
hunderd an’ fifty bucks I’d put in. I ain’t much good, but I 
could cook and tend the chickens and hoe the garden some. 
How’d that be?” 

George half-closed his eyes. “I gotta think about that. We 
was always gonna do it by ourselves.” 

Candy interrupted him, "I’d make my will an’ leave my share 
to you guys in case I kick off, ’cause I ain’t got no relatives nor 
nothing. You guys got any money? Maybe we could do her 
right now?” 

George spat on the floor disgustedly. "We got ten bucks be¬ 
tween us.” Then he said thoughtfully, "Look, if me an’ Lennie 
work a month an’ don’t spen’ nothing, we’ll have a hunderd 
bucks. That’d be four-fifty. I bet we could swing her for that. 
Then you and Lennie could go get her started an’ I’d get a job 
an’ make up the res’, an’ you could sell eggs an’ stuff like that.” 

They fell into a silence. They looked at one another, amazed. 
This thing they had never really believed in was coming true. 
George said reverently, “Jesus Christ! I bet we could swing 
her.” His eyes were full of wonder. "I bet we could swing 
her,” he repeated softly. 

Candy sat on the edge of his bunk. He scratched the stump 
of his wrist nervously. "I got hurt four year ago,” he said. 
"They’ll can me purty soon. Jus’ as soon as I can’t swamp out 
no bunk houses they’ll put me on the county. Maybe if I give 
you guys my money, you’ll let me hoe in the garden even after 
I ain’t no good at it. An’ I’ll wash dishes an’ little chicken 
stuff like that. But I’ll be on our own place, an’ I’ll be let to 
work on our own place.” He said miserably, “You seen what 
they done to my dog to-night? They says he wasn t no good 
to himself nor nobody else. When they can me here I wisht 
somebody’d shoot me. But they won’t do nothing like that. I 
won’t have no place to go, an’ I can’t get no more jobs. 111 
have thirty dollars more cornin’, time you guys is ready to quit. 

George stood up. "We’ll do her,” he said. “We’ll fix up that 
little old place an’ we’ll go live there.” He sat down again. 
They all sat still, all bemused by the beauty of the thing, each 
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mind was popped into the future when this lovely thing should 

come about. . 

George said wonderingly. “S’pose they was a carnival or a 
circus come to town, or a ball game, or any damn thing. Old 
Candy nodded in appreciation of the idea. e d just go to 

her ” George said. “We wouldn’t ask nobody if we could. Jus 

say’ ‘We’ll go to her,' an’ we would. Jus’ milk the cow and 
sling some grain to the chickens an' go to her.” 

“An’ put some grass to the rabbits,” Lennie broke in. I 
wouldn’t never forget to feed them. When we gon ta do it, 

George?” 

“In one month. Right squack in one month. Know what I’m 
gon’ta do? I’m gon’ta write to them old people that owns the 
place that we’ll take it. An’ Candy’ll send a hunderd dollars 

to bind her.” 

“Sure will,” said Candy. “They got a good stove there?” 
“Sure, got a nice stove, burns coal or wood.” 

“I’m gonna take my pup,” said Lennie. “I bet by Christ he 
likes it there, by Jesus.” 

Voices were approaching from outside. George said quickly, 
“Don’t tell nobody about it. Jus’ us three an’ nobody else. They 
li’ble to can us so we can’t make no stake. Jus’ go on like we 
was gonna buck barley the rest of our lives, then all of a sudden 
some day we’ll go get our pay an’ scram outa here.” 

Lennie and Candy nodded, and they were grinning with de¬ 
light. “Don’t tell nobody,” Lennie said to himself. 

Candy said, “George.” 

“Huh?” 

“I ought to of shot that dog myself, George. I shouldn’t 
ought to of let no stranger shoot my dog.” 

The door opened. Slim came in, followed by Curley and 
Carlson and Whit. Slim’s hands were black with tar, and he 
was scowling. Curley hung close to his elbow. 

Curley said, “Well, I didn’t mean nothing. Slim. I j’ust ast 
you.” 

Slim said, “Well, you been askin’ me too often. I’m gettin’ 
God damn sick of it. If you can’t look after your own God 
damn wife, what you expect me to do about it? You lay offa 
me.” 

“I’m jus’ tryin* to tell you I didn’t mean nothing,” said 
Curley. “I jus’ thought you might of saw her,” 

“Why’n’t you tell her to stay the hell home where she be¬ 
longs?” said Carlson. “You let her hang around bunk houses 
and pretty soon you’re gonna have som’pin on your hands and 
you won’t be able to do nothing about it.” 
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Curley whirled on Carlson. “You keep outta this les’ you 
wanta step outside.” 

Carlson laughed. “You God damn punk,” he said. “You 
tried to throw a scare into Slim, an’ you couldn’t make it stick. 
Slim throwed a scare into you. You’re yella as a frog belly. 
I don’t care if you’re the best welter in the country. You come 
for me, an’ I’ll kick your God damn head off.” 

Candy joined the attack with joy. “Glove fulla vaseline,” 
he said disgustedly. Curley glared at him. His eyes slipped 
on past and lighted on Lennie; and Lennie was still smiling 
with delight at the memory of the ranch. 

Curley stepped over to Lennie like a terrier. “What the hell 
you laughin’ at?” 

Lennie looked blankly at him. “Huh?” 

Then Curley’s rage exploded. “Come on, ya big bastard. 
Get up on your feet. No big son-of-a-bitch is gonna laugh at 
me. i’ll show ya who’s yella.” 

Lennie looked helplessly at George, and then he got up and 
tried to retreat. Curley was balanced and poised. He slashed 
at Lennie with his left, and then smashed down his nose with a 
right. Lennie gave a cry of terror. Blood welled from his nose. 
“George,” he cried. “Make ’um let me alone, George.” He 
backed until he was against the wall, and Curley followed, slug¬ 
ging him in the face. Lennie’s hands remained at his sides; he 
was too frightened to defend himself. 

George was on his feet yelling, “Get him, Lennie. Don’t let 
him do it.” 

Lennie covered his face with his huge paws and bleated with 
terror. He cried, “Make ’um stop, George.” Then Curley at¬ 
tacked his stomach and cut off his wind. 

Slim jumped up. “The dirty little rat,” he cried. “I’ll get 
’i:m myself.” 

George put out his hand and grabbed Slim. “Wait a minute,” 
he shouted. He cupped his hands around his mouth and yelled, 
“Get 'um, Lennie!” 

Lennie took his hands away from his face and looked about 
for George, and Curley slashed at his eyes. The big face^was 
covered with blood. George yelled again, “I said get him.” 

Curley’s fist was swinging when Lennie reached for it. The 
next minute Curley was flopping like a fish on a line, and his 
closed fist was lost in Lennie’s big hand. George ran down 
the room. “Leggo of him, Lennie. Let go.” 

But Lennie watched in terror the flopping little man whom 
he held. Blood ran down Lennie’s face, one of his eyes was 
cut and closed. George slapped him in the face again and 
again, and still Lennie held on to the closed fist. Curley was 
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white and shrunken by now, and his struggling had become 

weak. He stood crying, his fist lost m Lenme s paw. 

George shouted over and over, “Leggo his hand, Lennie. 
Lego- 0 . Slim, come help me while the guy got any hand Icit. 

Suddenly Lennie let go his hold. He crouched cowering 
a-ainst the wall. “You tol’ me to, George.’ he said miserably. 

Curley sat down on the floor, looking in wonder at his crushed 
hand Slim and Carlson bent over him. Then Slim straight¬ 
ened up and regarded Lennie with horror. “We got to get him 
in to a doctor.” he said. “Looks to me like ever’ bone in his 

han’ is bust.” , • 

“I didn’t wanta,” Lennie cried. “I didn t wanta hurt him. 

Slim said, “Carlson, you get the candy waggon hitched up. 
We’ll take ’urn into Soledad an’ get ’urn fixed up.” ^Carlson 
hurried out. Slim turned to the whimpering Lennie. It am t 
your fault,” he said. “This punk sure had it comm to him. 
But—Jesus! He ain^t hardly got no han^ left. Slim hurried 
out, and in a moment returned with a tin cup of water. He 
held it to Curley’s Ups. 

George said, “Slim, will we get canned now? We need the 
stake. Will Curley’s old man can us no\y?” 

Slim smiled wryly. He knelt down beside Curley. You got 
your senses in hand enough to listen?” he asked. Curley nod¬ 
ded. “Well, then, listen,” Slim went on. “I think you got your 
han’ caught in a machine. If you don’t tell nobody what hap¬ 
pened, we ain’t going to. But you jus’ tell an’ try to get this 
guy canned and we’ll tell ever’body, an’ then will you get the 
laugh.” 

“I won’t tell,” said Curley. He avoided looking at Lennie. 
Buggy wheels sounded outside. Slim helped Curley up. 
“Come on now. Carlson’s gonna take you to a doctor.” He 
helped Curley out the door. The sound of wheels drew away. 
In a moment Slim came back into the bunk house. He looked 
at Lennie, still crouched fearfully against the wall. “Le’s see 
your hands,” he asked. 

Lennie stuck out his hands. 

“Christ awmighty, I hate to have you mad at me,” Slim said. 
George broke in, “Lennie was jus’ scairt,” he explained. “He 
didn’t know what to do. I told you nobody ought never to 
fight him. No, I guess it was Candy I told.” 

Candy nodded solemnly. “That’s jus’ what you done,” he 
said. “Right this morning when Curley first lit intil your fren’, 
you says, *He better not fool with Lennie if he knows what’s 
good for 'urn.* That’s jus’ what you says to me.” 

George turned to Lennie. “It ain’t your fault,” he said. “You 
don’t need to be scairt no more. You done jus’ what I tol’ you 
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to. Maybe you better go in the wash room an’ clean up your 
face. You look like hell.” 

Lennie smiled with his bruised mouth. “I didn't want no 
trouble,” he said. He walked toward the door, but just before 
he came to it, he turned back. “George?” 

“What you want?” 

“I can still tend the rabbits, George?” 

“Sure. You ain’t done nothing wrong.” 

“I di’n’t mean no harm, George.” 

“Well, get the hell out and wash your face.” 


^ ROOKS, the negro stable buck, had his bunk in the harness 
room; a little shed that leaned off the wall of the barn. On 
one side of the little room there was a square four-paned window, 
and on the other, a narrow plank door leading into the barn. 
Crooks’ bunk was a long box filled with straw, on which his 
blankets were flung. On the wall by the window there were 
pegs on which hung broken harness in process of being mended; 
strips of new leather; and under the window itself a little bench 
for leather-working tools, curved knives and needles and balls 
of linen thread, and a small hand riveter. On pegs were also 
pieces of harness, a split collar with the horsehair stuffing stick¬ 
ing out, a broken hame, and a trace chain with its leather cover¬ 
ing split. Crooks had his apple box over his bunk, and in it a 
range of medicine bottles, both for himself and for the horses. 
There were cans of saddle soap and a drippy can of tar with 
its paint brush sticking over the edge. And scattered about 
the floor were a number of personal possessions; for, being 
alone. Crooks could leave his things about, and being a stable 
buck and a cripple, he was more permanent than the other men, 
and he had accumulated more possessions than he could carry 
on his back. 

Crooks possessed several pairs of shoes, a pair of rubber boots, 
a big alarm clock and a single-barrelled shotgun. And he had 
books, too; a tattered dictionary and a mauled copy of the Cali¬ 
fornia civil code for 1905. There were battered magazines and 
a few dirty books on a special shelf over his bunk. A pair of 
large gold-rimmed spectacles hung from a nail on the wall 
above his bed. 

This room was swept and fairly neat, for Crooks was a proud, 
aloof man. He kept his distance and demanded that other 
people keep theirs. His body was bent over to the left by his 
crooked spine, and his eyes lay deep in his head, and because of 
their depth seemed to glitter with intensity. His lean face was 
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lined with deep black wrinkles, and he had thin, pain-tightened 

lips which were lighter than his face. 

It was Saturday night. Through the open door that led into 
the barn the sound of moving horses, of feet stirring, of teeth 
champing on hay, of the rattle of halter chains. In the stable 
buck’s room a small electric globe threw a meagre yellow light. 

Crooks sat on his bunk. Plis shirt was out of his jeans in 
back. In one hand he held a bottle of liniment, and with the 
other he rubbed his spine. Now and then he poured a few 
drops of the liniment into his pink-palmed hand and reached up 
under his shirt to rub again. He flexed his muscles against his 
back and shivered. 

Noiselessly Lennie appeared in the open doorway and stood 
there looking in, his big shoulders nearly filling the opening. 
For a moment Crooks did not see him, but on raising his eyes 
he stiffened and a scowl came on his face. His hand came out 
from under his shirt. 

Lennie smiled helplessly in an attempt to make friends. 

Crooks said sharply, “You got no right to come in my room. 
This here’s my room. Nobody got any right in here but me.” 

Lennie gulped and his smile grew more fawning. “I ain’t 
doing nothing,” he said. “Just come to look at my puppy. And 
I seen your light,” he explained. 

“Well, I got a right to have a light. You go on get outa my 
room. I ain’t wanted in the bunk house, and you ain’t wanted 
in my room.” 

“Why ain’t you wanted?” Lennie asked. 

“ ’Cause I’m black. They play cards in there, but I can’t play 
because I’m black. They say I stink. Well, I tell you, you all 
of you stink to me.” 

Lennie flapped his big hands helplessly. “Ever’body went 
into town,” he said. “Slim an’ George an’ ever’body. George 
says I gotta stay here an’ get in no trouble. I seen your light.” 

“Well, what do you want?” 

“Nothing—I seen your light. I thought I could jus’ come in 
an’ set.” 

Crooks stared at Lennie, and he reached behind him and took 
down the spectacles and adjusted them over his pink ears and 
stared again. “I don’t know what you’re doin’ in the barn, any¬ 
way, he complained. “You ain’t no skinner. They’s no call 
mr a bucker to come into the barn at all. You ain’t no skinner. 
^ got nothing to do with the horses.” 

1 Lennie repeated. “I come to see my pup.” 

Well, go and see your pup, then. Don’t come in a place 
where you’re not wanted,” 

Lennie lost his smile. He advanced a step into the room, 
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then remembered and backed to the door again. “I looked at 
’em a little. Slim says I ain’t to pet ’em very much,” 

Crooks said, “Well, you been takin’ ’em out of the nest all the 
time. I wonder the old lady don’t move ’em some place else.” 

“Oh, she don’t care. She lets me.” Lennie had moved into 
the room again. 

Crooks scowled, but Lennie’s disarming smile defeated him. 
“Come on in and set a while,” Crooks said. “ ’Long as you 
won’t get out and leave me alone, you might as well set down.” 
His tone was a little more friendly. “All the boys gone into 
town, huh?” 

“All but old Candy. He just sets in the bunk house sharpen¬ 
ing his pencil and sharpening and figuring.” 

Crooks adjusted his glasses. “Figuring? What’s Candy 
figuring about?” 

Lennie almost shouted, “ ’Bout the rabbits.” 

“You’re nuts,” said Crooks, “You’re crazy as a wedge. What 
rabbits you talkin’ about?” 

“The rabbits we’re gonna get, and I get to tend ’em, cut grass 
an' give ’em water, an' like that.” 

“Jus’ nuts,” said Crooks. “I don’t blame the guy you travel 
with for keepin’ you outa sight,” 

Lennie said quietly, “It ain’t no lie. We’re gonna do it. Gonna 
get a little place an’ live on the fatta the Ian’.” 

Crooks settled himself more comfortably on his bunk. “Set 
down,” he invited. “Set down on the nail keg.” 

Lennie hunched down on the little barrel. “You think it’s a 
lie,” Lennie said, “but it ain’t no lie. Ever’ word’s the truth, 
an’ you can ast George.” 

Crooks put his dark chin into his pink palm. “You travel 
aroun’ with George, don’t ya?” 

“Sure. Me an’ him goes ever’ place together.” 

Crooks continued. “Sometimes he talks, and you don t know 
what the hell he’s talkin’ about. Ain’t that so?” He leaned 
forward, boring Lennie with his deep eyes. “Ain’t that so?” 

“Yeah . . . sometimes.” , ^ 

“Jus’ talks on, an’ you don’t know what the hells its all 

about?” 

“Yeah . . . sometimes. But . . . not always. ^ ^ 

Crooks'leaned forward over the edge of the bunk. I am t a 
southern negro,” he said. “I was born right here in California. 
My old man had a chicken ranch, ’bout ten acres. The white 
kids come to play at our place, an’ sometimes I went to play 
with them, and some of them was pretty nice. My ol^ man 
didn’t like that. I never knew till long later why he didnt like 
that. But I know now.” He hesitated, and when he spoke 
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again his voice was softer. “There wasn;t another coloured 
finily for miles around. And now there a.n t a coloured man 
on this ranch an’ there’s jus’ one family in Solcdad. lie 
laughed. “If I say something, why it’s just a nigger sayin it. 

Lennie asked. “How long^you think it’ll be before them pups 
will be old enough to pet?” 

Crooks laughed again. “A guy can talk to you an’ be sure 
you won’t go blabbin’. Couple of weeks an’ them pups 11 be all 
right. George knows what he’s about. Jus’ talks, an you don t 
understand nothing.” He leaned forward excitedly. This is 
just a nigger talkin’, an’ a busted-back nigger. So it don’t mean 
nothing, see? You couldn’t remember it, anyways. I seen it 
over an’ over—a guy talkin’ to another guy and it don t make 
no difference if he don’t hear or understand. The thing is, 
they’re talkin’, or they’re settin’ still not talkin’. It don t make 
no difference, no difference.” His excitement had increased 
until he pounded his knee with his hand. “George can tell you 
screwy things, and it don’t matter. It’s just the talking. It’s 
just bein’ with another guy. That’s all.” He paused. 

His voice grew soft and persuasive. “S’pose George don|t 
come back no more. S’pose he took a powder and just ain’t 
coming back. What’ll you do then?” 

Lennie's attention came gradually to what had been said. 
“What?" he demanded. 

“I said s’pose George went into town to-night and you never 
heard of him no more.” Crooks pressed forward some kind of 
private victory. “Just s’pose that,” he repeated. 

“He won't do it,” Lennie cried. “George wouldn’t do nothing 
like that. I been with George a long time. He’ll come back 

to-night-” But the doubt was too much for him. “Don’t 

you think he will?” 

Crooks* face lighted with pleasure in his torture. “Nobody 
can’t tell what a guy’ll do,” he observed calmly. “Le’s say he 
wants to come back and can’t. S’pose he gets killed or hurt 
so he can’t come back.” 

Lennie struggled to understand. “George won’t do nothing 
like that,” he repeated. “George is careful. He won’t get hurt. 
He ain’t never been hurt, ’cause he’s careful.” 

“Well, s’pose, jus’ s’pose he don’t come back. What’ll you do 
then ?” 

Lennie’s face wrinkled with apprehension. “I don’ know. 
Say, what you doin’ anyways?” he cried. “This ain’t true. 
George ain’t got hurt.” 

Crooks bored in on him. “Want me ta tell ya what’ll happen? 
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They’ll take ya to the booby hatch. They’ll tie ya up with a 
collar, like a dog.” 

Suddenly Lennie’s eyes centred and grew quiet, and mad. 
He stood up and walked dangerously toward Crooks. “Who 
hurt George?” he demanded. 

Crooks saw the danger as it approached him. He edged back 
on his bunk to get out of the way. “I was just supposin’,” he 
said. “George ain’t hurt. He’s all right. He’ll be back all 
right.” 

Lennie stood over him. “What you supposin’ for? Ain’t no¬ 
body goin’ to suppose no hurt to George.” 

Crooks removed his glasses and wiped his eyes with his fin¬ 
gers. “Jus’ set down,” he said. “George ain’t hurt.” 

Lennie growled back to his scat on the nail keg. “Ain’t no¬ 
body goin’ to talk no hurt to George,” he grumbled. 

Crooks said gently, “Maybe you can sec now. You got George. 
You know he’s goin’ to come back. S’pose you didn’t have no¬ 
body. S’pose you couldn’t go into the bunk house and play 
rummy ’cause you was black. Ilow’d you like that? S’pose 
you had to sit out here an’ read books. Sure you could play 
horseshoes till it got dark, but then you got to read books. 
Books ain’t no good. A guy needs somebody—to be near him.” 
He whined, “A guy goes nuts if he ain’t got nobody. Don’t 
make no difference who the guy is, long’s he’s with you. I tell 
ya,” he cried, “I tell ya a guy gets too lonely an’ he gets sick.” 

“George gonna come back,” Lennie reassured himself in a 
frightened voice. “Maybe George come back already. Maybe 
I better go see.” 

Crooks said, “I didn’t mean to scare you. He’ll come back. 
I was talkin’ about myself. A guy sets alone out here at night, 
maybe readin’ or thinkin' or stuff like that. Sometimes he gets 
thinkin’, an’ he got nothing to tell him what’s so an’ what ain’t 
so. Maybe if he sees somethin’, he don’t know whether it’s 
right or not. He can’t turn to some other guy and ast him if 
he sees it, too. I seen things out here. I wasn’t drunk. I don’t 
know if I was asleep. If some guy was with me, he could tell 
me I was asleep, an’ then it would be all right. But I jus 
don’t know.” Crooks was looking across the room now, look¬ 
ing toward the window. 

Lennie said miserably, "George wun’t go away and leave me. 

I know George wun’t do that.” 

The stable buck went on dreamily, “I remember when I was 
a little kid on my old man's chicken ranch. Had two brothers. 
They was always near me, always there. Used to sleep right 
in the same room, right in the same bed all three. Had a 
strawberry patch. Had an alfalfa patch. Used to turn the 
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chickens out in the alfalfa on a sunny morning. My brolhejs’d 
S fence rail an* watch *em-wh.te chickens they was. ^ 
Gradually Lcnnie’s interest came aroji«d to what was bein^ 
said. “George says we’re gonna have alfalfa for the rabbits. 

“What rabbits?” „ 

“We’re gonna have rabbits an a berry patch. 

“You’re nuts.” 

“We are, too. You ast George.” , , , r 

“You’re nuts.” Crooks was scornful. “I seen hundcrds of men 
come by on the road an’ on the ranches with their bindles on 
their back an’ that same damn thing in their heads. Hundcrds 
of them. They come, an’ they quit an’ go on; an every damn 
one of ’em’s got a little piece of land in his head. An never 
a God damn one of ’em ever gets it. Just like heaven. Ever- 
body wants a little piece of Ian’. I read plenty of books out 
here. Nobody never gets to heaven, and nobody gets no land. 
It’s just in their head. They’re all the time talkin’ about it, 
but it’s jus’ in their head.” He paused and looked toward the 
open door, for the horses were moving restlessly and the halter 
chains clinked. A horse whinnied. “I guess somebody’s out 
there,” Crooks said. “Maybe Slim. Slim comes in sometimes 
two, three times a night. Slim’s a real skinner. He looks out 
for his team.” He pulled himself painfully upright and moved 
toward the door. “That you, Slim?” he called. 

Candy’s voice answered. “Slim went in town. Say, you seen 
Lennie?” 

“Ya mean the big guy?” 

“Yeah. Seen him around any place?” 

“He’s in here,” Crooks said shortly. He went back to his 
bunk and lay down. 

Candy stood in the doorway scratching his bald wrist and 
looking blindly into the lighted room. He made no attempt to 
enter. “Tell ya what, Lennie. I been figuring out about them 
rabbits.” 


Crooks said irritably, “You can come in if you want.” 

Candy seemed embarrassed. “I do’ knervv. ’Course, if ya 
want me to.” 

“Come on in. If ever’body’s cornin’ in, you might just as 
well.” It was difficult for Crooks to conceal his pleasure with 
anger. 

Candy came in, but he was still embarrassed. “You got a 
nice cozy little place in here,” he said to Crooks. “Must be nice 
to have a room all to yourself this way.” 

“Sure,” said Crooks. “And a manure pile under the window. 
Sure, it’s swell.” 

Lennie broke in, “You said about them rabbits.” 
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Candy leaned against the wall beside the broken collar while 
he scratched the wrist stump. “1 been here a long time,” he 
said. ‘‘An’ Crooks been here a long time. This’s the first time 
I ever been in his room.” 


Crooks said darkly, ‘‘Guys don’t come into a coloured man’s 
room very much. Nobody been here but Slim. Slim an’ the 
boss.” 

Candy quickly changed the subject. “Slim’s as good a skinner 
as I ever seen.” 

Lennie leaned toward the old swamper. “About them rab¬ 
bits,” he insisted. 

Candy smiled. “I got it figured out. We can make some 
money on them rabbits if we go about it right.” 

“But I get to tend ’em,” Lennie broke in. “George says I 
get to tend’ em. He promised.” 

Crooks interrupted brutally. “You guys is just kiddin’ your¬ 
self. You’ll talk about it a hell of a lot, but you won’t get no 
land. You’ll be a swamper here till they take you out in a box. 
Hell, I seen too many guys. Lennie here’ll quit an’ be on the 
road in two, three weeks. Seems like ever’ guy got land in his 
head.” 

Candy rubbed his cheek angrily. “You God damn right we re 
gonna do it. George says we are. We got the money right 


now.” 

“Yeah?” said Crooks. “An’ where’s George now? In town 
in a whore house. That’s where your money’s goin’. Jesus, I 
seen it happen too many times. I seen too many guys with 
land in their head. They never get none under their hand. 

Candy cried, “Sure they all want it. Everybody wants a little 
bit of land, not much. Jus’ som’thin’ that was his. Som thin 
he could live on and there couldn’t nobody throw him off of it. 
I never had none. I planted crops for damn near ever body m 
this state, but they wasn’t my crops, and when I harvested 
’em, it wasn’t none of my harvest. But we gonna do Jt now. 
and don’t you make no mistake about that. George am t got 
the money in town. That money’s in the bank. Lenme 

an’ Gcorirc. We gonna have a room to ourself. Were gonna 
have a dog an’ rabbits an' chickens; we’re gonna have green 
corn an’ maybe a cow or a goat.” He stopped, overwhelmed 


with his picture. 

Crooks asked, “You say you got the money? 

“Damn right. We got most of it. Just a little bit rnoj® 
get. Have it all in one month. George got the land all picked 


°^Crooks reached around and explored his spine with his hand. 
“I never seen a guy really do it.” he said. “I seen guys nearly 
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crazy with loneliness for land, but ever’ dme a whore house 
or a blackjack game took what it takes. He hesitated. . . . 
YOU guys would want a hand to work for nothing—just h s 
keep', why I’d come an’ lend a hand. I_ain’t so crippled I can t 
work like a son-of-a-bitch if I want to.” 

“Any you boys seen Curley?” _ , . . 

They swung their heads toward the door. Looking in was 

Curley’s wife. Her face was heavily made up. Her lips were 
slightly parted. She breathed strongly, as though she had been 


running. . , . 

“Curley ain’t been here,” Candy said sourly. 

.She stood still in the doorway, smiling a little at them, rub¬ 
bing the nails of one hand with the thumb and forefinger of 
the other. And her eyes travelled from one face to another. 
“They left all the weak ones here,” she said finally. “Think I 
don’t know where they all went? Even Curley. I know where 
they all went.” 

Lennie watched her, fascinated; but Candy and pooks were 
scowling down away from her eyes. Candy said, ‘ Then if you 
know, why you want to ast us where Curley is at? 

She regarded them amusedly. “Funny thing,” she said. “If 
I catch any one man, and he’s alone, I get along fine with him. 
But just let two of the guys get together an’ you won’t talk. 
Jus’ nothing but mad.” She dropped her fingers and put her 
hands on her hips. “You’re all scared of each other, that’s what 
Ever’one of you's scared the rest is goin’ to get something on 
you.” 

After a pause Crooks said, “Maybe you better go along to 
your own house now. We don’t want no trouble.” 

“Well, I ain’t giving you no trouble. Think I don’t like to 
talk to somebody ever’ once in a while? Think I like to stick 
in that house alia time?” 


Candy laid the stump of his wrist on his knee and rubbed it 
gently with his hand. He said accusingly, “You gotta husban’. 
You got no call foolin’ aroun’ with other guys, causin’ trouble.” 

The girl flared up. “Sure I gotta husban’. You all seen him. 
Swell guy, ain’t he? Spends all his time sayin’ what he’s gonna 
do to guys he don’t like, and he don’t like nobody. Think I’m 
gonna stay in that two-by-four house and listen how Curley’s 
gonna lead with his left twict, and then bring in the ol’ right 
cross? ‘One-two,’ he says. ‘Jus’ the ol’ one-two an’ he’ll go 
down.’” She paused and her face lost its sullenness and grew 
interested. “Say—what happened to Curley’s han’?” 

There was an embarrassed silence. Candy stole a look at 
pnnie. Then he coughed. “Why . . . Curley ... he got his 
nan’ caught in a machine, ma’am. Bust his han*.” 
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She watched for a moment, and then she laughed. ‘‘Baloney! 
What you think you’re sellin’ me? Curley started som’pin’ he 
didn’ finish. Caught in a machine—baloney! Why, he ain’t 
give nobody the good ol’ one-two since he got his han’ bust. 
Who bust him?” 

Candy repeated sullenly, “Got it caught in a machine.” 

“Awright,” she said contemptuous!}'. “Awright, cover 'im up 
if ya wanta. Whatta I care? You bindle bums think you’re 
so damn good. Whatta ya think I am, a kid? I tell ya I could 
of went with shows. Not jus’ one, neither. An’ a guy tol’ me 
he could put me in pitchers. . . .” She was breathless with 
indignation. “Sat’iday night. Ever’body out doin’ som’pin’. 
Ever’body! An’ what am I doin’? Standin’ here talkin’ to a 
bunch of bindle stiffs—a nigger an’ a dum-dum and a lousy ol’ 
sheep—an’ likin’ it because they ain’t nobody else.” 

Lennie watched her, his mouth half open. Crooks had retired 
into the terrible protective dignity of the negro. But a change 
came over old Candy. He stood up suddenly and knocked his 
nail keg over backward. “I had enough,” he said angrily. “You 
ain’t wanted here. We told you you ain’t. An’ I tell ya, you 
got floozy idears about what us guys amounts to. You ain’t 
got sense enough in that chicken head to even see that we ain’t 
stiffs. S’pose you get us canned. S’pose you do. You think 
we ll hit the highway an’ look for another lousy two-bit job 
like this. You don’t know that we got our own ranch to go to, 
an’ our own house. We ain’t got to stay here. We gotta 
house and chickens an’ fruit trees an’ a place a hunderd time 
prettier than this. An’ we got fren’s, that’s what we got. Maybe 
there was a time when we was scared of gettin’ canned, but 
we ain’t no more. We got our own Ian’, and it’s ours, an’ we 
c’n go to it.” 

Curley’s wife laughed at him. “Baloney,” she said. “I seen 
too many you guys. If you had two bits in the worl’, why you’d 
be in gettin’ two shots of corn with it and suckin’ the bottom of 
the glass. I know you guys.” 

Candy’s face had grown redder and redder, but before she 
was done speaking, he had control of himself. He was the 
master of the situation. “I might of knew,” he said gently. 
“Maybe you just better go along an’ roll your hoop. We am t 
got nothing to say to you at ail. We know what we got, and 
we don’t care whether you know it or not. So maybe you better 
jus’ scatter along now, ’cause Curley maybe ain’t gonna like his 
wife out in the barn with us ‘bindle stiffs. 

She looked from one face to another, and they were all closed 
against her. And she looked longest at Lenme, until he drop- 
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pec! his eyes in embarrassment. Suddenly she said, “Where d 
you get them bruises on your face?” 

Lennie looked up guiltily. “Who—me? 

Jnni'e looked to Candy for help, and then he looked at his lap 
ao-ain “He got his han’ caught in a machine, he said. 

'"Curley’s wife laughed. “O.K., Machine. I’ll talk to you later. 

^ CandT^okrin. “You let this guy alone. Don’t you do no 
messing aroun’ with him. I’m gonna tell Georp what you says. 
George won't have you messin’ with Lennie.’’ 

“Who’s George?” she asked. “The little guy you come \yith? 
Lennie smiled happily. “That's him,” he said. “That s the 
guy, an’ he’s gonna let me tend the rabbits.” 

“Well, if that’s all you want, I might get a couple rabbits 


myself.” „ 

Crooks stood up from his bunk and faced her. I had enough,^ 
he said coldly. “You got no rights cornin’ in a coloured mp s 
room. You got no rights messing around in here at all. Now 
you jus’ get out, an’ get out quick. If you don’t, I’m gpna 
ast the boss not to ever let you come in the barn no more. 

She turned on him in scorn. “Listen, Nigger, she ^ 

“You know what I can do to you if you open your trap?’ 

Crooks stared hopelessly at her, and then he sat down on 
his bunk and drew into himself. 

She closed on him. “You know what I could do?” 

Crooks seemed to grow smaller, and he pressed himself against 
the wall. “Yes, ma’am.” 

“Well, you keep your place, then. Nigger. I could get you 
strung up on a tree so easy it ain’t even funny.” 

Crooks had reduced himself to nothing. There was no per¬ 
sonality, no ego—nothing to arouse cither like or dislike. He 
said, “Yes, ma’am,” and his voice was toneless. 

For a moment she stood over him as though waiting for him 
to move so that she could whip at him again; but Crooks sat 
perfectly still, his eyes averted, everything that might be hurt 
drawn in. She turned at last to the other two. 

Old Candy was watching her, fascinated. “If you was to do 
that, we’d tell,” he said quietly. “We’d tell about you framin’ 
Crooks.” 


“Tell an’ be damned,” she cried. “Nobody’d listen to you, an’ 
you know it. Nobody’d listen to you.” 

Candy subsided. “No . . he agreed. “Nobody’d listen to 


us. 


Lennie whined, “I wisht George was here, 
was here.” 


I wisht George 
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Candy stepped over to him. “Don’t you worry none,” he 
said. “I jus’ heard the guys cornin’ in. George’ll be in the 
bunk house right now, I bet.” He turned to Curley’s wife. 
“You better go home now,” he said quietly. “If you go right 
now, we won’t tell Curley you was here.” 

She appraised him coolly. “I ain’t sure you heard nothing.” 

“Better not take no chances,” he said. “If you ain’t sure, you 
better take the safe way.” 

She turned to Lennie. “I’m glad you bust up Curley a little 
bit. He got it cornin’ to him. Sometimes I’d like to bust him 
myself.” She slipped out the door and disappeared into the 
dark barn. And while she went through the barn, the halter, 
chains rattled, and some horses snorted and some stamped their 
feet. 

Crooks seemed to come slowly out of the layers of protection 
he had put on. “Was that the truth what you said about the 
guys come back?” he asked. 

“Sure. I heard ’em.” 

“Well, I didn’t hear nothing.” 

“The gate banged,” Candy said, and he went on, “Jesus Christ, 
Curley’s wife can move quiet. I guess she bad a lot of prac¬ 
tice, though.” 

Crooks avoided the whole subject now. “Maybe you guys 
better go,” he said. “I ain’t sure I want you in here no more. 
A coloured man got to have some rights even if he don’t like 
’em.” 

Candy said, “That bitch didn’t ought to of said that to you.” 

“It wasn’t nothing,” Crooks said dully. “You guys cornin’ 
in an’ settin’ made me forget. What she says is true.” 

The horses snorted out in the barn and the chains rang and 
a voice called, “Lennie. Oh, Lennie. You in the barn?” 

“It’s George,” Lennie cried. And he answered, “Here, George. 
I’m right in here.” 

In a second George stood framed in the door, and he looked 
disapprovingly about. “What you doin’ in Crooks room. You 
hadn’t ought to be here.” 

Crooks nodded. “I tol’ ’em, but they come in anyways. 

“Well, why’n’t you kick ’em out?” ^ 

“I di’n’t care much,” said Crooks. “Lennie’s a nice fella. ^ ^ 

Now Candy aroused himself. “Oh, Georgel I been figurin 
and figurin’. I got it doped out how we can even make some 

money on them rabbits.” , , 

George scowled. “I thought I tol’ you not to tell nobo y 

about that.” „ 

Candy was crestfallen. “Didn’t tell nobody but Crooks. 
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George said, ‘"Well, you guys get outta here. Jesus, seems 

'■ and“ and"L:Sstood u^an^went toward the door. Crooks 
called, “Candy!” 

“^Member what I said about hoein’ and doin' odd jobs? 

“Vpah ” said Candy. “I remember.” , 

“Well’jus’ forget it” said Crooks. “I didn’t mean it. Jus 

foolin’. I wouldn’t want to go no place like that 
“Well O.K., if you feel like that. Good-night. 

The three men went out of the door. As they went through 
the barn the horses snorted and the halter chains rattled. 

Crooks sat on his bunk and looked at the door ^ 
and then he reached for the liniment bottle. He pulled out his 
shirt in back, poured a little liniment in his pmk palm and, 
reaching around, he fell slowly to rubbing his back. 


O NE end of the great barn was piled high with new hay and 
over the pile hung the four-taloned Jackson fork suspended 
from its pulley. The hay came down like a mountain slope to 
the other end of the barn, and there was a level place as yet 
unfilled with the new crop. At the sides the feeding racks were 
visible and between the slats the heads of horses could be seen. 

It was Sunday afternoon. The resting horses nibbled the re¬ 
maining wisps of hay, and they stamped their feet and they bit 
the wood of the mangers and rattled the halter chains. ® 
afternoon sun sliced in through the cracks of the barn walls 
and lay in bright lines on the hay. Ihere was the buzz of flies 
in the air, the lazy afternoon humming. 

From outside came the clang of horseshoes on the playing 
peg and the shouts of men, playing, encouraging, jeering. But 
in the barn it was quiet and humming and lazy and warm. 

Only Lennie was in the barn, and Lennie sat in the hay be¬ 
side a packing case under a manger in the end of the barn that 
had not been filled with hay. Lennie sat in the hay and looked 
at a little dead puppy that lay in front of him. Lennie looked 
at it for a long time, and then he put out his huge hand and 
stroked it, stroked it clear from one end to the other. 

And Lennie said softly to the puppy, “Why do you got to 
get killed? You ain’t so little as mice. I didn’t bounce you 
hard.” He bent the pup’s head up and looked in its face, and 
he said to it, “Now maybe George ain’t gonna let me tend no 
rabbits, if he fin’s out you got killed.” 

He scooped a little hollow and laid the puppy in it and covered 
it over with hay, out of sight; but he continued to stare at the 
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mound he had made. He said, “This ain’t no bad thing like I 
got to go hide in the brush. Oh I no. This ain’t. I’ll tell George 
1 foun’ it dead.” 

He unburied the puppy and inspected it, and he stroked it 
from ears to tail. He went on sorrowfully, “But he’ll know. 
George always knows. He’ll say, ‘You done it. Don’t try to 
put nothing over on me.’ An’ he’ll say, ‘Now jus’ for that you 
don’t get to tend no rabbits!’” 

Suddenly his anger arose. “God damn you,” he cried. “Why 
do you got to get killed? You ain’t so little as mice.” He 
picked up the pup and hurled it from him. He turned his 
back on it. He sat bent over his knees and he whispered, “Now 
I won’t get to tend the rabbits. Now he won’t let me.” He 
rocked himself back and forth in his sorrow. 

From outside came the clang of horseshoes on the iron stake, 
and then a little chorus of cries. Lennie got up and brought 
the puppy back and laid it on the hay and sat down. He 
stroked the pup again. “You wasn’t big enough,” he said. 
“They tol’ me and tol’ me you wasn’t. I di’n’t know you’d get 
killed so easy.” He worked his fingers on the pup’s limp ear. 
“Maybe George won’t care,” he said. “This here God damn 
little son-of-a-bitch wasn’t nothing to George.” 

Curley’s wife came around the end of the last stall. She came 
very quietly, so that Lennie didn’t see her. She wore her bright 
cotton dress and the mules with the red ostrich feathers. Her 
face was made up and the little sausage curls were all in place. 
She was quite near to him before Lennie looked up and saw 
her. 

In a panic he shovelled hay over the puppy with his fingers. 
He looked sullenly up at her. 

She said, “What you got there, sonny boy?” 

Lennie glared at her. “George says I ain’t to have nothing 
to do with you—talk to you or nothing.” 

She laughed. “George giving you orders about everything?” 

Lennie looked down at the hay. “Says I can’t tend no rabbits 
if I talk to you or anything.” 

She said quietly, “He's scared Curley’ll get mad. Well, Curley 
got his arm in a sling—an’ if Curley gets tough, you can break 
his other han’. You didn’t put nothing over on me about get- 
tin’ it caught in no machine.” 

But Lennie was not to be drawn. “No, sir. I ain’t gonna 
talk to you or nothing.” 

She knelt in the hay beside him. “Listen,” she said. “All 
the guys got a horseshoe tenement goin’ on. It’s on’y about 
four o’clock. None of them guys is goin’ to leave that tene- 
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„ent. Why can’t I talk to you? I never get to talk to nobody. 

' fennlfslid "'Well, I ain’t supposed to talk to you or noth- 


in°' 


“I’get lonely,” she said. “.You can talk to people, but I 
talk to nobody but Curley. Else he gets mad. How d you Uke 

"°LMil**said°“Well, /ain’t supposed to. George’s scared Ill 

cZged the subject. “What you f !"p ”• 

Then all of Lennie’s woe came back on him. Jus y p P* 
he said sadly “Jus’ my little pup.” And he swept the hay 

from on top of it. 

“Why. he’s dead.” she cried. 

“He was so little,” said Lennie. “I was jus playm w.th 

him . . . an’ he made like he’s gonna bite me . . • 

like I was gonna smack him . . . an’ ... an I done i . 

he was dead.” -- * 

She consoled him. “Don’t you worry none. He was jus a 

mutt. You can get another one easy. The whole country is 

fulla mutts.” , . , . ui 

“It ain’t that so much,” Lennie explained miserably. Ueorg 

ain’t gonna let me tend no rabbits now.” 

“Why don’t he?” . • t. • 

“Well, he said if I done any more bad things he am t gonna 


let me tend the rabbits.” 

She moved closer to him and she spoke soo.thingly. iJon i 
you worry about talkin’ to me. Listen to the guys ye ou 
there. They got four dollars bet in ^ that tenement. None ot 

them ain’t gonna leave till it’s over.” „ t 

“If George sees me talkin’ to you he’ll give me hell, Lennie 

said cautiously. “He tol’ me so.” ^,,11. 

Her face grew angry. “Wha’s the matter with me. she 

cried. “Ain’t I got a right to talk to nobody? Whatta they 
think I am, anyways? You’re a nice guy. I ^ know why 
I can’t talk to you. I ain’t doin’ no harm to 
“Well, George says you’ll get us in a mess.” 

“Aw, nuts!” she said. “What kinda harm am I doin to you? 
Seems like they ain’t none of them cares how I gotta i*ve. I 
tell you I ain^t used to livin’ like this* I coulda made somethin 
of myself.” She said darkly, “Maybe I will yet.” And then 
her words tumbled out in a passion of communication, as^^though 
she hurried before her listener could be taken away. “I lived 
right in Salinas,” she said. “Come there when I was a kid. 
Well, a show come through, an’ I met one of the actors. He 
says I could go with that show. But my ol’ lady wouldn’t let 
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me. She says because I was on’y fifteen. But the guy says I 
coulda. If I'd went, I wouldn’t be livin’ like this, you bet.” 

Lennie stroked the pup back and forth. “We gonna have a 
little place—an’ rabbits,” he explained. 

She went on with her story quickly, before she should be 
interrupted. “ ’Mother time I met a guy, an’ he was in pitchers. 
Went out to the Riverside Dance Palace with him. He says 
he was gonna put me in the movies. Says I was a natural. 
Soon’s he got back to Hollywood he was gonna write to me 
about it.” She looked closely at Lennie to see whether she was 
impressing him. “I never got that letter,” she said. “I always 
thought my ol’ lady stole it. Well, I wasn’t gonna stay no place 
where I couldn’t get nowhere or make something of myself, an’ 
where they stole your letters. I ast her if she stole it, too, an’ 
she says no. So I married Curley. Met him out to the River¬ 
side Dance Palace that same night.” She demanded, “You lis¬ 
tenin’?” 

“Me? Sure.” 

“Well, I ain’t told this to nobody before. Maybe I ought’n 
to. I don’ like Curley. He ain’t a nice fella.” And because 
she had confided in him, she moved closer to Lennie and sat 
beside him. “Coulda been in the movies, an’ had nice clothes— 
all them nice clothes like they wear. An’ I coulda sat in them 
big hotels, an’ had pitchers took of me. When they had them 
previews I coulda went to them, an’ spoke in the radio, an’ it 
wouldn'ta cost me a cent because I was in the pitcher. An’ all 
them nice clothes like they wear. Because this guy says I was 
a natural.” She looked up at Lennie, and she made a small 
grand gesture with her arm and hand to show that she could 
act. The fingers trailed after her leading wrist, and her little 
finger stuck out grandly from the rest. 

Lennie sighed deeply. From outside came the clang of a 
horseshoe on metal, and then a chorus of cheers. “Somebody 
made a ringer,” says Curley’s wife. 

Now the light was lifting as the sun went down, and the sun 
streaks climbed up the wall and fell over the feeding racks and 
over the heads of the horses. 

Lennie said, “Maybe if I took this pup out and throwed him 
away George wouldn’t never know. An' then I could tend the 

rabbits without no trouble.” ,. u * 

Curley’s wife said angrily, “Don’t you think of nothing but 

rabbits?” . , 

“We gonna have a little place,” Lennie explained patiently. 
“We gonna have a house an’ a garden and a place for alfalfa, 
n’ that alfalfa is for the rabbits, an’ I take a sack and get i 
fulla alfalfa and then I take it to the rabbits.” 
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^hP- fl«iked "What makes you so nuts about rabbits? 
fennlfhad to think carefully before he could come to a con¬ 
clusion. He moved cautiously close to sfen 

a^rainst her. "I like to pet nice things. Once at a lair se 

sSme of them long-hair rabbits An* they 

Sometimes I’ve even pet mice, but not when I could get no 

'"Curlf/s wife moved away from him a little. "I think you’re 

"^‘‘No.^I^ain’t,’’ Lennie explained earnestly. "George says 1 
ain’t. 1 like to pet nice things with my fingers, sof things. 

She was a little bit reassured. "Well, who don t. she sai . 
"Ever’body like that. I like to feel silk an velvet. Do you like 

^^LenniraTuckled with pleasure. "You bet, by God," cried 
happily. "An’ I had some, too. A lady give me some, an that 
lady was-my own Aunt Clara. She give it right to me—bout 
this big a piece. I wisht I had that velvet right now. A 
frown came over his face. "I lost it, ’ he said. 1 am t see i 


for a long time." „ , ., «t> * 

Curley’s wife laughed at him. "You re nuts, she said. But 
you’re a kinda nice fella. Jus’ like a big baby. But a person 
can see kinda what you mean. When I’m doin my hair some¬ 
times I jus’ set an’ stroke it ’cause it’s so soft.” To show how 
she did it, she ran her fingers over the top of her head. 
people got kinda coarse hair," she said complacently. Take 
Curley. His hair is jus’ like wire. But mine is soft and fine. 
’Course I brush it a lot. That makes it fine. Here—feel right 
here.” She took Lennie’s hand and put it on her head. "Feel 
right aroun’ there an’ see how soft it is.” 

Lennie’s big fingers fell to stroking her hair. 

“Don’t you muss it up,” she said. 

Lennie said, “Oh! That’s nice,” and he stroked harder. "Oh, 
that’s nice.” 

"Look out, now, you’ll muss it.” And then she cried angrily, 
"You stop it now, you’ll muss it all up.” She jerked her head 
sideways, and Lennie’s fingers closed on her hair and hung on. 
“Let go,” she cried. “You let go!” 

Lennie was in a panic. His face was contorted. She screamed 
then, and Lennie’s other hand closed over her mouth and nose. 
"Please don’t,” he begged. “Oh! Please don’t do that. 'George’ll 
be mad.” 


She struggled violently under his hands. Her feet battered 
on the hay and she writhed to be free; and from under Lennie’s 
hand came a muffled screaming. Lennie began to cry with 
fright. "Oh! Please don’t do none of that,” he begged. 
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Georg'e gonna say I done a bad thing. He ain’t gonna let me 
tend no rabbits. ’ He moved his hand a little and her hoarse 
cry came out. Then Lennie grew angry. “Now don’t,” he said. 
“I don’t want you to yell. You gonna get me in trouble jus’ 
like George says you will. Now don’t you do that.” And she 
continued to struggle, and her eyes were wild with terror. He 
shook her then, and he was angry with her. “Don’t you go 
yellin’,” he said, and he shook her; and her body flopped like 
a fish. And then she was still, for Lennie had broken her neck. 

He looked down at her, and carefully he removed his hand 
from over her mouth, and she lay still. “I don’t want ta hurt 
you,” he said, “but George’ll be mad if you yell.” When she 
didn’t answer nor move he bent closely over her. He lifted-her 
arm and let it drop. For a moment he seemed bewildered. And 
then he whispered in fright, “I done a bad thing. I done another 
bad thing.” 

He pawed up the hay until it partly covered her. 

From outside the barn came a cry of men and the double 
clang of shoes on metal. For the first time Lennie became 
conscious of the outside. He crouched down in the hay and 
listened. “I done a real bad thing,” he said. “I shouldn’t of 
did that. George’ll be mad. An’ ... he said . . . an’ hide in 
the brush till he come. He’s gonna be mad. In the brush till 
he come. Tha’s what he said.” Lennie went back and looked 
at the dead girl. The puppy lay close to her. Lennie picked it 
up. “I’ll throw him away,” he said. “It’s bad enough like it is.” He 
put the pup under his coat, and he crept to the barn wall and 
peered out between the cracks, toward the horseshoe game. 
And then he crept around the end of the last manger and dis¬ 
appeared. 

The sun streaks were high on the wall by now, and the light 
was growing soft in the barn. Curley’s wife lay on her back, 
and she was half covered with hay. 

It was very quiet in the barn, and the quiet of the afternoon 
was on the ranch. Even the clang of the pitched shoes, even 
the voices of the men in the game seemed to grow more quiet. 
The air in the barn was dusky in advance of the outside day. 
A pigeon flew in through the open hay door and circled and 
flew out again. Around the last stall came a shepherd bitch, lean 
and long, with heavy, hanging dugs. Halfway to the packing 
box where the puppies were she caught the dead scent of 
ley’s wife, and the hair arose along her spine. She whimpered 
and cringed to the packing box, and jumped in among the pup- 
pies. 

Curley’s wife lay with a half-covering of yellow hay. And 
the meanness and the plannings and the discontent and the ache 
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for attention were all gone from her face. She was very pretty 
ind Se! and her fac^e was sweet and young. Now her rouged 
cheeks and her reddened lips made her seem ahve and sleepi g 
very lightly. The curls, tiny little sausages, were spread on the 
hay behind her head, and her lips were parted. 

As happens sometimes, a moment settled and hovered and 
remained for much more than a moment. And sound stopped 
and movement stopped for much, much more than a moment. 

Then gradually time awakened again and moved sluggish y 
on. The horses stamped on the other side of the feeding racks 
and the halter chains clinked. Outside, the men s voices be¬ 
came louder and clearer. ^ , 

From around the end of the last stall old Candy s voice 
came. “Lennie,” he called. “Oh, Lennie! You in here? I been 
figuring some more. Tell you what we can do, Lennie. Old 
Candy appeared around the end of the last stall. ‘ Oh, Lennie. 
he called again; and then he stopped, and his body stiffened. 
He rubbed his smooth wrist on his white stubble whiskers. I 
diVt know you was here,” he said to Curley’s wife. 

When she didn’t answer, he stepped nearer. “You oughten 
to sleep out here,” he said disapprovingly; and then he was be¬ 
side her and—“Oh, Jesus Christ!” he looked about helplessly, 
and he rubbed his beard. And then he jumped up and went 
quickly out of the barn. 

But the barn was alive now. The horses stamped and snorted, 
and they chewed the straw of their bedding and they clashed 
the chains of their halters. In a moment Candy came back, 
and George was with him. 

“George said, “What was it you wanted to see me about?” 
Candy pointed at Curley’s wife. George stared. “What’s the 
matter with her?” he asked. He stepped closer, and then he 
echoed Candy’s words. “Oh, Jesus Christ!” He was down on 
his knees beside her. He put his hand over her heart. And 
finally, when he stood up, slowly and stiffly, his face was as 
• hard and tight as wood, and his eyes were hard. 

Candy said, “What done it?” 

George looked coldly at him. “Ain’t you got any idear?” he 
asked. And Candy was silent. “I should of knew,” George said 
hopelessly. “I guess maybe way back in my head I did.” 

Candy asked, “What we gonna do now, George? What we 
gonna do now?” 

George was a long time in answering. “Guess . . . we gotta 
tell the . . . guys. I guess we gotta get ’im an’ lock 'im up. 
We can’t let ’im get away. Why, the poor bastard’d starve.” 
And he tried to reassure himself. “Maybe they’ll lock ’im up 
an’ be nice to ’im.” 
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But Candy said excitedly, “We oughtta let ’im get away. You 
don’t know that Curley. Curley gon’ta wanta get ’im lynched. 
Curley’ll get ’im killed.’’ 

George watched Candy’s lips. “Yeah,” he said at last, “that’s 
right, Curley will. An’ the other guys will.” And he looked 
back at Curley’s wife. 

Now Candy spoke his greatest fear. “You an’ me can get 
that little place, can’t we, George? You an’ me can go there 
an' live nice, can’t we, George? Can’t we?” 

Before George answered, Candy dropped his head and looked 
down at the hay. He knew. 

George said softly, “I think I knowed from the very first. 
I think I know’d we’d never do her. He usta like to hear 
about it so much I got to thinking maybe we would.” 

“Then—it’s all off?” Candy asked sulkily. 

George didn’t answer his question. George said, “I’ll work 
my month an’ I’ll take my fifty bucks an’ I’ll stay all night in 
some lousy cat house. Or I’ll set in some pool room till ever’- 
body goes home. An’ then I’ll come back an’ work another 
month an’ I’ll have fifty bucks more.” 

Candy said, “He’s such a nice fella. I didn’t think he’d do 
nothing like this.” 

George still stared at Curley’s wife. “Lennie never done it 
in meanness,” he said. “All the time he done bad things, but 
he never done one of ’em mean.” He straightened up and looked 
back at Candy. “Now, listen. We gotta tell the guys. They 
got to bring him in, I guess. They ain’t no way out. Maybe 
they won’t hurt ’im.” He said sharply, “I ain t gonna let em 
hurt Lennie. Now you listen. The guys might think I was in 
on it. Tm gonna go in the bunk house. Then in a minute you 
come out and tell the guys about her, and I’ll come along and 
make like I never seen her. Will you do that? So the guys 
won’t think I was in on it?” ^ 

Candy said, “Sure, George. Sure, I’ll do that. 

“O.K. Give me a couple of minutes, then, and you come 
runnin' out an’ tell like you jus’ found her. I m going now. 
George turned and went quickly out of the barn. 

Old Candy watched him go. He looked helplessly back at 
Curley’s wife, and gradually his sorrow and his anger grew 
into words. “You God damn tramp,” he said viciously. You 
done it, di’n’t you? I s’pose you’re glad. Eyer’body knowed 
you’d mess things up. You wasn’t no good. You am t no 
now, you lousy tart.” He snivelled, and his voice shook. 1 
could of hoed in the garden and washed dishes /or them guys. 
He paused, and then went on in a sing-song. And he repeated 
the old words: “If they was a circus or a baseball game . . . 
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we would of went to her . . . jus' said ‘ta hell with work/ an' 
went to hen Never ast nobody’s say so. An they d of been a 
niff and chickens ... an’ in the winter ... the little fat stove 
an’ the rain cornin’ ... an’ us jes’ settin’ there. His eyes 
blinded with tears and he turned and went weakly out of the 
barn, and he rubbed his bristly whiskers with his wrist stump. 

Outside the noise of the game stopped. There was a rise of 
voices in question, a drum of running feet and the men burst 
into the barn. Slim and Carlson and young Whit and Curley, 
and Crooks keeping back out of attention range. Candy came 
after them, and last of all came George. George had put on his 
blue denim coat and buttoned it, and his black hat was pulled 
down low over his eyes. The men raced around the last stall. 
Their eyes found Curley’s wife in the gloom, they stopped and 
stood still and looked. 

Then Slim went quietly over to her, and he felt her wrist. 
One lean finger touched her cheek, and then his hand went 
under her slightly twisted neck and his fingers explored her 
neck. When he stood up the men crowded near and the spell 
was broken. 

Curley came suddenly to life. “I know who done it,” he cried. 
“That big son-of-a-bitch done it. I know he done it. Why— 
ever’body else was out there playin’ horseshoes.” He worked 
himself into a fury. “I’m gonna get him. I’m going for rny 
shotgun. ri kill the big son-of*a-bitch myself. I’ll shoot 'im 
in the guts. Come on, you guys.” He ran furiously out of the 
barn. Carlson said, “I'll get my Luger,” and he ran out, too. 

Slim turned quietly to George. “I guess Lennie done it, all 
right,” he said. “Her neck’s bust. Lennie coulda did that.” 

George didn’t answer, but he nodded slowly. His hat was 
so far down on his forehead that his eyes were covered. 

Slim went on, “Maybe like that time in Weed you was tellin’ 
about.” 


Again George nodded. 

Slim sighed. “Well, I guess we got to get him. Where you 
think he might of went?” 

It seemed to take George some time to free his words. “He— 

would of went south,” he said. “We come from north, so he 

would of went south.” 

I guess we gotta get ’im,” Slim repeated. 

^^orge stepped close. “Couldn’t wc maybe bring him in an’ 

they 11 lock him up? He’s nuts, Slim. He never done this to 
be mean.” 


Slim nodded. “We might,” he said. “If we could keep Cui 
ey in we^ might. But Curley’s gonna want to shoot 'in 
t-urleys still mad about his hand. An’ s’posc they lock hii 
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up an’ strap him down and put him in a cage. That ain’t no 
good, George.” 

“I know,” said George. know.” 

Carlson came running in. “The bastard’s stole my Luger,” 
he shouted. “It ain’t in my bag.” Curley followed him, and 
Curley carried a shotgun in his good hand. Curley was cold 
now. 

“All right, you guys,” he said. “The nigger’s got a shotgun. 
You take it, Carlson. When you see ’um, don’t give ’im no 
chance. Shoot for his guts. That’ll double ’im over.” 

Whit said excitedly, “I ain’t got a gun.” 

Curley said, “You go in Soledad an’ get a cop. Get A1 Wilts, 
he’s deputy sheriff. Le’s go now.” He turned suspiciously on 
George. “You’re cornin’ with us, fella.” 

“Yeah,” said George. “I’ll come. But listen, Curley. The 
poor bastard’s nuts. Don’t shoot 'im. He di’n’t know what he 
was doin’.” 

“Don’t shoot ’im?” Curley cried. “He got Carlson’s Luger. 
’Course we’ll shoot ’im.” 

George said weakly, “Maybe Carlson lost his gun.” 

“I seen it this morning,” said Carlson. “No, it’s been took.” 

Slim stood looking down at Curley’s wife. He said, “Curley— 
maybe you better stay here with your wife.” 

Curley’s face reddened. “I’m goin’,” he said. “I’m gonna 
shoot the guts outa that big bastard myself, even if I only got 
one hand. I’m gonna get ’im.” 

Slim turned to Candy. “You stay here with her, then, Candy. 
The rest of us better get goin'.” 

They moved away. George stopped a moment beside Candy, 
and they both looked down at the dead girl until Curley called, 
“You, George! You stick with us so we don’t think you had 
nothin’ to do with this.” 

George moved slowly after them, and his feet dragged heavily. 

And when they were gone. Candy squatted down in the hay 
and watched the face of Curley’s wife. “Poor bastard, he said 
softly. 

The sound of the men grew fainter. The barn was darken- 
ing gradually and, in their stalls, the horses shifted^ their feet 
and rattled the halter chains. Old Candy lay down in the hay 
and covered his eyes with his arm. 

T he deep green pool of the Salinas River was still in the 
late afternoon. Already the sun had left the valley to ffo 
climbing up the slopes of the Gabilan mountains, and the hill- 
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tops were rosy in the sun But by the pool among the mottled 
<?vcamores, a pleasant shade had fallen. ■ -f 

-S' 

It oS “rthe head, and the beak swallowed the httle snake 

while its tail waved frantically. *u +1.^ 

A far rush of wind sounded and a gust drove through the 

tops of the trees like a wave. The sycamore leaves burned up 

thelT silver sides, the brown, dry leaves on the 
a few feet. And row on row of tiny wm4 waves flowed up the 

^°As^ qukkly as it had come, the wind died, and the clearing 
was quiet again. The heron stood in the shallows. 
and waiting. Another little water snake swam up the pool, 
turning its periscope head from side to side. 

Suddenly Lennie appeared out of the brush, and ^ 

silently as a creeping bear moves. The heron 
with its wings, jacked itself clear of the water and flew off down 
river. The little snake slid in among the reeds at the pool s 

Lennie came quietly to the pool's edge. He Icnelt down and 
drank, barely touching his lips to the water. When a litt e 
skittered over the dry leaves behind him, his head jerked up an 
he strained toward the sound with eyes and ears until he saw 
the bird, and then he dropped his head and drank again. 

When he was finished, he sat down on the bank, with his 
side to the pool, so that he could watch the trail’s entrance. He 
embraced his knees and laid his chin down on his knees. 

The light climbed on out of the valley, and as it went the tops 
of the mountains seemed to blaze with increasing brightnes^ 
Lennie said softly, “I di’n’t forget, you bet, God damn. Hide 
in the brush an’ wait for George.” He pulled his hat down low 
over his eyes. “George gonna give me hell,” he said. ^ Geo^e 
gonna wish he was alone an’ not have me botherin h**^*^^ 
turned his head and looked at the bright mountain tops. I can 
go right off there an’ find a cave,” he said. And he continued 
sadly, “—an* never have no ketchup—but I won’t care. If 
George don’t want me . . . I’ll go away. I’ll go away.” 

And then from out of Lennie’s head there came a little fat 
old woman. She wore thick bull’s-eye glasses and she wore a 
huge gingham apron with pockets, and she was starched and 
clean. She stood in front of Lennie and put her hands on her 
hips, and she frowned disapprovingly at him. ^ ^ 

And when she spoke, it was in Lennie’s voice. *T tol’ you an 
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tol’ you,” she said “I tol’ you, ‘Min* George because he’s such 

a nice fella an good to you.’ But you don’t never take no care. 
You do bad things. 

answered her, “I tried, Aunt Clara, ma’am. I 
tried and tried. I couldn’ help it.” 

“You never give a thought to George,” she went on in Lennie’s 
voice. He been doin nice things for you alia time. When 
he got a piece of pie you always got half or more’n half. An’ 
if they was any ketchup, why he’d give it all to you.” 

“I know,” said Lennie miserably. “I tried. Aunt Clara, ma’am. 
I tried and tried.” 


She interrupted him, “All the time he coulda had such a good 
time if It wasn t for you* He woulcla took his pay an^ raised 
hell in a whore house, and he coulda set in a pool room an’ 
played snooker. But he got to take care of you.” 

Lennie moaned with grief. “I know, Aunt Clara, ma’am. I'll 
go right off in the hills an’ I’ll fin’ a cave an’ I’ll live there so 
I won’t be no more trouble to George.” 

You jus say that,” she said sharply. “You’re always sayin’ 
that, an’ you know sonofabitching well you ain’t never gonna 
do it. You’ll jus’ stick around an’ stew the b’Jesus outa Georee 
all the time.” 

Lennie said, “I might jus’ as well go away. George ain’t 
gonna let me tend no rabbits now.” 

Aunt Clara was gone, and from out of Lennie’s head there 
came a gigantic rabbit. It sat on its haunches in front of him, 
and it waggled its ears and crinkled its nose at him. And it 
spoke in Lennie’s voice, too. 

“Tend rabbits,” it said scornfully. “You crazy bastard. You 
ain’t fit to lick the boots of no rabbit. You’d forget ’em and let 
’em go hungry. That’s what you’d do. An’ then what would 
George think?” 

“I would not forget,” Lennie said loudly. 

“The hell you wouldn’,” said the rabbit. “You ain’t worth 
a greased jack-pin to ram you into hell. Christ knows George 
done ever’thing he could to jack you outa the sewer, but it 
don’t do no good. If you think George gonna let you tend rab¬ 
bits, you’re even crazier’n usual. He ain’t. He’s gonna beat 
hell outa you with a stick, that’s what he’s gonna do.” 

Now Lennie retorted belligerently, “He ain’t, neither. George 
won’t do nothing like that. I’ve knew George since—I forget 
when—and he ain’t never raised his han’ to me with a stick. 
He’s nice to me. He ain’t gonna be mean.” 

“Well, he’s sick of you,” said the rabbit. “He’s gonna beat 
hell outa you an’ then go away an’ leave you.” 



227 


OF MICE AND MEN 

“He won’t,” Lennie cried frantically. “He won’t do nothing 
like that. I know George. Me an’ him travels together.” 

But the rabbit repeated softly over and over, “He gonna leave 
you, ya crazy bastard. He gonna leave ya all alone. He gonna 
leave ya, crazy bastard.” 

Lennie put his hands over his ears. “He ain’t, I tell ya he 
ain’t.” And he cried, “Oh! George—George—George!” 

George came quietly out of the brush and the rabbit scuttled 
back into Lennie’s brain. 

George said quietly, “What the hell you yellin’ about?” 

Lennie got up on his knees. “You ain’t gonna leave me, are 
ya, George? I know you ain’t.” 

George came stiffly near and sat down beside him. “No.” 

“I knowed it,” Lennie cried. “You ain’t that kind.” 

George was silent. 

Lennie said, “George.” 

“Yeah?” 

“I done another bad thing.” 

“It don’t make no difference,” George said, and he fell silent 
again. 

Only the topmost ridges were in the sun now. The shadow 
in the valley was blue and soft. From the distance came the 
sound of men shouting to one another. George turned his head 
and listened to the shouts. 

Lennie said, “George.” 

“Yeah?” 


“Ain’t you gonna give me hell?” 

“Give ya hell?” 

“Sure, like you always done before. Like, Tf I di’n’t have 
you I’d take my fifty bucks——” 

Jesus Christ, Lennie! You can’t remember nothing that 
happens, but you remember ever’ word I say.” 

“Well, ain’t you gonna say it?” 

George shook himself. He said woodenly, “If I was alone I 
could live so easy.” His voice was monotonous, had no em- 
phasis. I could get a job an’ not have no mess.” He stopped. 

Lennie. “An’ when the enda the month 


month came I could take my fifty 
s an go to a . . . cat house. . . .” He stopped again. 

eagerly at him. “Go on, George. Ain’t you 
gonna give me no more hell ?’’ 

"W’ll George. 

hUls an’’ fin?" Lennie. “I’ll go right off in the 

ouls an and a cave if you don’ want me.’’ 
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George shook himself again. “No/’ he said. “I want you to 
stay with me here.” 

Lennie said craftily—“Tell me like you done before.” 

“Tell you what?” 

“ ’Bout the other guys an’ about us.” 

George said, “Guys like us got no fambly. They make a little 
stake an’ then they blow it in. They ain’t got nobody in the 
worl’ that gives a hoot in hell about ’em-” 

*‘But not us/* Lennie cried happily. “Tell about us now.” 

George was quiet for a moment. “But not us,” he said. 

“Because-” 

“Because I got you an’-” 

“An’ I got you. We got each other, that’s what, that gives 
a hoot in hell about us,” Lennie cried in triumph. 

The little evening breeze blew over the clearing and the leaves 
rustled and the wind waves flowed up the green pool. And 
the shouts of men sounded again, this time much closer than 
before. 

George took off his hat. He said shakily, “Take off your hat, 
Lennie. The air feels fine.” 

Lennie removed his hat dutifully and laid it on the ground in 
front of him. The shadow in the valley was bluer, and the 
evening came fast. On the wind the sound of crashing in the 
brush came to them. 

Lennie said, “Tell how it’s gonna be.” 

George had been listening to the distant sounds. For a mo¬ 
ment he was business-like. “Look acrost the river, Lennie, an’ 
I’ll tell you so you can almost see it.” 

Lennie turned his head and looked off across the pool and up 
the darkening slopes of the Gabilans. “We gonna get a little 
place,” George began. He reached in his side pocket and brought 
out Carlson’s Luger; he snapped off the safety, and the hand 
and gun lay on the ground behind Lennie’s back. He looked 
at the back of Lennie’s head, at the place where the spine and 
skull were joined. 

A man’s voice called from up the river, and another man 
answered. 

“Go on,” said Lennie. 

George raised the gun and his hand shook, and he dropped 
his hand to the ground again. 

“Go on,” said Lennie. “How’s it gonna be. We gonna get a 
little place.” 

“We’ll have a cow,” said George. “An’ we’ll have maybe a 
pig an’ chickens ... an’ down the flat we’ll have a . . . little 
piece alfalfa-” 

“For the rabbits,” Lennie shouted. 
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“For the rabbits,” George repeated. 

“And I get to tend the rabbits.” 

“And you get to tend the rabbits.” 

Lennie giggled with happiness. “An’ live on the fatta the 
Ian’.” 

“Yes.” 

Lennie turned his head. 

“No, Lennie. Look down there acrost the river, like you can 
almost see the place.” 

Lennie obeyed him. George looked down at the gun. 

There were crashing footsteps in the brush now. George 
turned and looked toward them. 

“Go on, George. When we gonna do it?” 

“Gonna do it soon.” 

“Me an' you.” 

“You ... an’ me. Ever’body gonna be nice to you. Ain’t 
gonna be no more trouble. Nobody gonna hurt nobody nor 
steal from ’em.” 


Lennie said, “I thought you was mad at me, George.” 

“No,” said George. “No, Lennie. I ain’t mad. I never been 
mad, an’ I ain’t now. That’s a thing I want ya to know.” 

The voices came close now. George raised the gun and lis¬ 
tened to the voices. 

Lennie begged, “Le's do it now. Le’s get that place now.” 

“Sure, right now. I gotta. We gotta.” 

And George raised the gun and steadied it, and he brought 
the muzzle of it close to the back of Lennie’s head. The hand 
shook violently, but his face set and his hand steadied. He 
pulled the trigger. The crash of the shot rolled up the hills 
and rolled down again. Lennie jarred, and then settled slowly 
forward to the sand, and he lay without quivering. 

George shivered and looked at the gun, and then he threw 
It from him, back up on the bank, near the pile of old ashes. 

The brush seemed filled with cries and with the sound of run¬ 
ning feet. Slim’s voice shouted, “George. Where you at, 
George ?” 


But George sat stiffly on the bank and looked at his right 
hand that had thrown the gun away. The group burst into the 
clearing, and Curley was ahead. He saw Lennie lying on the 
sand. ‘Got him, by God!” He went over and looked down 
at Lennie, and then he looked back at George. “Right in the 
back of the head,” he said softly. 

Slim came directly to George and sat down beside him, sat 

very close to him. “Never you mind,” said Slim. “A guy got 
to sometimes.” ^ ^ ® 
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But Carlson was standing over George. “How’d you do it?" 
he asked. 

“I just done it,” George said tiredly. 

“Did he have my gun?” 

“Yeah. He had your gun.” 

“An* you got it away from him and you took it an* you killed 
him?” 

“Yeah. Tha’s how.” George’s voice was almost a whisper. 
He looked steadily at his right hand that had held the gun. ^ 

Slim twitched George’s elbow. “Come on, George. Me an’ 
you’ll go in an’ get a drink.” 

George let himself be helped to his feet. “Yeah, a drink.” 

Slim said, “You hadda, George. I swear you hadda. Come 
on with me.” He led George into the entrance of the trail and 
up toward the highway. 

Curley and Carlson looked after them. And Carlson said, 
“Now what the hell ya suppose is eatin’ them two guys?” 
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1. THE GIFT 

A t daybreak Billy Buck emerged from the bunk house and 
stood for a moment on the porch looking up at the sky. He 
was a broad, bandy-legged little man with a walrus moustache, 
with square hands, puffed and muscled on the palms. His eyes 
were a contemplative, watery grey and the hair which pro¬ 
truded from under his Stetson hat was spiky and weathered. 
Billy was still stuffing his shirt into his blue jeans as he stood 
on the porch. He unbuckled-his belt and tightened it again. 
The belt showed, by the worn shiny places opposite each hole, 
the gradual increase of Billy’s middle over a period of years. 
When he had seen to the weather, Billy cleared each nostril by 
holding its mate closed with his forefinger and blowing fiercely. 
Then he walked down to the barn, rubbing his hands together. 
He curried and brushed two saddle horses in the stalls, talking 
quietly to them all the time; and he had hardly finished when 
the iron triangle started ringing at the ranch house. Billy stuck 
the brush and currycomb together and laid them oh the rail, 
and went up to breakfast. His action had been so deliberate 
and yet so wasteless of time that he came to the house while 
Mrs. Tiflin was still ringing the triangle. She nodded her grey 
head to him and withdrew into the kitchen. Billy Buck sat 
down on the steps, because he was a cow-hand, and it wouldn’t 
be fitting that he should go first into the dining-room. He heard 
Mr. Tiflin in the house, stamping his feet into his boots. 

The high jangling note of the triangle put the boy Jody in 
motion. He was only a little boy, ten years old, with hair like 
dusty yellow grass and with shy polite grey eyes, and with a 
mouth that worked when he thought. The triangle picked him 
up out of sleep. It didn’t occur to him to disobey the harsh 
note. He never had: no one he knew ever had. He brushed 
the tangled hair out of his eyes and skinned his nightgown off. 
In a moment he was dressed—blue chambray shirt and overalls. 
It was late in the summer, so, of course, there were no shoes 
to bother with. In the kitchen he waited until his mother got 
from in front of the sink and went back to the stove. Then he 
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wphed himself and brushed back his wet hair with his fingers. 
His mother turned sharply on him as he left the sink. Jody 
looked shyly away. 

“I’ve got to cut your hair before long/’ his mother said. 

Breakfast s on the table. Go on in, so Billy can come.” 

Jody sat at the long table which was covered with white oil¬ 
cloth washed through to the fabric in some places. The fried 
eggs lay in rows on their platter. Jody took three eggs on his 
plate and foIIo.wed with three thick slices of crisp bacon. He 
carefully scraped a spot of blood from one of the egg yolks. 

Billy Buck clumped in. “That won’t hurt you,” Billy ex¬ 
plained. “That’s only a sign the rooster leaves.” 

Jody’s tall, stern father came in then and Jody knew from the 
noise on the floor that he was wearing boots, but he looked 
under the table anyway, to make sure. His father turned off 
the oil lamp over the table, for plenty of morning light now 
came through the windows. 

Jody did not ask where his father and Billy Buck were riding 
that day, but he wished he might go along. His father was a 
disciplinarian. Jody obeyed him in everything without ques¬ 
tions of any kind. Now Carl Tiflin sat down and reached for 
the egg platter. 

“Got the cows ready to go, Billy?” he asked. 

“In the lower corral,” Billy said. “I could just as well take 
them in alone.” 

“Sure you could. But a man needs company. Besides, your 
throat gets pretty dry.” Carl Tiflin was jovial this morning. 

Jody’s mother put her head in the door. “What time do you 
think to be back, Carl?” 

“I can’t tell. I’ve got to see some men in Salinas. Might 
be gone till dark.” 

The eggs and coffee and big biscuits disappeared rapidly. 
Jody followed the two men out of the house. He watched 
them mount their horses and drive six old milk cows out of the 
corral and start over the hill toward Salinas. They were going 
to sell the old cows to the butcher. 

When they had disappeared over the crown of the ridge Jody 
walked up the hill in back of the house. The dogs trotted 
around the house corner hunching their shoulders and grinning 
horribly with pleasure. Jody patted their heads—Doubletree 
Mutt with the big thick tail and yellow eyes, and Smasher, the 
shepherd, who had killed a coyote and lost an ear in doing it. 
Smasher’s one good ear stood up higher than a collie’s ear 
should. Billy Buck said that always happened. After the 
frenzied greeting the dogs lowered their noses to the ground 
in a business-like way and went ahead, looking back now and 
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then to make sure that the boy was coming. They walked up 
through the chicken yard and saw the quail eating vvith the 
chickens. Smasher chased the chickens a little to keep m prac¬ 
tice in case there should ever be sheep to herd. Jody continued 
on through the large vegetable patch where the green corn 
was higher than his head. The cow pumpkins were green and 
small yet. He went on to the sagebrush line where the cold 
spring ran out of its pipe and fell into a round wooden tub. 
He leaned over and drank close to the green mossy wood where 
the water tasted best. Then he turned and looked back on 
the ranch, on the low, whitewashed house girded with red gera¬ 
niums, and on the long bunk house by the cypress tree where 
Billy Buck lived alone. Jody could see the great black kettle 
under the cypress tree. That was where the pigs were scalded. 
The sun was coming over the ridge now, glaring on the white¬ 
wash of the houses and barns, making the wet grass blaze softly. 
Behind him, in the tall sagebrush, the birds were scampering 
on the ground, making a great noise among the dry leaves; the 
squirrels piped shrilly on the side-hills. Jody looked along at 
the farm buildings. He felt an uncertainty in the air, a feeling 
of change and of loss and of the gain of new and unfamiliar 
things. Over the hillside two big black buzzards sailed low to 
the ground and their shadows slipped smoothly and quickly 
ahead of them. Some animal had died in the vicinity. Jody 
knew it. It might be a cow or it might be the remains of a 
rabbit. The buzzards overlooked nothing. Jody hated them as 
all decent things hate them, but they could not be hurt because 
they made away with carrion. 

After a while the boy sauntered down hill again. The dogs 
had long ago given him up and gone into the brush to do things 
in their own way. Back through the vegetable garden he went, 
and he paused for a moment to smash a green muskmelon with 
his heel, but he was not happy about it. It was a bad thing 
to do, he knew perfectly well. He kicked dirt over the ruined 
melon to conceal it. 

Back at the house his mother bent over his rough hands, in¬ 
specting his fingers and nails. It did little good to start him 
clean to school for too many things could happen on the way. 
She sighed over the black cracks on his fingers, and then gave 
him his books and his lunch and started him on the mile walk 

to school. She noticed that his mouth was working a good deal 
this morning. 

Jody started his journey. He filled his pockets with little 
pieces of white quartz that lay in the road, and every so often 
he took a shot at a bird or at some rabbit that had stayed sun¬ 
ning itself in the road too long. At the crossroads over the 
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bridge he met two friends and the three of them walked to 
school together, making ridiculous strides and being rather silly. 
School had just opened two weeks before. There was still a 
spirit of revolt among the pupils. 

It was four o’clock in the afternoon when Jody topped the hill 
and looked down on the ranch again. He looked for the saddle 
horses, but the corral was empty. His father was not back yet. 
He went slowly, then, toward the afternoon chores. At the 
ranch house, he found his mother sitting on the porch, mending 
socks. 

“There’s two doughnuts in the kitchen for you,” she said. 
Jody slid to the kitchen, and returned with half of one of the 
doughnuts already eaten and his mouth full. His mother asked 
him what he had learned in school that day, but she didn’t listen 
to his doughnut-muffled answer. She interrupted, “Jody, to¬ 
night see you fill the wood-box clear full. Last night you crossed 
the sticks and it wasn’t only about half-full. Lay the sticks flat 
to-night. And, Jody, some of the hens are hiding eggs, or else 
the dogs are eating them. Look about in the grass and see if 
you can find any nests.” 

Jody, still eating, went out and did his chores. He saw the 
quail come down to eat with the chickens when he threw out 
the grain. For some reason his father was proud to have them 
come. He never allowed any shooting near the house for fear 
the quail might go away. 

When the wood-box was full, Jody took his twenty-two rifle 
up to the cold spring at the brush line. He drank again and 
then aimed the gun at all manner of things, at rocks, at birds 
on the wing, at the big black pig kettle under the cypress tree, 
but he didn’t shoot, for he had no cartridges and wouldn’t have 
until he was twelve. If his father had seen him aim the rifle in the 
direction of the house he would have put the cartridges off an¬ 
other year. Jody remembered this and did not point the rifle 
down the hill again. Two years was enough to wait for cart¬ 
ridges. Nearly all of his father’s presents were given with 
reservations which hampered their value somewhat. It was good 
discipline. 

The supper waited until dark for his father to return. When 
at last he came in with Billy Buck, Jody could smell the deli¬ 
cious brandy on their breaths. Inwardly he rejoiced, for his 
father sometimes talked to him when he smelled of brandy, 
sometimes even told things he had done in the wild days when 
he was a boy. 

After supper Jody sat by the fireplace and his shy polite eyes 
sought the room corners, and he waited for his father to tell 
what it was he contained, for Jody knew he had news of some 
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sort. But he was disappointed. His father pointed a stern 
finger at him. 

“You’d better go to bed, Jody. I’m going to need you in the 
morning.” 

That wasn’t so bad. Jody liked to do the things he had to do, 
as long as they weren’t routine things. He looked at the floor 
and his mouth worked out a question before he spoke it. “What 
are we going to do in the morning, kill a pig?” he asked softly. 

“Never you mind. You better get to bed.” 

When the door was closed behind him, Jody heard his father 
and Billy Buck chuckling and he knew it was a joke of some 
kind. And later, when he lay in bed, trying to make words out 
of the murmurs in the other room, he heard his father protest, 
“But, Ruth, I didn’t give much for him.” 

Jody heard the hoot-owls hunting mice down by the barn, 
and he heard a fruit tree limb tap-tapping against the house. 
A cow was lowing when he went to sleep. 


When the triangle sounded in the morning, Jody dressed more 
quickly even than usual. In the kitchen, while he washed his 
face and combed back his hair, his mother addressed him ir¬ 
ritably. “Don’t you go out until you get a good breakfast in 
you.” 


He went into the dining-room and sat at the long white table. 
He took a steaming hot cake from the platter, arranged two 
fried eggs on it, covered them with another hot cake and 


squashed the whole thing with his fork. 

His father and Billy Buck came in. Jody knew from the 
sound on the floor that both of them were wearing flat-heeled 
shoes, but he peered under the table to make sure. His father 
turned off the oil lamp, for the day had arrived, and he looked 
stern and disciplinary, but Billy Buck didn’t look at Jody at 
all. He avoided the shy questioning eyes of the boy and 
soaked a whole piece of toast in his coffee. 

crossly, “You come with us after breakfast!” 

Jody had trouble with his food then, for he felt a kind of 
oom in the air. After Billy had tilted his saucer and drained 
the coffee which had slopped into it, and had wiped his hands 
on his jeans, the two men stood up from the table and went 
ou into the morning light together, and Jody respectfully fol- 
lowed a little behind them. He tried to keep his mind from 
running ahead, tried to keep it absolutely motionless. 


They marched past the cypress, where a singletree hung from 
a limb to butcher the pigs on, and past the black iron kettle, so 
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it was not a pig killing. The sun shone over the hill and threw 
long, dark shadows of the trees and buildings. They crossed 
a stubble-field to short-cut to the barn. Jody's father unhooked 
the door and they went in. They had been walking toward 
the sun on the way down. The barn was black as night in 
contrast and warm from the hay and from the beasts. Jody’s 
father moved over toward the one box stall. “Come here!” he 
ordered. Jody could begin to see things now. He looked into 
the box stall and then stepped back quickly. 

A red pony colt was looking at him out of the stall. Its tense 
ears were forward and a light of disobedience was in its eyes. 
Its coat was rough and thick as an airedale’s fur and its mane 
was long and tangled. Jody’s throat collapsed in on itself and 
cut his breath short. 

“He needs a good currying,” his father said, “and if I ever 
hear of you not feeding him or leaving his stall dirty. I’ll sell 
him off in a minute.” 

Jody couldn’t bear to look at the pony’s eyes any more. He 
gazed down at his hands for a moment, and he asked very 
shyly, “Mine?” No one answered him. He put his hand out 
toward the pony. Its grey nose came close, sniffing loudly, and 
then the lips drew back and the strong teeth closed on Jody’s 
fingers. The pony shook its head up and down and seemed 
to laugh with amusement. Jody regarded his bruised fingers. 
“Well,” he said with pride—“Well, I guess he can bite all 
right.” The two men laughed, somewhat in relief. Carl Tiflin 
went out of the barn and walked up a side-hill to be by himself, 
for he was embarrassed, but Billy Buck stayed. It was easier 
to talk to Billy Buck. Jody asked again—“Mine?’’ 

Billy became professional in tone. “Sure! That is, if you 
look out for him and break him right. I’ll show you how. He's 
just a colt. You can’t ride him for some time.” 

Jody put out his bruised hand again, and this time the red 
pony let his nose be rubbed. “I ought to have a carrot,” Jody 
said. “Where’d we get him, Billy?” 

“Bought him at a sheriff’s auction,” Billy explained. “A show 
went broke in Salinas and had debts. The sheriff was selling 
off their stuff.” 

The pony stretched out his nose and shook the forelock from 
his wild eyes. Jody stroked the nose a little. He said softly, 
“There isn’t a—saddle?” 

Billy Buck laughed. “I’d forgot. Come along.” 

In the harness room he lifted down a little saddle of red 
morocco leather. “It’s just a show saddle,” Billy Buck said 
disparagingly. “It isn’t practical for the brush, but it was cheap 

at the sale.” 
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Jody couldn’t trust himself to look at the saddle, either, and 
he couldn’t speak at all. He brushed the shining red leather 
with his fingertips, and after a long time he said, “It’ll look 
pretty on him, though.” He thought of the grandest and pret¬ 
tiest things he knew. “If he hasn’t a name already, I think I’ll 
call him Gabilan Mountains,” he said. 

Billy Buck knew how he felt. “It’s a pretty long name. Why 
don’t you just call him Gabilan? That means hawk. That 
would be a fine name for him.” Billy felt glad. “If you will 
collect tail hair, I might be able to make a hair rope for you 
sometime. You could use it for a hackamore.” 


Jody wanted to go back to the box stall. “Could I lead him 
to school, do you think—to show the kids?” 

But Billy shook his head. “He’s not even halter-broke yet. 
We had a time getting him here. Had to almost drag him. 
You better be starting for school, though.” 

"I'll bring the kids to see him here this afternoon,” Jody said. 
Six boys came over the hill half an hour early that afternoon, 
running hard, their heads down, their forearms working, their 
breath whistling. They swept by the house and cut across the 
stubble-field to the barn. And then they stood self-consciously 
before the pony, and then they looked at Jody with eyes in 
which there was a new admiration and a new respect. Before 
to-day Jody had been a boy, dressed in overalls and a blue shirt 
—quieter than most, even suspected of being a little cowardly. 
And now he was different. Out of a thousand centuries they 
drew the ancient admiration of the footman for the horseman, 
iney knew instinctively that a man on a horse is spiritually 
T physically bigger than a man on foot. They knew 
thpm miraculously lifted out of equality with 

WhyVt you ride him?” the boys cried. “Why’n't you braid 
ride hlLP “When you "going to 

hoSan'°”H^- T superiority of the 

longtime ® "^e him for a 

‘‘W n ^ how.” ^ 

Well, cant we even lead him around a little?” 

compUteTv alZ "".I*" wanted to be 

“CoL and see saddled" 

sh^k/d ruTo/comm“? V!'- completely 

Ut of comment. It isn t much use in the brush,” Jody 
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explained, “It’ll look pretty on him, though. Maybe I’ll ride 
bareback when I go into the brush.” 

“How you going to rope a cow without a saddle horn?” 

“Maybe I’ll get another saddle for every day. My father 
might want me to help him with the stock.” He let them feel 
the red saddle, and showed them the brass chain throat-latch 
on the bridle and the big brass buttons at each temple where 
the headstall and brow band crossed. The whole thing was too 
wonderful. They had to go away after a little while, and each 
boy, in his mind, searched among his possessions for a bribe 
worthy of offering in return for a ride on the red pony when 
the time should come. 

Jody was glad when they had gone. He took brush and 
currycomb from the wall, took down the barrier of the box stall 
and stepped cautiously in. The pony’s eyes glittered, and he 
edged around into kicking position. But Jody touched him on 
the shoulder and rubbed his high arched neck as he had always 
seen Bily Buck do, and he crooned, “So-o-o Boy,” in a deep 
voice. The pony gradually relaxed his tenseness. Jody curried 
and brushed until a pile of dead hair lay in the stall and until 
the pony’s coat had taken a deep red shine. Each time he 
finished he thought it might have been done better. He braided 
the mane into a dozen little pigtails, and he braided the fore¬ 
lock, and then he undid them and brushed the hair out straight 
again. 

Jody did not hear his mother enter the barn. She was angry 
when she came, but when she looked in at the pony and at 
Jody working over him, she felt a curious pride rise up in her. 
“Have you forgot the wood-box?” she asked gently. “It’s not 
far off dark and there’s not a stick of wood in the house, and 
the chickens aren’t fed.” 

Jody quickly put up his tools. “I forgot, ma’am.” 

“Well, after this do your chores first. Then you won’t forget. 
I expect you’ll forget lots of things now if I don’t keep an eye 
on you.” 

“Can I have carrots from the garden for him, ma’am?” 

She had to think about that. “O—I guess so, if you only take 
the big tough ones.” 

“Carrots keep the coat good,” he said, and again she felt the 
curious rush of pride. 

Jody never waited for the triangle to get him out of bed after 
the coming of the pony. It became his habit to creep out of 
bed even before his mother was awake, to slip into his clothes 
and to go quietly down to the barn to see Gabilan. In the 
grey quiet mornings when the land and the brush and the houses 
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and the trees were silver-grey and black like a photograph 
negative, he stole toward the barn, past the sleeping stones and 
the sleeping cypress tree. The turkeys, roosting in the tree out 
of coyotes’ reach, clicked drowsily. The fields glowed with a 
grey frost-like light and in the dew the tracks of rabbits and of 
field mice stood out sharply. The good dogs came stiffly out 
of their little houses, hackles up and deep growls in their 
throats. Then they caught Jody’s scent, and their stiff tails 
rose up and waved a greeting—Doubletree Mutt with the big 
thick tail, and Smasher, the incipient shepherd—then went lazily 
back to their warm beds. 

It was a strange time and a mysterious journey, to Jody-—an 
extension of a dream. When he first had the pony he liked 
to torture himself during the trip by thinking Gabilan would not 
be in his stall, and worse, would never have been there. And 
he had other delicious little self-induced pains. He thought 
how the rats had gnawed ragged holes in the red saddle, and 
how the mice had nibbled Gabilan’s tail until it was stringy and 
thin. He usually ran the last little way to the barn. He un¬ 
latched the rusty hasp of the barn door and stepped in, and no 
matter how quietly he opened the door, Gabilan was always 
looking at him over the barrier of the box stall, and Gabilan 
whinnied softly and stamped his front feet, and his eyes had big 
sparks of red fire in them like oakwood embers. 

Sometimes, if the work horses were to be used that day, Jody 
found Billy Buck in the barn harnessing and currying. Billy 
stood with him and looked long at Gabilan and he told Jody 
a great many things about horses. He explained that they were 
terribly afraid for their feet, so that one must make a practice 
of lifting the legs and patting the hooves and ankles to remove 
thetr terror. He told Jody how horses love conversation. He 
must talk to the pony all the time, and tell him the reasons for 
everything. Billy wasn’t sure a horse could understand every¬ 
thing that was said to him, but it was impossible to say how 
much was understood. A horse never kicked up a fuss if some- 

explained things to him. Billy could give examples, 
00 . He had known, for instance, a horse nearly dead beat with 
ati^e to perk up when told it was only a little farther to his 
estination. And he had known a horse paralyzed with fright 
o come out of it when his rider told him what it was that 
was frightening him. While he talked in the mornings, Billy 
uck cut twenty or thirty straws into neat three-inch lengths 
an stuck them into his hatband. Then during the whole day, 
k if to pick his teeth or merely to chew on something, 

4 r” ^ rtach up for one of them. 

Jo y listened carefully, for he knew and the whole country 
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knew that Bily Buck was a fine hand with horses. Billy’s own 
horse was a stringy cayuse with a hammer head, but he nearly 
always won the first prizes at the stock trials. Billy could rope 
a steer, take a double half-hitch about the horn with his data, 
and dismount, and his horse would play the steer as an angler 
plays a fish, keeping a tight rope until the steer was down or 
beaten. 

Every morning, after Jody had curried and brushed the pony, 
he let down the barrier of the stall, and Gabilan thrust past 
him and raced down the barn and into the corral. Around and 
around he galloped, and sometimes he jumped forward and 
landed on stiff legs. He stood quivering, stiff ears forward, eyes 
rolling so that the whites showed, pretending to be frightened. 
At last he walked snorting to the water-trough and buried his 
nose in the water up to the nostrils. Jody was proud then, for 
he knew that was the way to judge a horse. Poor horses only 
touched their lips to the water, but a fine spirited beast put 
his whole nose and mouth under, and only left room to breathe. 

Then Jody stood and watched the pony, and he saw things 
he had never noticed about any other horse, the sleek, sliding 
flank muscles and the cords of the buttocks, which flexed like a 
closing fist, and the shine the sun put on the red coat. Having 
seen horses all his life, Jody had never looked at them very 
closely before. But now he noticed the moving ears which gave 
expression and even inflection of expression to the face. The 
pony talked with his ears. You could tell exactly how he felt 
about everything by the way his ears pointed. Sometimes they 
were stiff and upright and sometimes lax and sagging. They 
went back when he was angry or fearful, and forward when he 
was anxious and curious and pleased; and their exact position 
indicated which emotion he had. 

Billy Buck kept his word. In the early fall the training 
began. First there was the halter-breaking, and that was the 
hardest because it was the first thing. Jody held a carrot and 
coaxed and promised and pulled on the rope. The pony set his 
feet like a burro when he felt the strain. But before long he 
learned. Jody walked all over the ranch leading him. Gradually 
he took to dropping the rope until the pony followed him unled 
wherever he went. 

And then came the training on the long halter. That was 
slower work . Jody stood in the middle of a circle, holding t e 
long halter. He clucked with his tongue and the pony started 
to walk in a big circle, held in by the long rope. He clucke 
again to make the pony trot, and again to make him gallop. 
Around and around Gabilan went thundering and enjoying i 
immensely. Then he called. “Whoa!” and the pony stopped. 
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It was not long until Gabilan was perfect at it. But in many 
ways he was a bad pony. He bit Jody in the pants and stamped 
on Jody’s feet. Now and then his ears went back and he aimed 
a tremendous kick at the boy. Every time he did one of these 
bad things, Gabilan settled back and seemed to laugh to him¬ 
self. 

Billy Buck worked at the hair rope in the evenings before 
the fireplace. Jody collected tail hair in a bag, and he sat and 
watched Billy slowly constructing the rope, twisting a few hairs 
to make a string and rolling two strings together for a cord, 
and then braiding a number of cords to make the rope. Billy 
rolled the finished rope on the floor under his foot to make it 
round and hard. 

The long halter work rapidly approached perfection. Jody's 
father, watching the pony stop and start and trot and gallop, 
was a little bothered by it. 

“He’s getting to be almost a trick pony,” he complained. 
“I don’t like trick horses. It takes all the—dignity out of a 
horse to make him do tricks. Why, a trick horse is kind of like 
an actor—no dignity, no character of his own.” And his father 
said, “I guess you better be getting him used to the saddle pretty 
soon.” 

Jody rushed for the harness-room. For some time he had 
been riding the saddle on a sawhorse. He changed the stirrup 
length over and over, and could never get it just right. Some¬ 
times, mounted on the sawhorse in the harness-room, with 
collars and hames and tugs hung all about him, Jody rode out 
beyond the room. He carried his rifle across the pommel. He 
saw the fields go flying by, and he heard the beat of the gallop¬ 
ing hoofs. 


It was a ticklish job, saddling the pony the first time. Gabilan 

reared and threw the saddle off before the cinch 
could be tightened. It had to be replaced again and again until 
at last the pony let it stay. And the cinching was difficult, too. 

ay by day Jody tightened the girth a little more until at last 
the pony didn’t mind the saddle at all. 

- ,. there was the bridle. Billy explained how to use a stick 
in a bit until Gabilan was used to having something 

bim*f Billy explained, “Of course we could force-break 

mm to everything, but he wouldn’t be as good a horse if we did. 

SmI ^ he wouldn’t mind be¬ 

cause he wanted to.” 

ahTnf^ pony wore the bridle he whipped his head 

oozeH worked his tongue against the bit until the blood 
m he corners of his mouth. He tried to rub the head- 
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stall off on the manger. His ears pivoted about and his eyes 
turned red with fear and with general rambunctionness. Jody 
rejoiced, for he knew that only a mean-souled horse does not 
resent training. 

And Jody trembled when he thought of the time when he 
would first sit in the saddle. The pony would probably throw 
him off. There was no disgrace in that. The disgrace would 
come if he did not get right up and mount again. Sometimes 
he dreamed that he lay in the dirt and cried and couldn’t make 
himself mount again. The shame of the dream lasted until the 
middle of the day. 

Gabilan was growing fast. Already he had lost the long- 
leggedness of the colt; his mane was getting longer and blacker. 
Under the constant currying and brushing his coat lay as smooth 
and gleaming as orange-red lacquer. Jody oiled the hoofs and 
kept them carefully trimmed so they would not crack. 

The hair rope was nearly finished. Jody’s father gave him 
an old pair of spurs and bent in the side bars and cut down the 
straps and took up the chainlets until they fitted. And then one 
day Carl Tiflin said: 

“The pony’s growing faster than I thought. I guess you can 
ride him by Thanksgiving. Think you can stick on?’’ 

“I don’t know,” Jody said shyly. Thanksgiving was only 
three weeks off. He hoped it wouldn’t rain, for rain would 
spot the red saddle. 

Gabilan knew and liked Jody by now. He nickered when 
Jody came across the stubble-field, and in the pasture he came 
running when his master whistled for him. There was always 
a carrot for him every time. 

Billy Buck gave him riding instructions over and over. “Now 
when you get up there, just grab tight with your knees and keep 
your hands away from the saddle, and if you get throwed, don t 
let that stop you. No matter how good a man is, there’s always 
some horse can pitch him. You just climb up again before he 
gets to feeling smart about it. Pretty soon, he won’t throw 
you no more, and pretty soon he can^t throw you no more. 
That’s the way to do it." 

“I hope it don’t rain before,” Jody said. 

“Why not? Don’t want to get throwed in the mud? 

That was partly it, and also he was afraid that in the "Urry 
of bucking Gabilan might slip and fall on him and break his 
leg or his hip. He had seen that happen to men before, hart 
ceen how they writhed on the ground like squashed bugs, and 

he was afraid of it. . 

He practiced on the sawhorse how he would hold the reins 

in his left hand and a hat in his right hand. If he kept his 
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hands thus busy, he couldn’t grab the horn if he felt himself 
going off. He didn’t like to think of what would happen if he 
did grab the horn. Perhaps his lather and Billy Buck would 
never speak to him again, they would be so ashamed. The 
news would get about and his mother would be ashamed, too. 
And in the school yard—it was too awful to contemplate. 

He began putting his weight in a stirrup when Gabilan was 
saddled, but he didn’t throw his leg over the pony’s back. That 
was forbidden until Thanksgiving. 

Every afternoon he put the red saddle on the pony and cinched 
it tight. The pony was learning already to fill his stomach out 
unnaturally large while the cinching was going on, and then to 
let it down when the straps were fi.xed. Sometimes Jody led 
him up to the brush line and let him drink from the round green 
tub, and sometimes he led him up through the stubble-field to 
the hilltop from which it was possible to see the white town of 
Salinas and the geometric fields of the great valley, and the 
oak trees clipped by the sheep. Now and then tliey broke 
through the brush and came to little cleared circles so hedged 
in that the world was gone and only the sky and the circle of 
brush were left from the old life. Gabilan liked these trips and 
showed it by keeping his head very high and by quivering his 
nostrils with interest. When the two came back from an e.xpcdi- 
tion they smelled of the sweet sage they had forced through. 

Time dragged on toward Thanksgiving, but winter came fast. 

The clouds swept down and hung all day over the land and 

brushed the hilltops, and the winds blew shrilly at night. All 

day the dry oak leaves drifted down from the trees until they 

the ground, and yet the trees were unchanged. 

. had wished it might not rain before Thanksgiving, but 

1 did. The brown earth turned dark and the trees glistened. 

le cut ends of the stubble turned black with mildew; the hay- 

s acks greyed from exposure to the damp, and on the roofs 

e moss, which had been all summer as grey as lizards, turned 

a brilliant yellow-green. During the week of rain, Jody kept 

e pony m the box stall out of the dampness, except for a little 

school when he took him out for exercise and to drink 

o-Af ^ w^ter-trough in the upper corral. Not once did Gabilan 
get wet. 

T weather continued until little new grass appeared. 

u ^ walked to school dressed in a slicker and short rubber 

af v' * one morning the sun came out brightly. Jody, 

ImvaV'^km^ said to Billy Buck, “Maybe I’ll 

leave Gabilan in the corral when I go to school to-day.” 

c good for him to be out in the sun,” Billy assured him. 
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“No animal likes to be cooped up too long. Your father and 
me are going back on the hill to clean the leaves out of the 
spring.” Billy nodded and picked his teeth with one of his little 
straws. 

“If the rain comes, though-” Jody suggested. 

“Not likely to rain to-day. She’s rained herself out.” Billy 
pulled up his sleeves and snapped his arm bands. “If it comes 
on to rain—why, a little rain don’t hurt a horse.” 

“Well, if it does come to rain, you put him in, will you, Billy? 
I’m scared he might get cold so I couldn’t ride him when the 
time comes.” 

“Oh, sure! I'll watch out for him if we get back in time. But 
it won’t rain to-day.” 

And so Jody, when he went to school left Gabilan standing 
out in the corral. 

Billy Buck wasn’t wrong about many things. He couldn’t 
be. But he was wrong about the weather that day, for a little 
after noon the clouds pushed over the hills and the rain began 
to pour down. Jody heard it start on the schoolhouse roof. He 
considered holding up one finger for permission to go to the out¬ 
house and, once outside, running for home to put the pony in 
Punishment would be prompt both at school and at home. He 
gave it up and took ease from Billy’s assurance that rain couldn’t 
hurt a horse. When school was finally out, he hurried home 
through the dark rain. The banks at the sides of the road 
spouted little jets of muddy water. The rain slanted and 
swirled under a cold and gusty wind. Jody dog-trotted home, 
slopping through the gravelly mud of the road. 

From the top of the ridge he could see Gabilan standing 
miserably in the corral. The red coat was almost black, and 
streaked with water. He stood head down with his rump to 
the rain and wind. Jody arrived running and threw open the 
barn door and led the wet pony in by his forelock. Then he 
found a gunny sack and rubbed the soaked hair and rubbed 
the legs and ankles. Gabilan stood patiently, but he trembled 
in gusts like the wind. 

When he had dried the pony as well as he could, Jody went 
up to the house and brought hot water down to the barn and 
soaked the grain in it. Gabilan was not very hungry. He 
nibbled at the hot mash, but he was not very much interested 
in it, and he still shivered now and then. A little steam rose 
from his damp back. 

It was almost dark when Billy Buck and Carl Tinin came 
home. “When the rain started we put up at Ben Herche s place, 
and the rain never let up all afternoon,” Carl Tiflm explained. 
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Jody looked reproachfully at Billy Buck and Billy felt guilty. 

“You said it wouldn’t rain,” Jody accused him. 

Billy looked away. “It’s hard to tell, this time of year,” he 
said, but his excuse was lame. He had no right to be fallible, 
and he knew it. 

“The pony got wet, got soaked through.” 

“Did you dry him off?” 

“I rubbed him with a sack and I gave him hot grain.” 

Billy nodded in agreement. 

“Do you think he’ll take cold, Billy?” 

“A little rain never hurt anything,” Billy assured him. 

Jody’s father joined the conversation then and lectured the 
boy a little. “A horse,” he said, “isn’t any lap-dog kind of thing.” 
Carl Tiflin hated weakness and sickness, and he held a violent 
contempt for helplessness. 

Jody’s mother put a platter of steaks on the table and boiled 
potatoes and boiled squash, which clouded the room with their 
steam. They sat down to eat. Carl Tiflin still grumbled about 
weakness put into animals and men by too much coddling. 

Billy Buck felt bad about his mistake. “Did you blanket 
him?” he asked. 

No. I couldn’t find any blanket. I laid some sacks over his 
back.” 


“We’ll go down and cover him up after we eat, then.” Billy 
felt better about it then. When Jody’s father had gone in to 
the fire and his mother was washing dishes,, Billy found and 
^ ^ lantern. He and Jody walked through the mud to 
the barn. The barn was dark and warm and sweet. The horses 
still munched their evening hay. “You hold the lantern!” Billy 
ordered. And he felt the pony’s legs and tested the heat of the 
Hanks. He put his cheek against the pony’s grey muzzle and 

^ eyelids to look at the eyeballs and he 

c put his fingers inside his 

rub dow^*’'^°'” “ chipper,” Billy said. ‘Til give him a 

and P°"y’s violently 

spiritless ^ He ‘''t, withers. Gabilan was strangely 

SouJhf^n oM P/fcntly to the rubbing. At last Billy 

it ovet the saddle-room, and threw 

String ^ teck and chest with 

“Now he’ll be all right in the morning,” Billy said. 


"Yo°u’re^a'te°^^f^nm‘'h^d"P S°t back to the house. 

hard hand and’ K ^he held his chin in her 

hard hand and brushed the tangled hair out o£ his eyes, and 
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she said, “Don’t worry about the pony. He’ll be all right. Billy’s 
as good as any horse doctor in the country.” 

Jody hadn t known she could see his worry. He pulled gently 
away from her and knelt down in front of the fireplace until 
it burned his stomach. He scorched himself through and then 
went in to bed, but it was a hard thing to go to sleep. He 
iwakened after what seemed a long time. The room was dark, 
but there was a greyness in the window like that which pre¬ 
cedes the dawn. He got up and found his overalls and searched 
for the legs, and then the clock in the other room struck two. 
He laid his clothes down and got back into bed. It was broad 
daylight when he awakened again. For the first time he had 
slept through the ringing of the triangle. He leaped up, flung 
on his clothes and went out of the door still buttoning his shirt 
His mother looked after him for a moment and then went quietly 
back to her work. Her eyes were brooding and kind. Now and 
then her mouth smiled a little, but without changing her eyes 
at all. 


Jody ran on toward the barn. Half-way there he heard the 
sound he dreaded, the hollow rasping cough of a horse. He 
broke into a sprint then. In the barn he found Billy Buck with 
the pony. Billy was rubbing his legs with his strong thick 
hands. He looked up and smiled gaily. “He just took a little 
cold,” Billy said. “We’ll have him out of it in a>couple of 
days.” 

Jody looked at the pony’s face. The eyes were half closed 
and the lids thick and dry. In the eye corners a crust of hard 
mucus stuck. Gabilan’s ears hung loosely sideways and his 
head was low. Jody put out his hand, but the pony did not 
move close to it. He coughed again and his whole body con¬ 
stricted with the effort. A little stream of thin fluid ran from 
his nostrils. 

Jody looked back at Billy Buck. “He’s awful sick, Billy.” 

“Just a little cold, like I said,” Billy insisted. “You go get 
some breakfast and then go to school. I’ll take care of him.” 

“But you might have to do something else. You might leave 
him.” 

“No, I won’t. I won’t leave him at all. To-morrow’s Satur¬ 
day. Then you can stay with him all day.” Billy had failed 
again, and he felt badly about it. He had to cure the pony now. 

Jody walked up to the house and took his place listlessly 
at the table. The eggs and bacon were cold and greasy, but 
he didn’t notice it. He ate his usual amount. Pie didn t even 
ask to stay home from school. His mother pushed his hair back 
when she took his plate. “Billy’ll take care of the pony, she 
assured him. 
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He moped through the whole day at school. He couldn’t 
answer any questions nor read any words. He couldn’t even tell 
anyone the pony was sick, for that might make him sicker. And 
when school was finally out he started home in dread. He 
walked slowly and let the other boys leave him. He wished 
he might continue walking and never arrive at the ranch. 

Billy was in the barn, as he had promised, and the pony was 
worse. His eyes were almost closed now, and his breath 
whistled shrilly past an obstruction in his nose. A film covered 
that part of the eyes that was visible at all. It was doubtful 
whether the pony could see any more. Now and then he snorted, 
to clear his nose, and by the action seemed to plug it tighter. 
Jody looked dispiritedly at the pony’s coat. The hair lay rough 
and unkempt and seemed to have lost all of its old lustre. Billy 
stood quietly beside the stall. Jody hated to ask, but he had 
to know. 


“Billy, is he—is he going to get well?” 

Billy put his fingers between the bars under the pony’s jaw 
and felt about. “Feel here,” he said, and he guided Jody’s fin¬ 
gers to a large lump under the jaw. “When that gets bigger, 
I’ll open it up and then he’ll get better.” 

Jody looked quickly away, for he had heard about that lump. 
“What is the matter with him?” 

Billy didn’t want to answer, but he had to. He couldn’t be 


wrong three times. “Strangles,” he said shortly, “but don’t you 
worry about that. I’ll pull him out of it. I’ve seen them get 
well when they were worse than Gabilan is. I’m going to steam 
him now. You can help.” 

“Yes,” Jody said miserably. He followed Billy into the grain 
room and watched him make the steaming bag ready. It was 
a long canvas nose bag with straps to go over a horse’s ears. 
Billy filled it one-third full of bran and then he added a couple 
of handfuls of dried hops. On top of the dry substance he 
poured a little carbolic acid and a little turpentine. “I’ll be 

mixing It all up while you run to the house for a kettle of 
boiling water,” Billy said. 

When Jody came back with the steaming kettle, Billy buckled 
hi« Gabilan’s head and fitted the bag tightly around 

pen hrough a little hole in the side of the bag 

awav mixture. The pony started 

fil^^e-! rrp J steam rose up, but then the soothing 

stSm and the sharp 

loudly HU W ^ passages. He breathed 

atain^; trernbled m an ague, and his eyes closed 

the steam Poured in more water and kept 

tne steam rising for fifteen minutes. At last he set down the 
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kettle and took the bag from Gabilan’s nose. The pony looked 
better. He breathed freely, and his eyes were open wider than 
they had been. 

“See how good it makes him feel,” Billy said. “Now we’ll 
wrap him up in the blanket again. Maybe he’ll be nearly well 
by morning.” 

“Til stay with him to-night,” Jody suggested. 

“No. Don’t you do it. I’ll bring my blankets down here and 
put them in the hay. You can stay to-morrow and steam him 
if he needs it.” 

The evening was falling when they went to the house for 
their supper. Jody didn’t even realize that someone else had 
fed the chickens and filled the wood-box. He walked up past 
the house to the dark brush line and took a drink of water 
from the tub. The spring water was so cold that it stung his 
mouth and drove a shiver through him. The sky above the 
hills was still light. He saw a hawk flying so high that it caught 
the sun on its breast and shone like a spark. Two blackbirds 
were driving him down the sky, glittering as they attacked their 
enemy. In the west, the clouds were moving into rain again. 

Jody’s father didn’t speak at all while the family ate supper, 
but after Billy Buck had taken his blankets and gone to sleep 
in the barn, Carl Tiflin built a high fire in the fireplace and told 
stories. He told about the wild man who ran naked through 
the country and had a tail and ears like a horse, and he told 
about the rabbit-cats of Moro Cojo that hopped into the trees 
for birds. He revived the famous Maxwell brothers who found 
a vein of gold and hid the traces of it so carefully that they 
could never find it again. 

Jody sat with his chin in his hands; his mouth worked ner¬ 
vously, and his father gradually became aware that he wasn’t 
listening very carefully. “Isn’t that funny?” he asked. 

Jody laughed politely, and said, “Yes, sir.” His father was 
angry and hurt, then. He didn’t tell any more stories. After 
a while, Jody took a lantern and went down to the barn. Billy 
Buck was asleep in the hay, and, except that his breath rasped 
a little in his lungs, the pony seemed to be much better. Jody 
stayed a little while, running his fingers over the red rough coat, 
and then he took up the lantern and went back to the house. 
When he was in bed, his mother came into the room. 

“Have you enough covers on? It’s getting winter.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Well, get some rest to-night.” She hesitated to go out, stood 
uncertainly. “The pony will be all right,” she said. 

Jody was tired. He went to sleep quickly and didn’t awaken 
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until (lawn. The triangle sounded, and Billy Buck came up 
from the barn before Jody could get out of the house. 

‘‘How is he?” Jody demanded. 

Billy always wolfed his breakfast. “Pretty good. I’m going 
to open that lump this morning. Then he’ll be better maybe.” 

After breakfast, Billy got out his best knife, one with a needle 
point. He whetted the shining blade a long time on a little 
carborundum stone. He tried the point and the blade again 
and again on his calloused thumb-ball, and at last he tried it on 
his upper lip. 

On the way to the barn, Jody noticed how the young grass 
was up and how the stubble was melting day by day into the 
new green crop of volunteer. It was a cold sunny morning. 

As soon as he saw the pony, Jody knew he was worse. His 
eyes were closed and sealed shut with dried mucus. His head 
hung so low that his nose almost touched the straw of his bed. 
There was a little groan in each breath, a deep-seated, patient 
groan. 

Billy lifted the weak head and made a quick slash with the 
knife. Jody saw the yellow pus run out. He held up the head 
while Billy swabbed out the wound with weak carbolic acid 
salve. 


‘‘Now, he’ll feel better,” Billy assured him. “That yellow 
poison is what makes him sick.” 

Jody looked unbelieving at Billy Buck. “He's awful sick.” 
Billy thought a long time what to say. He nearly tossed off 
a careless assurance, but he saved himself in time. “Yes, he’s 


pretty sick,” he said at last. “I’ve seen worse ones get well. 
If he doesn’t get pneumonia, we’ll pull him through. You stay 
with him. If he gets worse, you can come and get me.” 

For a long time after Billy went away, Jody stood beside 
the pony, stroking him behind the ears. The pony didn’t flip 
his head the way he had done when he was well. The groan- 
ing in his breathing was becoming more hollow. 

Doubletree Mutt looked into the barn, his big tail waving 
provocatively, and Jody was so incensed at his health that he 
mund a hard black clod on the floor and deliberately threw it. 
D()ubletree Mutt went yelping away to nurse a bruised paw. 

In the middle of the morning, Billy Buck came back and 
made another steam bag. Jody watched to see whether the 
pony improved this time as he had before. His breathing eased 
a httle, but he did not raise his head. 

t *1!^ Saturday dragged on. Late in the afternoon, Jody went 
to the house and brought his bedding down and made up a 
place to sleep in the hay. He didn’t ask permission. He knew 
from the way his mother looked at him that she would let him 
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do almost anything. That night he left a lantern burning on a 
wire over the box stall. Billy had told to rub the pony’s legs 
every little while. 

At nine o’clock the wind sprang up and howled around the 
barn. And in spite of his worry, Jody grew sleepy. He got 
into his blankets and went to sleep, but the breathy groans of 
the pony sounded in his dreams. And in his sleep he heard 
a crashing noise which went on and on until it awakened him. 
The wind was rushing through the barn. He sprang up and 
looked down the lane of stalls. The barn door had blown open, 
and the pony was gone. 

He caught the lantern and ran outside into the gale, and he 
saw Gabilan weakly shambling away into the darkness, head 
down, legs working slowly and mechanically. When Jody ran 
up and caught him by the forelock, he allowed himself to be 
led back and put into his stall. His groans were louder, and a 
fierce whistling came from his nose. Jody didn’t sleep any more 
then. The hissing of the pony’s breath grew louder and 
sharper. 

He was glad when Billy Buck came in at dawn. Billy looked 
for a time at the pony as though he had never seen him before. 
He felt the ears and flanks. “Jody,” he said, “I’ve got to do 
something you won’t want to see. You run up to the house 
for a while.” 

Jody grabbed him fiercely by the forearm. “You’re not going 
to shoot him?” 

Billy patted his hand. “No. I’m going to open a little hole 
in his windpipe so he can breathe. His nose is filled up. When 
he gets well, we’ll put a little brass button in the hole for him 
to breathe through.” 

Jody couldn’t have gone away if he had wanted to. It was 
awful to see the red hide cut, but infinitely more terrible to 
know it was being cut and not to see it. “I’ll stay right here,” 
he said bitterly. “You sure you got to?” 

“Yes. I’m sure. If you stay, you can hold his head. If it 
doesn’t make you sick, that is.” 

The fine knife came out again and was whetted again just as 
carefully as it had been the first time. Jody held the pony’s 
head up and the throat taut, while Billy felt up and down for 
the right place. Jody sobbed once as the bright knife point 
disappeared into the throat. The pony plunged weakly away, 
and then stood still, trembling violently. The blood ran thickly 
out and up the knife and across Billy’s hand and into his shirt¬ 
sleeve. The sure square hand sawed out a round hole in the 
flesh, and the breath came bursting out of the hole, throwing a 
fine spray of blood. With the rush of oxygen, the pony took a 
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sudden strength. He lashed out with his hind feet and tried 
to rear, but Jody held his head down while Billy mopped the 
new wound with carbolic salve. It was a good job. The blood 
stopped flowing and the air puffed out the hole and sucked it in 
regularly with a little bubbling noise. 

The rain brought in by the night wind began to fall on the 
barn roof. Then the triangle rang for breakfast. “You go up 
and eat while I wait,” Billy said. “WeVe got to keep this 
hole from plugging up.” 

Jody walked slowly out of the barn. He was too dispirited 
to tell Billy how the barn door had blown open and let the pony 
out. He emerged into the wet grey morning and sloshed up to 
the house, taking a perverse pleasure in splashing through all 
the puddles. His mother fed him and put dry clothes on. She 
didn’t question him. She seemed to know he couldn’t answer 
questions. But when he was ready to go back to the barn she 
brought him a pan of steaming meal. “Give him this,” she said. 

But Jody did not take the pan. He said, “He won’t eat any¬ 
thing,” and ran out of the house. At the barn, Bill showed him 
how to fix a ball of cotton on a stick, with which to swab out 
the breathing hole when it became clogged with mucus. 

Jody’s father walked into the barn and stood with them in 
front of the stall. At length he turned to the boy. “Hadn’t 
you better come with me? I’m going to drive over the hill.” 
Jody shook his head. “You better come on, out of this,” his 
father insisted. 

Billy turned on him angrily. “Let him alone. It’s his pony, 
isn’t it?” 

Carl Tiflin walked away without saying another word. His 
feelings were badly hurt. 

All morning Jody kept the wound open and the air passing 
in and out freely. At noon the pony lay wearily down on his 
side and stretched his nose out. 


Billy came back. “If you’re going to stay with him to-night, 

^ little nap,” he said. Jody went absently out of 
tne barn. The sky had cleared to a hard thin blue. Everywhere 

the birds were busy with worms that had come to the damp sur¬ 
face of the ground. 

Jody walked to the brush line and sat on the edge of the 
mossy tub. He looked down at the house and at the old bunk 
house and at the dark cypress tree. The place was familiar, 
^ it wasn’t itself any more, but a frame 

happening. A cold wind blew out of the 

east now, signifying that the rain was over for a little while. 

At his feet Jody could see the little arms of new weeds spread- 
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ing out over the ground. In the mud about the spring were 
thousands of quail tracks. 

Doubletree Mutt came sideways and embarrassed up through 
the vegetable patch, and Jody, remembering how he had thrown 
the clod, put his arm about the dog’s neck and kissed him on 
his wide black nose. Doubletree Mutt sat still, as though he 
knew some solemn thing was happening. His big tail slapped 
the ground gravely. Jody pulled a swollen tick out of Mutt’s 
neck and popped it dead between his thumb-nails. It was a 
nasty'thing. He washed his hands in the cold spring water. 

Except for the steady swish of the wind, the farm was very 
quiet. Jody knew his mother wouldn’t mind if he didn’t go in 
to eat his lunch. After a little while he went slowly back to the 
barn. Mutt crept into his own little house and whined softly 
to himself for a long time. 

Billy Buck stood up from the box and surrendered the cotton 
swab. The pony still lay on his side and the wound in his throat 
bellowsed in and out. When Jody saw how dry and dead the 
hair looked, he knew at last that there was no hope for the 
pony. He had seen the dead hair before on dogs and on cows, 
and it was a sure sign. He sat heavily on the box and let 
down the barrier of the box stall. For a long time he kept his 
eyes on the moving wound, and at last he dozed, and the after¬ 
noon passed quickly. Just before dark his mother brought a 
deep dish of stew and left it for him and went away. Jody 
ate a little of it, and, when it was dark, he set the lantern on 
the floor by the pony’s head so he could watch the wound and 
keep it open. And he dozed again until the night chill awak¬ 
ened him. The wind was blowing fiercely, bringing the north 
cold with it. Jody brought a blanket from his bed in the hay 
and wrapped himself in it. Gabilan’s breathing was quiet at 
last; the hole in his throat moved gently. The owls flew through 
the hayloft, shrieking and looking for mice. Jody put his hands 
down on his head and slept. In his sleep he was aware that 
the wind had increased. He heard it slamming about the barn. 

It was daylight when he awakened. The barn door had 
swung open. The pony was gone. He sprang up and ran out 
into the morning light. 

The pony’s tracks were plain enough, dragging through the 
frost-like dew on the young grass, tired tracks with little lines 
between them where the hoofs had dragged. They headed for 
the brush line half-way up the ridge. Jody broke into a run 
and followed them. The sun shone on the sharp white quartz 
that stuck through the ground here and there. As he followed 
the plain trail, a shadow cut across in front of him. He looked 
up and saw a high circle of black buzzards, and the slowly 
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revolving circle dropped lower and lower. The solemn birds 
soon disappeared over the ridge. Jody ran faster then, forced 
on by panic and rage. The trail entered the brush at last and 
followed a winding route among the tall sage brushes. 

At the top of the ridge Jody was winded. He paused, puffing 
noisily. The blood pounded in his ears. Then he saw what he 
was looking for. Below, in one of the little clearings in the 
brush, lay the red pony. In the distance, Jody could see the 
legs moving slowly and convulsively. And in a circle around 
him stood the buzzards, waiting for the moment of death they 
know so well. 

Jody leaped forward and plunged down the hill. The wet 
ground muffled his steps and the brush hid him. When he ar¬ 
rived, it was all over. The first buzzard sat on the pony’s head 
and its beak had just risen dripping with dark eye fluid. Jody 
plunged into the circle like a cat. The black brotherhood arose 


in a cloud, but the big one on the pony’s head was too late. 
As it hopped along to take off, Jody caught its wing tip and 
pulled it down. It was nearly as big as he was. The free wing 
crashed into his face with the force of a club, but he hung on. 
The claws fastened on his leg and the wing elbows battered 
his head on either side. Jody groped blindly with his free hand. 
His fingers found the neck of the struggling bird. The red eyes 
looked into his face, calm and fearless and fierce; the naked 
head^ turned from side to side. Then the beak opened and 
vomited a stream of putrefied fluid. Jody brought up his knee 
and fell on the great bird. He held the neck to the ground with 
one hand while his other found a piece of sharp white quartz. 
The first blow broke the beak sideways and black blood spurted 
from the twisted, leathery mouth corners. He struck again and 
missed. The red fearless eyes still looked at him, impersonal 
and unafraid and detached. He struck again and again, until 
the buzzard lay dead, until its head was a red pulp. He was 
still beating the dead bird when Billy Buck pulled him off and 
held him tightly to calm his shaking. 

Carl Tiflin wiped the blood from the boy’s face with a red 
bandana, Jody was limp and quiet now. His father moved 

SL-t wnlhe explained, “the buzzard 
didnt kill the pony. Don’t you know that?” 

1 know^ it,” Jody said wearily, 

Buck who was angry. He had lifted Jody in his 
on r^rl turned back 

"TesufrhHfn' furiously, 

Jesus Christ I man, can t you see how he’d feel about it?” 
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II. THE GREAT MOUNTAINS 

TN the humming heat of a mid-summer afternoon the little 
boy Jody listlessly looked about the ranch for something to 
do. He had been to the barn, had thrown rocks at the swallows’ 
nests under the eaves until everyone of the little mud houses 
broke open and dropped its lining of straw and dirty feathers. 
Then at the ranch house he baited a rat trap with stale cheese 
and set it where Doubletree Mutt, that good big dog, would get 
his nose snapped. Jody was not moved by an impulse of cruelty; 
he was bored with the long hot afternoon. Doubletree Mutt 
put his stupid nose in the trap and got it smacked, and shrieked 
with agony and limped away with blood on his nostrils. No 
matter where he was hurt, Mutt limped. It was just a way he 
had. Once when he was young, Mutt got caught in a coyote 
trap, and always after that he limped, even when he was 
scolded. 

When Mutt yelped, Jody’s mother called from inside the 
house, “Jodyl Stop torturing that dog and find something to 
do.” 

Jody felt mean then, so he threw a rock at Mutt. Then he 
took his slingshot from the porch and walked up toward the 
brush line to try to kill a bird. It was a good slingshot, with 
store-bought rubbers, but while Jody had often shot at birds, 
he had never hit one. He walked up through the vegetable 
patch, kicking his bare toes into the dust. And on the way he 
found the perfect slingshot stone, round and slightly flattened 
and heavy enough to carry through the air. He fitted it into 
the leather pouch of his weapon and proceeded to the brush 
line. His eyes narrowed, his mouth worked strenuously; for 
the first time that afternoon he was intent. In the shade of 
the sagebrush the little birds were working, scratching in the 
leaves, flying restlessly a few feet and scratching again. Jody 
pulled back the rubbers of the sling and advanced cautiously. 
One little thrush paused and looked at him and crouched, ready 
to fly. Jody sidled nearer, moving one foot slowly after the 
other. When he was twenty feet away, he carefully raised the 
sling and aimed. The stone whizzed; the thrush started up and 
flew right into it. And down the little bird went with a broken 
head. Jody ran to it and picked it up. 

“Well, I got you,” he said. 

The bird looked much smaller dead than it had alive. Jody 
felt a little mean pain in his stomach, so he took out his pocket- 
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knife and cut off the bird’s head. Then he disembowelled it, 
and took off its wings; and finally he threw all the pieces into 
the brush. He didn’t care about the bird, or its life, but he 
knew what older people would say if they had seen him ‘tj 
he was ashamed because of their potential opinion. He decided 
to forget the whole thing as quickly as he could, and never to 

mention it. 

The hills were dry at this season, and the wild grass was 
golden, but where the spring-pipe filled the round tub and the 
tub spilled over, there lay a stretch of fine green grass, deep 
and sweet and moist. Jody drank from the mossy tub and 
washed the bird’s blood from his hands in cold water. Then 
he lay on his back in the grass and looked up at the dumpling 
summer clouds. By closing one eye and destroying perspective 
he brought them down within reach so that he could put up 
his fingers and stroke them. He helped the gentle wind push 
them down the sky; it seemed to him that they went faster 
for his help. One fat white cloud he helped clear to the moun¬ 
tain rims and pressed it firmly over, out of sight. Jody wondered 
what it was seeing, then. He sat up the better to look at the 
great mountains where they went piling back, growing darker 
and more savage until they finished with one jagged ridge, high 
up against the west. Curious secret mountains; he thought of 
the little he knew about them. 

“What’s on the other side?” he asked his father once. 

“More mountains, I guess. Why?” 

“And on the other side of them?” 

“More mountains. Why?” 

“More mountains on and on?” 

“Well, no. At last you come to the ocean.” 

“But what’s in the mountains?” 

“Just cliffs and brush and rocks and dryness.” 

“Were you ever there?” 

“No.” 


“Has anybody ever been there?” 

^ people, I guess. It’s dangerous, with cliffs and things. 
Why, I ve read there’s more unexplored country in the moun- 
^ms of Monterey County than any place in the United States.” 
His father seemed proud that this should be so. 

And at last the ocean?” 

“At last the ocean.” 


“But,” the boy insisted, “but in between? No one knows?” 
^ A people do, I guess. But there’s nothing there to 

get. And not much water. Just rocks and cliffs and grease- 
wood. Why? 

“It would be good to go.” 
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“What for? There’s nothing there.” 

Jody knew something was there, something very wonderful 
because it wasn’t known, something secret and mysterious. He 
could feel within himself that this was so. He said to his 
mother, Do you know what’s in the big mountains?” 

She looked at him and then back at the ferocious range, and 
she said, “Only the bear, I guess.” 

“What bear?” 

“Why the one that went over the mountain to see what he 
could see.” 

Jody questioned Billy Buck, the ranch hand, about the possi¬ 
bility of ancient cities lost in the mountains, but Billy agreed 
with Jody’s father. 

“It ain’t likely,” Billy said. “There’d be nothing to eat unless 
a kind of people that can eat rocks live there.” 

That was all the information Jody ever got, and it made the 
mountains dear to him, and terrible. He thought often of the 
miles of ridge after ridge until at last there was the sea. When 
the peaks were pink in the morning they invited him among 
them: and when the sun had gone over the edge in the evening 
and the mountains were a purple-like despair, then Jody was 
afraid of them; then they were so imperonsal and aloof that 
their very imperturbability was a threat. 

Now he turned his head toward the mountains of the east, 
the Gabilans, and they were jolly mountains, with hill ranches 
in their creases, and with pine trees growing on the crests. 
People lived there, and battles had been fought against the 
Mexicans on the slopes. He looked back for an instant at the 
Great Ones and shivered a little at the contrast. The foothill 
cup of the home ranch below him was sunny and safe. The 
house gleamed with white light and the barn was brown and 
warm. The red cows on the farther hill ate their way slowly 
toward the north. Even the dark cypress tree by the bunk 
house was usual and safe. The chickens scratched about in 
the dust of the farmyard with quick waltzing steps. 

Then a moving figure caught Jody’s eye. A man walked 
slowly over the brow of the hill, on the road from Salinas, and 
he was headed toward the house. Jody stood up and moved 
down toward the house, too, for if someone was coming, he 
wanted to be there to see. By the time the boy had got to 
the house the walking man was only half-way down the road, 
a lean man, very straight in the shoulders. Jody could tell 
he was old only because his heels struck the ground with hard 
jerks. As he approached nearer, Jody saw that he was dressed 
in blue jeans and in a coat of the same material. He wore 
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clodhopper shoes and an old flat-brimmed Stetson hat. Over 
his shoulder he carried a gunny sack, lumpy and full. In a 
few moments he had trudged close enough so that his face 
could be seen. And his face was as dark as dried beef. A 
moustache, blue-white against the dark skin, hovered over his 
mouth, and his hair was white, too, where it showed at his neck. 
The skin of his face had shrunk back against the skull until it 
defined bone, not flesh, and made the nose and chin seem sharp 
and fragile. The eyes were large and deep and dark, with eye¬ 
lids stretched tightly over them. Irises and pupils were one, 
and very black, but the eyeballs were brown. There were no 
wrinkles in the face at all. This old man wore a blue denim 
coat buttoned to the throat with brass buttons, as all men do 
who wear no shirts. Out of the sleeves came strong bony wrists 
and hands gnarled and knotted and hard as peach branches. 
The nails were flat and blunt and shiny. 

The old man drew close to the gate and swung down his sack 
when he confronted Jody. His lips fluttered a little and a soft 
impersonal voice came from between them. 

“Do you live here?” 

Jody was embarrassed. He turned and looked at the house, 
and he turned back and looked toward the barn where his father 
and Billy Buck were, “Yes,” he said, when no help came from 
either direction. 

“I have come back,” the old man said. “I am Gitano, and I 
have come back.” 


Jody could not take all this responsibility. He turned 
abruptly, and ran into the house for help, and the screen door 
banged after him. His mother was in the kitchen poking out 
the clogged holes of a colander with a hairpin, and biting her 
lower lip with concentration. 

“It’s an old man,” Jody cried excitedly. “It’s an old pahano 
man, and he says he’s come back.” 

His mother put down the colander and stuck the hairpin 

behind the sink board. “What’s the matter now?” she asked 
patiently. 


“It’s an old man outside. Come on out.” 

Well, what does he want?” She untied the strings of her 
smoothed her hair with her fingers, 
don t know. He came walking.” 

His mother smoothed down her dress and went out, and Jody 
fol owed her. Gitano had not moved. 

Yes?” Mrs. Tiflin asked. 

Gitano took off his old black hat and held it with both hands 
back°”^ 'repeated, “I am Gitano, and I have come 
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“Come back? Back where?” 

Gitano’s whole straight body leaned forward a little. His 
right hand described the circle of the hills, the sloping fields 
and the mountains, and ended at his hat again. "Back to the 
rancho. I was born here, and my father, too.” 

“Here?” she demanded. “This isn’t an old place.” 

“No, there,” he said, pointing to the western ridge, “On the 
other side there, in a house that is gone.” 

At last she understood. “The old 'dobe that’s washed almost 
away, you mean?” 

“Yes, senora. When the rancho broke up they put no more 
lime on the ’dobe, and the rains washed it down.” 

Jody’s mother was silent for a little, and curious homesick 
thoughts ran through her mind, but quickly she cleared them 
out. “And what do you want here now, Gitano?” 

“I will stay here,” he said quietly, “until I die.” 

“But we don’t need an extra man here.” 

“I cannot work hard any more, senora. I can milk a cow, 
feed chickens, cut a little wood; no more. I will stay here.” He 
indicated the sack on the ground beside him. “Here are my 
things.” 

She turned to Jody. “Run down to the barn and call your 
father.” 

Jody dashed away, and he returned with Carl Tiflin and Billy 
Buck behind him. The old man was standing as he had been, 
but he was resting now. His whole body had sagged into a 
timeless repose. 

“What is it?” Carl Tiflin asked. “What’s Jody so excited 
about?” 

Mrs. Tiflin motioned to the old man. “He wants to stay here. 
He wants to do a little work and stay here.” 

“Well, we can’t have him. We don't need any more men. 
He’s too old. Billy does everything we need.” 

They had been talking over him as though he did not exist, 
and now, suddenly, they both hesitated and looked at Gitano 
and were embarrassed. 

He cleared his throat. “I am too old to work. I come back 
where I was born.” 

“You weren’t born here,” Carl said sharply. 

“No. In the ’dobe house over the hill. It was all one rancho 
before you came.” 

“In the mud house that’s all melted down?” ^ 

“Yes. I and my father. I will stay here now on the rancho." 

“I tell you you won’t stay,” Carl said angrily. “I don’t need 
an old man. This isn’t a big ranch. I can’t afford food and 
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doctor bills for an old man. You must have relatives and friends. 
Go to them. It is like begging to come to strangers." 

“I was born here," Gitano said patiently and inflexibly. 

Carl Tiffin didn’t like to be cruel, but he felt he must. “You 
can eat here to-night," he said. “You can sleep in the little 
room of the old bunk house. We’ll give you your breakfast in 
the morning, and then you’ll have to go along. Go to your 
friends. Don’t come to die with strangers." 

Gitano put on his black hat and stooped for the sack. “Here 
are my things," he said. 

Carl turned away. “Come on, Billy, we’ll finish down at the 
barn. Jody, show him the little room in the bunk house." 

He and Billy turned back toward the barn. Mrs. Tiffin went 
into the house, saying over her shoulder, “I’ll send some blan¬ 
kets down." 

Gitano looked questioningly at Jody. “I’ll show you where 
it is,” Jody said. 

There was a cot with a shuck mattress, an apple box holding 
a tin lantern, and a backless rocking-chair in the little room of 
the bunk house. Gitano laid his sack carefully on the floor and 
sat down on the bed. Jody stood shyly in the room, hesitating 
to go. At last he said: 

“Did you come out of the big mountains?" 

Gitano shook his head slowly. “No, I worked down the 
Salinas Valley.” 

The afternoon thought would not let Jody go. “Did you ever 
go into the big mountains back there?" 

The old dark eyes grew fixed, and their light turned inward 
on the years that were living in Gitano’s head. “Once—when I 
was a little boy. I went with my father." 

“Way back, clear into the mountains?" 

“Yes." 


What was there?" Jody cried. “Did you see any people or 
any houses?” ^ f r 

“No.” 


“Well, what was there?" 

Gitano s eyes remained inward. A little wrinkled strain came 
between his brows. 

“What did you see in there?” Jody repeated. 

‘nxr know, Gitano said. “I don’t remember." 

Was It terrible and dry?" 

“I don’t remember.” 

mirnhir Jody.had lost his shyness. “Don’t you re- 

m^ber anything about it?” 

itano s mouth opened for a word, and remained open while 



262 


THE RED PONY 

his brain sought the word, “I think it was quiet—I think it was 
nice.” 

Gitano’s eyes seemed to have found something back in the 
years, for they grew soft and a little smile seemed to come • 
and go in them. 

“Didn’t you ever go back in the mountains again?” Jody in¬ 
sisted. 

“No.” 

“Didn’t you ever want to?” 

But now Gitano’s face became impatient. “No,” he said in a 
tone that told Jody he didn’t want to talk about it any more. 
The boy was held by a curious fascination. He didn’t want to 
go away from Gitano. His shyness returned. 

“Would you like to come down to the barn and see the stock?” 
he asked. 

Gitano stood up and put on his hat and prepared to follow. 

It was almost evening now. They stood near the watering 
trough while the horses sauntered in from the hillsides for an 
evening drink. Gitano rested his big twisted hands on the top 
rail of the fence. Five horses came down and drank, and then 
stood about, nibbling at the dirt or rubbing their sides against 
the polished wood of the fence. Long after they had finished 
drinking an old horse appeared over the brow of the hill and 
came painfully down. It had long yellow teeth; its hooves 
were flat and sharp as spades, and its ribs and hip-bones jutted 
out under its skin. It hobbled up to the trough and drank 
water with a loud sucking noise. 

“That’s old Easter,” Jody explained. “That’s the first horse 
my father ever had. He’s thirty years old.” He looked up 
into Gitano’s old eyes for some response. 

“No good any more,” Gitano said. 

Jody’s father and Billy Buck came out of the barn and walked 
over. 

“Too old to work,” Gitano repeated. “Just eats and pretty 
soon dies.” 

Carl Tiflin caught the last words. He hated his brutality to¬ 
ward old Gitano, and so he became brutal again. 

“It’s a shame not to shoot Easter,” he said. “It’d save him 
a lot of pains and rheumatism.” He looked secretly at Gitano, 
to see whether he noticed the parallel, but the big bony hands 
did not move, nor did the dark eyes turn from the horse. “Old 
things ought to be put out of their misery," Jody’s father went 
on. “One shot, a big noise, one big pain in the head maybe, 
and that’s all. That’s better than stiffness and sore teeth.” 

Billy Buck broke in. “They got a right to rest after they 
worked all of their life. Maybe they like to just walk around. 
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Carl had been looking steadily at the skinny horse. “You 
can’t imagine now what Easter used to look like,” he said softly. 
“High neck, deep chest, fine barrel. He could jump a five-bar 
gate in stride. 1 won a flat race on him when I was fifteen 
years old. 1 could of got two hundred dollars for him any time. 
You wouldn’t think how pretty he was.” He checked himself, 
for he hated softness. “But he ought to be shot now,” he said. 

“Pie’s got a right to rest,” Billy Buck insisted. 

Jody’s father had a humorous thought. He turned to Gitano. 
"If ham and eggs grew on a side-hill I’d turn you out to pas¬ 
ture, too,” he said. “But I can’t afford to pasture you in my 
kitchen.” 

He laughed to Billy Buck about it as they went on toward 
the house. “Be a good thing for all of us if ham and eggs grew 
on the side-hills.” 

Jody knew his father was probing for a place to hurt in 
Gitano. He had been probed often. His father knew every 
place in the boy where a word would fester. 

“He’s only talking,” Jody said. “He didn’t mean it about 
shooting Easter. He likes Easter. That was the first horse 
he ever owned.” 

The sun sank behind the high mountains as they stood there, 

and the ranch was hushed. Gitano seemed to be more at home 

in the evening. He made a curious sharp sound with his lips 

and stretched one of his hands over the fence. Old Easter 

moved stiffly to him, and Gitano rubbed the lean neck under 
the mane. 


‘‘You like him?” Jody asked softly. 

“Yes—but he’s no damn good.” 

The triangle sounded at the ranch house. “That’s supper.” 
Jody cried. “Come on up to supper.” 

As they walked up toward the house Jody noticed again that 
Gitano s body was straight as that of a young man. Only by a 

jerkiness in his movements and by the scuffling of his heels 
could It be seen that he was old. 

th^ Heavily into the lower branches of 

valke^If/ A fat sleek ranch cat 

fng the deaf rtt cllf 

ouf f,rro"he''°er«„' dood\d“ttem 

w rll “ s*‘pped into his chair without moving it 

but Gitano stood holding his hat until Carl looked up and said! 
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“Sit down, sit down. You might as well get your belly full 
before you go on.” Carl was afraid he might relent and let 
the old man stay, and so he continued to remind himself that 
this couldn’t be. 

Gitano laid his hat on the floor and diffidently sat down. He 
wouldn’t reach for food. Carl had to pass it to him. “Here, fill 
yourself up.” Gitano ate very slowly, cutting tiny pieces of 
meat and arranging little pats of mashed potato on his plate. 

The situation would not stop worrying Carl Tiflin. “Haven't 
you got any relatives in this part of the country?” he asked. 

Gitano answered with some pride, “My brother-in-law is in 
Monterey. I have cousins there, too.” 

“Well, you can go and live there, then.” 

“I was born here,” Gitano said in gentle rebuke. 

Jody’s mother came in from the kitchen, carrying a large bowl 
of tapioca pudding. 

Carl chuckled to her, “Did I tell you what 1 said to him? I 
said if ham and eggs grew on the side-hills I’d put him out to 
pasture, like old Easter.” 

Gitano stared unmoved at his plate. 

“It’s too bad he can't stay,” said Mrs. Tiflin. 

“Now don’t you start anything,” Carl said crossly. 

When they had finished eating, Carl and Billy Buck and Jody 
went into the living-room to sit for a while, but Gitano, without 
a word of farewell or thanks, walked through the kitchen and 
out the back door. Jody sat and secretly watched his father. 
He knew how mean his father felt. 

“This country’s full of these old paisanos^* Carl said to Billy 
Buck. 

“They’re damn good men,” Billy defended them. “They can 
work older than white men. I saw one of them a hundred and 
five years old, and he could still ride a horse. You don’t see 
any white men as old as Gitano walking twenty or thirty miles. 

“Oh, they’re tough, all right,” Carl agreed. “Say, are you 
standing up for him, too? Listen, Billy,” he explained, Im 
having a hard enough time keeping this ranch out of the Bank 
of Italy without taking on anybody else to feed. You know 
that, Billy.” 

“Sure, I know,” said Billy. “If you was rich, it’d be different. 

“That’s right, and it isn’t like he didn’t have relatives to p 
to. A brother-in-law and cousins right in Monterey. Why 

should I worry about him?” , 

Jody sat quietly listening, and he seemed to hear GiUno s 

gentle voice and its unanswerable, “But I was born here. 
Gitano was mysterious like the mountains. There were ranges 
back as far as you could see, but behind the last range piled up 
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aeainst the sky there was a great unknown country. And 
was an old man, until you got to the dull dark eyes. And in 
behind them was some unknown thing. He didn t ever say 
enough to let you guess what was inside, under the eyes. Jody 
felt himself irresistibly drawn toward the bunk house. He slip¬ 
ped from his chair while his father was talking and he went 
out the door without making a sound. 

The night was very dark and far-off noises carried in clearly. 
The hamebells of a wood team sounded from way over the hill 
on the county road. Jody picked his way across the dark yard. 
He could see a light through the window of the little room of 
the bunk house. Because the night was secret he walked quietly 
up to the window and peered in. Gitano sat in the rocking- 
chair and his back was toward the window. His right arm 
moved slowly back and forth in front of him. Jody pushed the 
door open and walked in. Gitano jerked upright and, seizing 
a piece of deerskin, he tried to throw it over the thing in his 
lap, but the skin slipped away. Jody stood overwhelmed by 
the thing in Gitano’s hand, a lean and lovely rapier with a golden 
basket hilt. The blade was like a thin ray of dark light. The 
hilt was pierced and intricately carved. 

“What is it?” Jody demanded. 

Gitano only looked at him with resentful eyes, and he picked 
up the fallen deerskin and firmly wrapped the beautiful blade 
in it. 

Jody put out his hand. “Can’t I see it?” 

Gitano’s eyes smouldered angrily and he shook his head. 

“Where’d you get it? Where’d it come from?” 

Now Gitano regarded him profoundly, as though he pondered. 
“I got it from my father.” 

“Well, where’d he get it?” 

Gitano looked down at the long deerskin parcel in his hand. 
“I don’ know.” 

“Didn’t he ever tell you?” 

“No.” 

“What do you do with it?” 

Gitano looked slightly surprised. “Nothing. I just keep it.” 

“Can’t I see it again?” s j p 

The old man slowly unwrapped the shining blade and let the 
lamplight slip along it for a moment. Then he wrapped it up 
again. “You go now. I want to go to bed.” He blew out the 
lamp almost before Jody had closed the door. 

As he went back toward the house, Jody knew one thing 
more sharply than he had ever known anything. He must 
never tell anyone about the rapier. It would be a dreadful 
thing to tell anyone about it, for it would destroy some fragile 
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structure of truth. It was a truth that might be shattered by 
division. 

On the way across the dark yard Jody passed Billy Buck. 
“They’re wondering where you are,” Billy said. 

Jody slipped into the living-room, and his father turned to 
him. “Where have you been?” 

“I just went out to see if I caught any rats in my new trap.” 

“It’s time you went to bed,” his father said. 

Jody was first at the breakfast table in the morning. Then 
his father came in, and last, Billy Buck. Mrs. Tiflin looked in 
from the kitchen. 

“Where’s the old man, Billy?” she asked. 

“I guess he’s out walking,” Billy said. “I looked in his room 
and he wasn’t there.” 

“Maybe he started early to Monterey,” said Carl. “It’s a long 
walk.” 

“No,” Billy explained. “His sack is in the little room.” 

After breakfast Jody walked down to the bunk house. Flies 
were flashing about in the sunshine. The ranch seemed especi¬ 
ally quiet this morning. When he was sure no one was watch¬ 
ing him, Jody went into the little room, and looked at Gitano’s 
sack. An extra pair of long cotton underwear was there, an 
extra pair of jeans and three pairs of worn socks. Nothing 
else was in the sack. A sharp loneliness fell on Jody. He 
walked slowly back toward the house. His father stood on the 
porch talking to Mrs. Tiflin. 

“I guess old Easter’s dead at last,” he said. “I didn’t see him 
come down to water with the other horses.” 

In the middle of the morning Jess Taylor from the ridge ranch 
rode down. 

“You didn’t sell that old grey crowbait of yours, did you, 
Carl?” 

“No, of course not. Why?” 

“Well,” Jess said. “I was out this morning early, and I saw 
a funny thing. I saw an old man on an old horse, no saddle, 
only a piece of rope for a bridle. He wasn t on the road a 
all. He was cutting right up straight through the brush. 1 
think he had a gun. At least I saw something shine in his hand. 

“That’s old Gitano,” Carl Tiflin said. “I’ll see if any of my 
guns are missing.” He stepped into the house for a second. 

^‘Nope» all here. Which way was he headings, Jess. • t. u u 

“Well, that’s the funny thing. He was heading straight back 

into the mountains.” 

Carl laughed. “They never pt too old to steal, he said. l 
guess he just stole old Easter. 
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“Want to go after him, Carl?” 

“Hell, no, just save me burying that horse. I wonder where 
he got the gun. I wonder what he wants back there.” 

Jody walked up through the vegetable patch, toward the 
brush line. He looked searchingly at the towering mountains— 
ridge after ridge until at last there was the ocean. For a moment 
he thought he could see a black speck crawling up the farthest 
ridge. Jody thought of the rapier and of Gitano. And he 
thought of the great mountains. A longing caressed him, and 
it was so sharp that he wanted to cry to get it out of his breast. 
He lay down in the green grass near the round tub at the brush 
line. He covered his eyes with his crossed arms and lay there 
a long time, and he was full of a nameless sorrow. 


III. THE PROMISE. 


TN a mid-afternoon of spring, the little boy Jody walked 

martially along the brush-lined road toward his home ranch. 

Banging his knee against the golden lard bucket he used for 

school lunch, he contrived a good bass drum, while his tongue 

fluttered sharply against his teeth to fill in snare drums and 

occasional trumpets. Some time back the other members of 

the squad that walked so smartly from the school had turned 

into the various little canyons and taken the waggon roads to 

their own home ranches. Now Jody marched seemingly alone, 

with high-lifted knees and pounding feet; but behind him there 

was a phantom army with great flags and swords, silent but 
deadly. 

The afternoon was green and gold with spring. Underneath 
the spread branches of the oaks the plants grew pale and tall, 
and on the hills the feed was smooth and thick. The sage- 
brushes shone with new silver leaves and the oaks wore hoods 

Over the hills there hung such a green odour 
that the horses on the flats galloped madly, and then stopped, 
wondering; lambs, and even old sheep jumped in the air un- 

virent on eating; young 
butuT a^gai^n^ together and drew Lck and 

and silent army marched past, led by Jody, the 
go by ^ feeding and their play and watched it 

halted, bewildered 

and nervous. Jody went down on his knees. The army stood 


268 


THE RED PONY 

in long" uneasy ranks for a moment, and then, with a soft sigh 
of sorrow, rose up in a faint grey mist and disappeared. Jody 
had seen the thorny crown of a horny-toad moving under the 
dust of the road. His grimy hand went out and grasped the 
^iked halo and held firmly while the little beast struggled. 
Then Jody turned the horny-toad over, exposing its pale gold 
stomach. With a gentle forefinger he stroked the throat and 
chest until the horny-toad relaxed, until its eyes closed and it 
lay languorous and asleep. 

_ Jody opened his lunch pail and deposited the first game in¬ 
side. He moved on now, his knees bent slightly, his shoulders 
crouched; his bare feet were wise and silent. In his right hand 
there was a long grey rifle. The brush along the road stirred 
restively under a new and unexpected population of grey tigers 
and grey bears. The hunting was very good, for by the time 
Jody reached the fork of the road where the mail box stood on a 
post, he had captured two more horny-toads, four little grass 
lizards, a blue snake, sixteen yellow-winged grasshoppers and 
a brown damp newt from under a rock. This assortment scrab¬ 
bled unhappily against the tin of the lunch bucket. 

At the road fork the rifle evaporated and the tigers and bears 
melted from the hillsides. Even the moist and uncomfortable 
creatures in the lunch pail ceased to exist, for the little red 
metal flag was up on the mail box, signifying that some postal 
matter was inside. Jody set his pail on the ground and opened 
the letter box. There was a Montgomery Ward catalogue and 
a copy of the Salinas Weekly Journal. He slammed the box, 
picked up his lunch pail and trotted over the ridge and down 
into the cup of the ranch. Past the barn he ran, and past the 
used-up haystack and the bunk house and the cypress tree. He 
banged through the front screen door of the ranch house calling, 
“Ma’am, ma’am, there’s a catalogue.” 

Mrs. Tiflin was in the kitchen spooning clabbered milk into 
a cotton bag. She put down her work and rinsed her hands 
under the tap. “Here in the kitchen, Jody. Here I am.” 

He ran in and clattered his lunch pail on the sink. “Here it 
is. Can I open the catalogue, ma’am?” 

Mrs. Tiflin took up the spoon again and went back to her 
cottage cheese. “Don’t lose it, Jody. Your father will want to 
see it.” She scraped the last of the milk into the bag. “Oh, 
Jody, your father wants to see you before you go to your chores.” 
She waved a cruising fly from the cheese bag. 

Jody closed the new catalogue in alarm. “Ma’am?” 

“Why don’t you ever listen? I say your father wants to see 
you.” 



269 


THE PROMISE 


The boy laid the catalogue gently on the sink board. “Do 
you—is it something I did?” 

Mrs. Tiflin laughed. “Always a bad conscience. What did 
you do?” 

“Nothing, ma’am,” he said lamely. But he couldn’t remem¬ 
ber, and besides it was impossible to know what action might 
later be construed as a crime. 

His mother hung the full bag on a nail \Vhere it could drip 
into the sink. “He just said he wanted to see you when you 
got home. He's somewhere down by the barn.” 

Jody turned and went out the back door. Hearing his mother 
open the lunch pail and then gasp with rage, a memory stabbed 
him and he trotted away toward the barn, conscientiously not 
hearing the angry voice that called him from the house. 

Carl Tiflin and Billy Buck, the ranch hand, stood against the 
lower pasture fence. Each man rested one foot on the lowest 
bar and both elbows on the top bar. They were talking slowly 
and aimlessly. In the pasture half a dozen horses nibbled con¬ 
tentedly at the sweet grass. The mare, Nellie, stood backed 
up against the gate, rubbing her buttocks on the heavy post. 

Jody sidled uneasily near. He dragged one foot to give an 
impression of great innocence and nonchalance. When he ar¬ 
rived beside the men he put one foot on the lowest fence rail, 
rested his elbows on the second bar and looked into the pas¬ 
ture, too. The two men glanced sideways at him. 

“I wanted to see you,” Carl said in the stern tone he reserved 
for children and animals. 

"Yes, sir,” said Jody guiltily. 

Billy, here, says you took good care of the pony before it 
died. 

Punishment was in the air, Jody grew bolder. “Yes, sir, 

X tjiu« 

Billy says you have a good patient hand with horses.” 

Jody felt a sudden warm friendliness for the ranch hand. 

I ^ly put in, “He trained that pony as good as anybody I ever 


'If you could 

A 


Then Carl Tiflin came gradually to the point, 
nave another horse, would you work for it?” 

Jody shivered. “Yes, sir.” 

a you to be 

borses is to raise a colt.” 

uij Sfood way,” Billy interrupted. 

here. Jody,” continued Carl. “Jess Taylor, up to 

out ®^^^bon, but it’ll cost five dollars. ^I’ll 

Will do S' 
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Jody felt that his insides were shrivelling. “Yes, sir,” he 
said softly. 

“And no complaining? And no forgetting when you’re told 
to do something?” 

“Yes. sir.” 

“Well, all right, then. To-morrow morning you take Nellie 
up to the ridge ranch and get her bred. You’ll have to take care 
of her, too, till she throws the colt.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“You better get to the chickens and the wood now.” 

Jody slid away. In passing behind Billy Buck he very nearly 
put out his hand to touch the blue-jeaned legs. His shoulders 
swayed a little with maturity and importance. 

He went to his work with unprecedented seriousness. This 
night he did not dump the can of grain to the chickens so that 
they had to leap over each other and struggle to get it. No, he 
spread the wheat so far and so carefully that the hens couldn’t 
find some of it at all. And in the house, after listening to his 
mother’s despair over boys who filled their lunch pails with 
slimy, suffocated reptiles, and bugs, he promised never to do it 
again. Indeed, Jody felt that all such foolishness was lost in 
the past. He was far too grown up ever to put horny-toads 
in his lunch pail any more. He carried in so much wood and 
built such a high structure with it that his mother walked in 
fear of an avalanche of oak. When he was done, when he had 
gathered eggs that had remained hidden for weeks, Jody walked 
down again past the cypress tree, and past the bunk house to¬ 
ward the pasture. A fat warty toad that looked out at him from 
under the watering trough had no emotional effect on him at all. 

Carl Tiflin and Billy Buck were not in sight, but from a 
metallic ringing on the other side of the barn Jody knew that 
Billy Buck was just starting to milk a cow. 

The other horses were eating toward the upper end of the 
pasture, but Nellie continued to rub herself nervously against 
the post. Jody walked slowly near, saying, "So, girl, so-o, 
Nellie.” The mare’s ears went back naughtily and her lips 
drew away from her yellow teeth. She turned her head around; 
her eye's were glazed and mad. Jody climbed to the top of 
the fence and hung his feet over and looked paternally down 

on the mare. . ■ u* 

The evening hovered while he sat there. Bats and night- 

hawks flicked about. Billy Buck, walkin'g toward the house 
carrying a full milk bucket, saw Jody and stopped. It s a long 
time to wait,” he said gently. “You’ll get awful tired waiting. 

“No, I won’t, Billy. How long will it be?” 

“Nearly a year.” 
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“Well, I won’t get tired.” 

The triangle at the house rang stridently. Jody climbed down 
from the fence and walked to supper beside Billy Buck. He 
even put out his hand and took hold of the milk bucket to help 
carry it. 

The next morning after breakfast, Carl Tiflin folded a five- 
dollar bill in a piece of newspaper and pinned the package in the 
bib pocket of Jody’s overalls. Billy Buck haltered the mare 
Nellie and led her out of the pasture. 

“Be careful now,” he warned. “Hold her up short here so 
she can’t bite you. She’s crazy as a coot.” 

Jody took hold of the halter leather itself and started up the 
hill toward the ridge ranch with Nellie skittering and jerking 
behind him. In the pasture along the road the wild oat heads 
were just clearing their scabbards. The warm morning sun 
shone on Jody’s back so sweetly that he was forced to take a 
serious stiff-legged hop now and then in spite of his maturity. 
On the fences the shiny blackbirds with red epaulets clicked 
their dry call. The meadowlarks sang like water, and the wild 
doves, concealed among the bursting leaves of the oaks, made a 
sound of restrained grieving. In the fields the rabbits sat sun¬ 
ning themselves, with only their forked ears showing above the 
grass heads. 

After an hour of steady uphill walking, Jody turned into a 

narrow road that led up a steeper hill to the ridge ranch. He 

could see the red roof of the barn sticking up above the oak 

trees, and he could hear a dog barking unemotionally near the 
house. 


Suddenly Nellie jerked back and nearly freed herself. From 
the direction of the barn Jody heard a shrill whistling scream 
and a splintering of wood, and then a man’s voice shouting. 
Nelhe reai-ed and whinnied. When Jody held to the halter rope 

^ dropped his hold and 

from ^ the way, into the brush. The high scream came 

answered it. With hoofs bat- 
hill traT^ ground the stallion appeared and charged down the 
Hisltfff ^ a broken halter rope. His eyes glittered feverishly. 
Sde ^hnn ^ nostri s were as red as flame. His black, sleek 

Se couldn’t 1 that 

back she wbTr? ^ ^^*he’s ears went 

ack, she whirled and kicked at him as he went by. The stal- 

hoofTnd while struck the mare with his front 

her ;eck and ^ staggered under the blow, his teeth raked 
ner neck and drew an ooze of blood. 

fem^nine*^^^She^Mhhl changed. She became coquettingly 

minine. bhe nibbled his arched neck with her lips. She edged 
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around and rubbed her shoulders against his shoulder. Jody 
stood half-hidden in the brush and watched. He heard the step 
of a horse behind him, but before he could turn, a hand caught 
him by the overall straps and lifted him off the ground. Jess 
Taylor sat the boy behind him on the horse. 

“You might have got killed,” he said. “Sundog's a mean’ 
devil sometimes. He busted his rope and went right through a 
gate.” 

Jody sat quietly, but in a moment he cried, “He’ll hurt her, 
he’ll kill her. Get him away!” 

Jess chuckled. “She’ll be all right. Maybe you’d better climb 
off and go up to the house for a little. You could get maybe 
a piece of pie up there.” 

But Jody shook his head. “She’s mine, and the colt’s going 
to be mine. I’m going to raise it up.” 

Jess nodded. “Yes, that’s a good thing. Carl has good sense 
sometimes.” 

In a little while the danger was over. Jess lifted Jody down 
and then caught the stallion by its broken halter rope. And he 
rode ahead, while Jody followed, leading Nellie. 

It was only after he had unpinned and handed over the five 
dollars, and after he had eaten two pieces of pie, that Jody 
started for home again. And Nellie followed docilely after him. 
She was so quiet that Jody climbed on a stump and rode her 
most of the way home. 

The five dollars his father had advanced reduced Jody to peon¬ 
age for the whole late spring and summer. When the hay was 
cut he drove a rake. He led the horse that pulled on the 
Jackson-fork tackle, and when the baler came he drove the 
circling horse that put pressure on the bales. In addition, Carl 
Tiflin taught him to milk and put a cow under his care, so that 
a new chore was added night and morning. 

The bay mare Nellie quickly grew complacent. As she 
walked about the yellowing hillsides or worked at easy tasks, 
her lips were curled in a perpetual fatuous smile. She moved 
slowly, with the calm importance of an empress. When she 
was put to a team, she pulled steadily and unemotionally. Jody 
went to see her every day. He studied her with critical eyes 
and saw no change whatever. 

One afternoon Billy Buck leaned the many-tined manure fork 
against the barn wall. He loosened his belt and tucked in his 
shirt-tail and tightened the belt again. He picked one of the 
little straws from his hatband and put it in the corner of^ his 
mouth. Jody, who was helping Doubletree Mutt, the big serious 
dog, to dig out a gopher, straightened up as the ranch hand 

sauntered out of the barn. 



273 


THE PROMISE 

"Let’s go up and have a look at Nellie," Billy suggested. 

Instantly Jody fell into step with him. Doubletree Mutt 
watched them over his shoulder; then he dug furiously, growled, 
sounded little sharp yelps to indicate that the gopher was prac¬ 
tically caught. When he looked over his shoulder again, and 
saw that neither Jody nor Billy was interested, he climbed re¬ 
luctantly out of the hole and followed them up the hill. 

The wild oats were ripening. Every head bent sharply under 
its load of grain, and the grass was dry enough so that it made 
a swishing sound as Jody and Billy stepped through it. Half¬ 
way up the hill they could see Nellie and the iron-grey gelding, 
Pete, nibbling the heads from the wild oats. When they ap¬ 
proached, Nellie looked at them and backed her ears and bob¬ 
bed her head up and down rebelliously. Billy walked to her 
and put his hand under her mane and patted her neck, until 
her ears came forward again and she nibbled delicately at his 
shirt. 

Jody asked, "Do you think she’s really going to have a coU?" 

Billy rolled the lids back from the mare’s eyes with his thumb 
and forefinger. He felt the lower lip and fingered the black, 
leathery teats. "I wouldn’t be surprised," he said. 

"Well, she isn’t changed at all. It’s three months gone.” 

Billy rubbed the mare’s flat forehead with his knuckle while 
she grunted with pleasure. "I told you you’d get tired wait¬ 
ing. ^ It’ll be five months more before you can even see a sign, 
and it’ll be at least eight months more before she throws the 
colt, about next January," 

Jody sighed deeply. "It’s a long time, isn't it?" 

"And then it’ll be about two years more before you can ride.” 

Jody cried out in despair, "I’ll be grown up.” 

"Yep, you’ll be an old man," said Billy. 

"What colour do you think the colt’ll be?” 

^ Why, you can’t ever tell. The stud is black and the dam 
IS bay. Colt might be black or bay or grey or dappled. You 

a black dam might have a white colt." 

• I’ ^ black, and a stallion." 

If It’s a stallion, we’ll have to geld it. Your father wouldn’t 
let you have a stallion.” 

would," Jody said. "I could train him not to be 

pursed his lips, and the little straw that had been in 
orner of his mouth rolled down to the centre. “You can’t 
^ stalhon," he said critically. "They’re mostly fight- 
« **)J^'**& trouble. Sometimes when they’re feeling funny 
y on t work. They make the mares uneasy and kick hell 



274 THE RED PONY 

out of the geldings. Your father wouldn’t let you keep a stal¬ 
lion.” 

Nellie sauntered away, nibbling the drying grass. Jody skin¬ 
ned the grain from a grass stem and threw the handful into 
the air, so that each pointed, feathered seed sailed out like a 
dart. “Tell me how it’ll be, Billy. Is it like when the cows 
have calves?” 

“Just about. Mares are a little more sensitive. Sometimes 
you have to be there to help the mare. And sometimes if it’s 
wrong you have to-” he paused. 

“Have to what, Billy?” 

“Have to tear the colt to pieces to get it out, or the mare’ll 
die.” 

“But it won’t be that way this time, will it, Billy?” 

“Oh, no. Nellie’s thrown good colts.” 

“Can I be there, Billy? Will you be certain to call me? It’s 
my colt.” 

“Sure, I’ll call you. Of course I will.” 

“Tell me how it’ll be.” 

“Why, you’ve seen the cows calving. It’s almost the same. 
The mare starts groaning and stretching, and then, if it’s a good 
right birth, the head and forefeet come out, and the front hoofs 
kick a hole just the way the calves do. And the colt starts to 
breathe. It’s good to be there, ’cause if its feet aren’t right 
maybe he can’t break the sack, and then he might smother.” 

Jody whipped his leg with a bunch of grass. “We’ll have to 
be there, then, won’t we?” 

“Oh, we’ll be there, all right.” 

They turned and walked slowly down the hill toward the 
barn. Jody was tortured with a thing he had to say, although 
he didn’t want to. “Billy,” he began miserably, “Billy, you 
won’t let anything happen to the colt, will you?” 

And Billy knew he was thinking of the red pony, Gabilan, 
and of how it died of strangles. Billy knew he had been in¬ 
fallible before that, and now he was capable of failure. This 
knowledge made Billy much less sure of himself than he had 
been. “I can’t tell,” he said roughly. “All sorts of things might 
happen, and they wouldn’t be my fault. I can t do everything. 
He felt badly about his lost prestige, and so he said, meanly, 
“I’ll do everything I know, but I won’t promise anything. 
Nellie’s a good mare. She’s thrown good colts before. She 
ought to this time.” And he walked away from Jody and went 
into the saddle-room beside the barn, for his feelings were hurt. 

Jody travelled often to the brushline behind the house. A 
rusty iron pipe ran a thin stream of spring water into an old 
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green tub. Where the water spilled over and sank into the 
ground there was a patch of perpetually green grass. Even 
when the hills were brown and baked in the summer that little 
patch was green. The water whined softly into the trough all 
the year round. This place had grown to be a centre point for 
Jody. When he had been punished the cool green grass and 
the singing water soothed him. When he had been mean the 
biting acid of meanness left him at the brushline. When he 
sat in the grass and listened to the purling stream, the barriers 
set up in his mind by the stern day went down to ruin. 

On the other hand, the black cypress tree by the bunk house 
was as repulsive as the water-tub was dear; for to this tree all 
the pigs came, sooner or later, to be slaughtered. Pig killing 
was fascinating, with the screaming and the blood, but it made 
Jody’s heart beat so fast that it hurt him. After the pigs were 
scalded in the big iron tripod kettle and their skins were scraped 
and white, Jody had to go to the water-tub to sit in the grass 
until his heart grew quiet. The water-tub and the black cypress 
were opposites and enemies. 

When Billy left him and walked angrily away, Jody turned 
up toward the house. He thought of Nellie as he walked, and 
of the little colt. Then suddenly he saw that he was under the 
black cypress, under the very singletree where the pigs were 
hung. He brushed his dry-grass hair off his forehead and hur¬ 
ried on. It seemed to him an unlucky thing to be thinking 
of his colt in the very slaughter place, especially after what Billy 
had said. To counteract any evil result of that bad conjunc¬ 
tion he walked quickly past the ranch house, through the chicken 
yard, through the vegetable patch, until he came at last to the 
brush-line. 


^ He sat down in the green grass. The trilling water sounded 
in his ears.^ He looked over the farm buildings and across at 
the round hills, rich and yellow with grain. He could see Nellie 
feeding on the slope. As usual the water place eliminated time 
and distance. Jody saw a black, long-legged colt, butting 
against Nellie s flanks, demanding milk. And then he saw him- 
se f breaking a large colt to halter. All in a few moments the 
colt grew to be a magnificent animal, deep of chest, with a neck 
as high and arched as a sea-horse’s neck, with a tail that tongued 
n rippled like black flame. This horse was terrible to every- 

schoolyard the boys begged rides, and 
agreed. But no sooner were they mounted than 

mlX n. was his name, 

and u- ® trilling water and the grass 

and the sunshine came back, and then . . ^ 

Sometimes m the night the ranch people, safe in their beds. 
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heard a roar of hoofs go by. They said, ‘Tt’s Jody, on Demon. 
He’s helping out the sheriff again.” And then . . . 

The golden dust filled the air in the arena at the Salinas 
Rodeo. The announcer called the roping contests. When Jody 
rode the black horse to the starting chute the other contestants 
shrugged and gave up first place, for it was well known that 
Jody and Demon could rope and throw and tie a steer a great 
deal quicker than any roping team of two men could. Jody 
was not a boy any more, and Demon was not a horse. The 
two together were one glorious individual. And then . . . 

The President wrote a letter and asked them to help catch a 
bandit in Washington. Jody settled himself comfortably in the 
grass. The little stream of water whined into the mossy tub. 


The year passed slowly on. Time after time Jody gave up 
his colt for lost. No change had taken place in Nellie. Carl 
Tiflin still drove her to a light cart, and she pulled on a hay 
rake and worked the Jackson-fork tackle when the hay was 
being put into the barn. 

The summer passed, and the warm bright autumn. And then 
the frantic morning winds began to twist along the ground, and 
a chill came into the air, and the poison oak turned red. One 
morning in September, wlien he had finished his breakfast, Jody s 
mother called him into the kitchen. She was pouring boiling 
water into a bucket full of dry midlings and stirring the materials 

to a steaming paste. 

“Yes, ma’am?” Jody asked. 

“Watch how I do it. You’ll have to do it after this every 
other morning.” 

“Well, what is it?” . ^ ^ • a 

“Why, it’s a warm mash for Nellie. It 11 keep her in good 


Jody rubbed his forehead with a knuckle. “Is she all right?” 

he asked timidly. . . , , u .. 

Mrs Tiflin put down the kettle and stirred the mash with a 

wooden paddle. “Of course she’s all right, only you’ve got to 

take better care of her from now on. Here, take this breakfast 

out to her!” , . i u 

Jody seized the bucket and ran, down past the bunk house, 

past the barn, with the heavy bucket banging against his knee^ 

He found Nellie playing with the water in the trough, pushin^ 

waves and tossing her head so that the water slopped out on 

the eround. , . u 

Jody climbed the fence and set the bucket of steaming mash 

beside her. Then he stepped back ® H 

was changed. Her stomach was swollen. When she moved, 
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her feet touched the ground gently. She buried her nose in the 
bucket and gobbled the hot breakfast. And when she had 
finished and had pushed the bucket around the ground with 
her nose a little, she stepped quietly over to Jody and rubbed 
her cheek against him. 

Billy Buck came out of the saddle-room and walked over. 
“Starts fast when it starts, doesn’t it?” 

“Did it come all at once?” 


"Oh, no, you just stopped looking for a while.” He pulled 
her head around toward Jody. “She’s goin’ to be nice, too. See 
how nice her eyes are! Some mares get mean, but when they 
turn nice, they just love everything.” Nellie slipped her head 
under Billy’s arm and rubbed her neck up and down between 
his arm and his side. “You better treat her awful nice now,” 
Billy said. 

“How long will it be?” Jody demanded breathlessly. 

The man counted in whispers on his fingers. “About three 
months,” he said aloud. “You can’t tell exactly. Sometimes 
it’s eleven months to the day, but it might be two weeks only, 
or a month late, without hurting anything.” 

„ J^dy looked hard at the ground. “Billy,” he began nervously, 
Billy, you’ll call me when it’s getting born, won’t you? You’ll 
let me be there, won’t you?” 

Billy bit the tip of Nellie’s ear with his front teeth. “Carl 
says he wants you to start right at the start. That’s the only 
way to learn. Nobody can tell you anything. Like my old 
man did with me about the saddle blanket. He was a govern- 
ment packer when I was your size, and I helped him some. 

^ wrinkle in my saddle blanket and made a saddle- 
sore. ^ My old man didn’t give me hell at all. But the next 
morning he saddled me up with a forty-pound stock saddle. I 
nad to lead my horse and carry that saddle over a whole damn 
mountain in the sun. It darn near killed me, but I never left 
no wrinkles in a blanket again. I couldn’t. I never in my life 

^ blanket but I felt that saddle on my back.” 
it-A ,T. ^®^ched up a hand and took hold of Nellie’s mane. 
miAc ^^1 what to do about everything, won’t you? I 

everything about horses, don’t you ?” 

said^ myself, you see,” he 

wa<; a when I was born, and being my old man 

most packer in the mountains, and no cows around 

He rnntin mostly mare’s milk.” 

know u! Nellie? 

f"" '"‘o >'■8 eyes for a 
, and this is a thing horses practically never do. Billy 
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was proud and sure of himself now. He boasted a little. “I’ll 
see you get a good colt. I’ll start you right. And if you do 
like I say, you’ll have the best horse in the county.” 

That made Jody feel warm and proud, too; so proud that 
when he went back to the house he bowed his legs and swayed 
his shoulders as horsemen do. And he whispered, “Whoa, you 
Black Demon, you! Steady down there and keep your feet on 
the ground.” 

The winter fell sharply. A few preliminary gusty showers, 
and then a strong steady rain. The hills lost their straw colour 
and blackened under the water, and the winter streams scrambled 
noisily down the canyons. The mushrooms and puffballs pop¬ 
ped up and the new grass started before Christmas. 

But this year Christmas was not the central day to Jody. 
Some undetermined time in January had become the axis day 
around which the months swung. When the rains fell, he put 
Nellie in a box stall and fed her warm food every morning and 
curried her and brushed her. 

The mare was swelling so greatly that Jody became alarmed. 
“She’ll pop wide open,” he said to Billy. 

Billy laid his strong square hand against Nellie’s swollen 
abdomen. “Feel here,” he said quietly. “You can feel it move. 
I guess it would surprise you if there were twin colts.” 

“You don’t think so?” Jody cried. “You don’t think it will 
be twins, do you, Billy?” 

“No, I don’t, but it does happen, sometimes.” 

During the first two weeks of January it rained steadily. Jody 
spent most of his time, when he wasn’t in school, in the box 
stall with Nellie. Twenty times a day he put his hand on her 
stomach to feel the colt move. Nellie became more and more 
gentle and friendly to him. She rubbed her nose on him. She 
whinnied softly when he walked into the barn. 

Carl Tiffin came to the barn with Jody one day. He looked 
admiringly at the groomed bay coat, and he felt the firm ficsh 
over ribs and shoulders. “You’ve done a good job, he said to 
Jody. And this was the greatest praise he knew how to give. 
Jody was tight with pride for hours afterward. 

The fifteenth of January came, and the colt was not born. 
And the twentieth came; a lump of fear began to form in Jodys 
stomach. “Is it all right?” he demanded of Billy. 

“Oh, sure.” _ ^ n • u v» 

And again, “Are you sure it’s going to be all right? 

Billy stroked the mare’s neck. She swayed her head un¬ 
easily. “I told you it wasn’t always the same time, Jody. You 

just have to wait.” . ,. , t j 

When the end of the month arrived with no birth, Jody grew 
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frantic. Nellie was so big that her breath came heavily, and 
her ears were close together and straight up, as though her head 
ached. Jody’s sleep grew restless, and his dreams confused. 

On the night of the second of February he awakened crying. 
His mother called to him, “Jody, you’re dreaming. Wake up 
and start over again.” 

But Jody was filled with terror and desolation. He lay quietly 
a few moments, waiting for his mother to go back to sleep, and 
then he slipped his clothes on, and crept out in his bare feet. 

The night was black and thick. A little misting rain fell. 
The cypress tree and the bunk house loomed and then dropped 
back into the mist. The barn door screeched as he opened it, 
a thing it never did in the daytime. Jody went to the rack 
and found a lantern and a tin box of matches. He lighted the 
wick and walked dov.m the long straw-covered aisle to Nellie’s 
stall. She was standing up. Her whole body weaved from 
side to side. Jody called to her, “So, Nellie, so-o, Nellie,” but 
she did not stop her swaying nor look around. When he step¬ 
ped into the stall and touched her on the shoulder she shivered 
under his hand. Then Billy Buck’s voice came from the hayloft 
right above the stall. 

“Jody, what are you doing?” 

Jody started back and turned miserable eyes up toward the 
nest where Billy was lying in the hay. “Is she all right, do you 
think?” 

“Why, sure, I think so.” ■ 

“You won’t let anything happen, Billy, you’re sure you 
won’t?” 

Billy ^growled down at him, “I told you I’d call you, and 1 

you get back to bed and stop worrying that mare. 

She s got enough to do without you worrying her.” 

Jody cringed, for he had never heard Billy speak in such a 

tone, I only thought I’d come and see,” he said. “I woke 
up,” 

Billy softened a little then. “Well, you get to bed. I don’t 

want you bothering her. I told you I’d get you a good colt. 
Get along now.” t. 

Jody walked slowly out of the barn. He blew out the lan- 
ern and set it in the rack. The blackness of the night, and the 
cmiled mist struck him and enfolded him. He wished he be- 
leved everything Billy said as he had before the pony died, 
was a moment before his eyes, blinded by the feeble lantern- 

lorm of the darkness. The damp ground 

rhaff j cypress tree the roosting turkeys 

ered a little in alarm, and the two good dogs responded 
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to their duty and came charging out, barking to frighten away 
the coyotes they thought were prowling under the tree. 

As he crept through the kitchen, Jody stumbled over a chair. 
Carl called from his bedroom, “Who’s there? What’s the mat¬ 
ter there?” 

And Mrs. Tiflin said sleepily, “What’s the matter, Carl?” 

The next second Carl came out of the bedroom carrying a 
candle, and found Jody before he could get into bed. “What 
are you doing out?” 

Jody turned shyly away. “I was down to see the mare.” 

For a moment anger at being awakened fought with approval 
in Jody’s father. “Listen,” he said, finally, “there’s not a man 
in this country that knows more about colts than Billy. You 
leave it to him.” 

Words burst out of Jody’s mouth. “But the pony died-” 

“Don’t you go blaming that on him,” Carl said sternly. “If 
Billy can't save a horse, it can’t be saved.” 

Mrs. Tiflin called, “Make him clean his feet and go to bed, 
Carl. He’ll be sleepy all day to-morrow.” 

It seemed to Jody that he had just closed his eyes to try to 
go to sleep when he was shaken violently by the shoulder. Billy 
Buck stood beside him, holding a lantern in his hand. “Get up,” 
he said. “Hurry up.” He turned and walked quickly out of 
the room. 

Mrs. Tiflin called, “What’s the matter? Is that you, Billy?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Is Nellie ready?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“All right, I’ll get up and heat some water in case you need 
it.” 

Jody jumped into his clothes so quickly that he was out the 
back door before Billy’s swinging lantern was half-way to the 
barn. There was a rim of dawn on the mountain-tops, but no 
light had penetrated into the cup of the ranch yet. ^ Jody ran 
frantically after the lantern and caught up to Billy just as he 
reached the barn. Billy hung the lantern to a nail on the stall- 
side and took off his blue denim coat. Jody saw that he wore 
only a sleeveless shirt under it. 

Nellie was standing rigid and stiff. While they watched, she 
crouched. Her whole body was wrung with a spasm. The 
spasm passed. But in a few moments it started over again, 

and passed. „ 

Billy muttered nervously, “There’s something wrong. His 
bare hand disappeared. “Oh, Jesus,’’ he said. “It’s wron^ 

The spasm came again, and this time Billy strained, and the 
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muscles stood out on his arm and shoulder. He heaved strongly, 
his forehead beaded with perspiration. Nellie cried with pain. 
Billy was muttering, "It’s wrong. I can't turn it. It’s way 

wrong. It’s turned all around wrong." 

He glared wildly toward Jody. And then his hngers made a 
careful, careful diagnosis. His checks were growing tight and 
grey. He looked for a long questioning minute at Jody stand¬ 
ing back of the stall. Then Billy stepped to the rack under 
the manure window and picked up a horseshoe hammer with 
his wet right hand. 

"Go outside, Jody," he said. 

The boy stood still and stared dully at him. 

"Go outside, I tell you. It’ll be too late.” 

Jody didn’t move. 

Then Billy walked quickly to Nellie’s head. He cried, "Turn 
your face away, damn you, turn your face." 

This time Jody obeyed. His head turned sideways. He heard 
Billy whispering hoarsely in the stall. And then he heard a 
hollow crunch of bone. Nellie chuckled shrilly. Jody looked 
in time to see the hammer rise and fall again on the flat fore¬ 
head. Then Nellie fell heavily to her side and quivered for a 
moment 

Billy jumped to the swollen stomach; his big pocket-knife was 
in his hand. He lifted the skin and drove the knife in. He 
sawed and ripped at the tough belly. The air filled with the 
sick odour of warm living entrails. The other horses reared 
back against their halter chains and squealed and kicked. 

Billy dropped the knife. Both of his arms plunged into the 
terrible ragged hole and dragged out a big, white, dripping 
bundle. His teeth tore a hole in the covering. A little black 
head appeared through the tear, and little slick, wet ears. A 
gurgling breath was drawn, and then another. Billy shucked 
off the sac and found his knife and cut the string. For a 
moment he held the little black colt in his arms and looked at 

it. And then he walked slowly over and laid it in the straw 
at Jody’s feet. 

Billy’s face and arms and chest were dripping red. His body 
shivered and his teeth chattered. His voice was gone; he spoke 
in a throaty whisper. "There’s your colt. I promised. And 
there it is. I had to do it—had to.” He stopped and looked 
over his shoulder into the box stall. "Go get hot water and a 
sponge, he whispered. “Wash him and dry him the way his 
mother would. You’ll have to feed him by hand. But there’s 
your colt, the way I promised. 

Jody stared stupidly at the wet, panting foal. It stretched 
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out its chin and tried to raise its head. Its blank eyes were 
navv blue. 

“God damn you,” Billy shouted, “will you go now for the 
water? Will you gof” 

Then Jody turned and trotted out of the barn into the dawn. 
He ached from his throat to his stomach. His legs were stiff 
and heavy. He tried to be glad because of the colt, but the 
bloody face, and the haunted, tired eyes of Billy Buck hung in 
the air ahead of him. 


IV. THE LEADER OF THE PEOPLE 

/^N Saturday afternoon Billy Buck, the ranch hand, raked 
together the last of the old year’s haystack and pitched 
small forkfuls over the wire fence to a few mildly interested 
cattle. High in the air small clouds like puffs of cannon smoke 
were driven eastward by the March wind. The wind could be 
heard whishing in the brush on the ridge crests, but no breath 
of it penetrated down into the ranch-cup. 

The little boy, Jody, emerged from the house eating a thick 
piece of buttered bread. He saw Billy working on the last of 
the haystack. Jody tramped down scuffing his shoes in a way 
he had been told was destructive to good shoe leather. A flock 
of white pigeons flew out of the black cypress tree as Jody 
passed, and circled the tree and landed again. A half-grown tor¬ 
toise-shell cat leaped from the bunk house porch, galloped on 
stiff legs across the road, whirled and galloped back again. Jody 
picked up a stone to help the game along, but he was too late, 
for the cat was under the porch before the stone could be dis¬ 
charged. He threw the stone into the cypress tree and started 
the white pigeons on another whirling flight. 

Arriving at the used-up haystack, the boy leaned against the 
barbed wire fence. “Will that be all of it, do you think? he 
asked. 

The middle-aged ranch hand stopped his careful raking and 
stuck his fork into the ground. He took off his black hat and 
smoothed down his hair. “Nothing left of it that isn’t soggy 
from ground moisture,” he said. He replaced his hat and rub¬ 
bed his dry leathery hands together. 

“Ought to be plenty mice,” Jody suggested. 

“Lousy with them,” said Billy. “Just crawling with mice.” 

“Well, maybe, when you get all through, I could call the dogs 
and hunt the mice.” 
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“Sure I Ruess you could.” said Billy Buck. He lifted a fork¬ 
ful of the damp ground-hay and threw it into the air. Instantly 
three mice leaped out and burrowed frantically under the hay 

^Tody sighed with satisfaction. Those plump, sleek, arrogant 
mice were doomed. For eight months they had lived and multi¬ 
plied in the haystacks. They had been immune from cats, from 
t^raps, from poison and from Jody. They had grown smug in 
their security, overbearing and fat. Now the time of disaster 
had come; they would not survive another day. 

Billy looked up at the lop of the hills that surrounded the 
ranch. “Maybe you better ask your father before you do it, 
he suggested. 

“Well, where is he? Til ask him now.” 

“He rode up to the ridge ranch after dinner. He’ll be back 
pretty soon.” 

Jody slumped against the fence post. “I don’t think he d 
care.” 

As Billy went back to his work he said ominously, “You’d 
better ask him anyway. You know how he is.” 

Jody did know. His father, Carl Tiflin, insisted upon giving 
permission for anything that was done on the ranch, whether 
it was important or not. Jody sagged farther against the post 
until he was sitting on the ground. He looked up at the little 
puffs of wind-driven cloud. “Is it like to rain, Billy?” 

“It might. The wind’s good for it, but not strong enough.” 

“Well, I hope it don’t rain until after I kill those damn mice.” 
He looked over his shoulder to see whether Billy had noticed 
the mature profanity. Billy worked on without comment. 

Jody turned back and looked at the side-hill where the road 
from the outside world came down. The hill was washed with 
lean March sunshine. Silver thistles, blue lupins and a few 
poppies bloomed among the sage bushes. Half-way up the hill 
Jody could see Doubletree Mutt, the black dog, digging in a 
squirrel hole. He paddled for a while and then paused to kick 
bursts of dirt out between its hind legs, and he dug with an 
earnestness which belied the knowledge he must have had that 
no dog had ever caught a squirrel by digging in a hole. 

Suddenly, while Jody watched, the black dog stiffened, and 
backed out of the hole and looked up the hill toward the cleft 
in the ridge where the road came through. Jody looked up, too. 
For a moment Carl Tiflin on horseback stood out against the 
pale sky and then he moved down the road toward the house. 
He carried something white in his hand. 

The boy started to his feet. “He’s got a letter,” Jody cried. 
He trotted away toward the ranch house, for the letter would 
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probably be read aloud and he wanted to be there. He reached 
the house before his father did, and ran in. He heard Carl dis¬ 
mount from his creaking saddle and slap the horse on the side 
to send it to the barn where Billy would unsaddle it and turn 
it out. 

Jody ran into the kitchen. “We got a letter!” he cried. 

His mother looked up from a pan of beans. “Who has?” 

“Father has. I saw it in his hand.” 

Carl strode into the kitchen then, and Jody’s mother asked, 
“Who’s the letter from, Carl?” 

He frowned quickly. “How did you know there was a letter?” 

She nodded her head in the boy’s direction. “Big-Britches 
Jody told me.” 

Jody was embarrassed. 

His father looked down at him contemptuously. “He is get¬ 
ting to be a Big-Britches,” Carl said. “He’s minding everybody’s 
business but his own. Got his big nose into everything.” 

Mrs. Tiflin relented a little. “Well, he hasn’t enough to keep 
him busy. Who’s the letter from?” 

Carl still frowned on Jody. “I’ll keep him busy if he isn’t 
careful.” He held out a sealed letter. “I guess it’s from your 
father.” 

Mrs. Tiflin took a hairpin from her head and slit open the 
flap. Her lips pursed judiciously. Jody saw her eyes snap back 
and forth over the lines. “He says,” she translated, “he says 
he’s going to drive out Saturday to stay for a little while. Why, 
this is Saturda 3 ^ The letter must have been delayed.” She 
looked at the postmark. “This was mailed day before yester¬ 
day. It should have been here yesterday.” She looked up ques- 
tioningly at her husband, and then her face darkened angrily. 
“Now what have you got that look on you for? He doesn’t come 
often.” 

Carl turned his eyes away from her'snger. He could be stern 
with her most of the time, but when occasionally her temper 
arose, he could not combat it. 

“What’s the matter with you?” she demanded again. 

In his explanation there was a tone of apology Jody himself 
might have used. “It’s just that he talks,” Carl said lamely. 
“Just talks.” 

“Well, what of it? You talk yourself.” 

“Sure I do. But your father only talks about one thing.” 

“Indians!” Jody broke in excitedly. “Indians and crossing the 
plains!” 

Carl turned fiercely on him. “You get out, Mr. Big-Britches! 
Go on, now! Get out!” 

Jody went miserably out the back door and closed the screen 
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with elaborate quietness. Under the kitchen window his 
shamed, downcast eyes fell upon a curious y shaped stone, a 
stone of such fascination that he squatted down and picked it 

up and turned it over in his hands. 

The voices came clearly to him through the open kitchen 
window. “Jody’s damn well right,” he heard his father say. 
“Just Indians and crossing the plains. I’ve heard that story 
about how the horses got driven off about a thousand times. 
He just goes on and on, and he never changes a word m the 

things he tells.” t u 4 . 

When Mrs. Tiflin answered her tone was so changed that 

Jody, outside the window, looked up from his study of the stone. 

Her voice had become soft and explanatory. Jody knew how 

her face would have changed to match the tone. She said 

quietly, “Look at it this way, Carl. That was the big thing in 

my father’s life. He led a waggon train clear across the plains 

to the coast, and when it was finished, his life was done. It 

was a big thing to do, but it didn’t last long enough. Look! 

she continued, “it’s as though he was born to do that, and after 

he finished it, there wasn’t anything more for him to do but 

think about it and talk about it. If there’d been any farther 

west to go, he’d have gone. He’s told me so himself. But at 

last there was the ocean. He lives right by the ocean where 

he had to stop.” 

She had caught Carl, caught him and entangled him in her 
soft tone. 


“I’ve seen him,” he agreed quietly. “He goes down and stares 
off west over the ocean.” His voice sharpened a little. “And 
then he goes up to the Horseshoe Club in Pacific Grove, and 
he tells people how the Indians drove off the horses.” 

She tried to catch him again. “Well, it’s everything to him. 
You might be patient with him and pretend to listen.” 

Carl turned impatiently away. “Well, if it gets too bad, I 
can always go down to the bunk house and sit with Billy,” he 
said irritably. He walked through the house and slammed the 
front door after him. 

Jody ran to his chores. He dumped the grain to the chickens 
without chasing any of them. He gathered the eggs from the 
nests. He trotted into the house with the wood and interlaced 

It so carefully in the wood-box that two armloads seemed to fill 
It to overflowing. 

His mother had finished the beans by now. She stirred up 
the fire and brushed off the stove-top with a turkey wing. Jody 
peered cautiously at her to see whether any rancour toward 
”*^*‘®niained. “Is he coming to-day?” Jody asked. 

That’s what his letter said.” 
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“Maybe I better walk up the road to meet him.” 

Mrs. Tiflin clanged the stove-lid shut. “That would be nice,” 
she said. “He’d probably like to be met.” 

“I guess I’ll just do it then.” 

Outside, Jody whistled shrilly to the dogs. “Come on up the 
hill,” he commanded. The two dogs waved their tails and ran 
ahead. Along the roadside the sage had tender new tips. Jody 
tore off some pieces and rubbed them on his hands until the air 
was filled with the sharp wild smell. With a rush the dogs 
leaped from the road and yapped into the brush after a rabbit. 
That was the last Jody saw of them, for when they failed to 
catch the rabbit, they went back home. 

Jody plodded on up the hill toward the ridge top. When he 
reached the little cleft where the road came through, the after¬ 
noon wind struck him and blew up his hair and ruffled his 
shirt. He looked down on the little hills and ridges below and 
then out at the huge green Salinas Valley. He could see the 
white town of Salinas far out in the flat and the flash of its 
windows under the waning sun. Directly below him, in an oak 
tree, a crow congress had convened. The tree was black with 
crows all cawing at once. 

Then Jody’s eyes followed the waggon road down from the 
ridge where he stood, and lost it behind a hill, and picked it up 
again on the other side. On that distant stretch he saw a cart 
slowly pulled by a bay horse. It disappeared behind the hill. 
Jody sat down on the ground and watched the place where 
the cart would reappear again. The wind sang on the hilltops 
and the puff-ball clouds hurried eastward. 

Then the cart came into sight and stopped. A man dressed 
in black dismounted from the seat and walked to the horse’s 
head. Although it was so far away, Jody knew he had un¬ 
hooked the check-rein, for the horse’s head dropped forward. 
The horse moved on, and the man walked slowly up the hill 
beside it. Jody gave a glad cry and ran down the road toward 
them. The squirrels bumped along off the road, and a road- 
runner flirted its tail and raced over the edge of the hill and 
sailed out like a glider. 

Jody tried to leap into the middle of his shadow at every step. 
A stone rolled under his foot and he went down. Around a little 
bend he raced, and there, a short distance ahead, were his gran 
father and the cart. The boy dropped from his unseemly run¬ 
ning and approached at a dignified walk. t u 

The horse plodded stumble-footedly up the hill and the old 
man walked beside it. In the lowering sun their giant shadows 
flickered darkly behind them. The grandfather was dressed in 
a black broadcloth suit and he wore kid congress gaiters and a 
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black tie on a short, hard collar. He carried his black slouch 
hat in his hand. His white beard was cropped close and his 
white eyebrows overhung his eyes like moustaches. The blue 
eyes were sternly merry. About the whole face and figure there 
was a granite dignity, so that every motion seemed an impos¬ 
sible thing. Once at rest, it seemed the old man would be stone, 
would never move again. His steps were slow and certain. 
Once made, no step could ever be retraced; once headed in a 
direction, the path would never bend nor the pace increase nor 
slow. 

When Jody appeared around the bend, Grandfather waved 
his hat slowly in welcome, and he called, “Why, Jody! Come 
down to meet me, have you?” 

Jody sidled near and turned and matched his step to the old 
man’s step and stiffened his body and dragged his heels a little. 
“Yes, sir,” he said. “We got your letter only to-day.” 

“Should have been here yesterday,” said Grandfather. “It 
certainly should. How are all the folks?” 

“They’re fine, sir.” He hesitated and then suggested shyly, 
“Would you like to come on a mouse hunt to-morrow, sir?” 

“Mouse hunt, Jody?” Grandfather chuckled. “Have the people 
of this generation come down to hunting mice? They aren’t 
very strong, the new people, but I hardly thought mice would be 
game for them.” 

“No, sir. It’s just play. The haystack’s gone. I’m going to 
drive out the mice to the dogs. And you can watch, or even 
beat the hay a little.” 

The stern, merry eyes turned down on him. “I see. You don’t 
eat them, then. You haven’t come to that yet.” 

Jody explained, “The dogs eat them, sir. It wouldn’t be much 
like hunting Indians, I guess.” 

No, not much—^but then later, when the troops were hunting 
Indians and shooting children and burning teepees, it wasn’t 

from your mouse hunt.” 

Th^ topped the rise and started down into the ranch cup, 
and they lost the sun from their shoulders. “You’ve grown,” 

“Nearly an inch, I should say.” 

More, Jody boasted. “Where they mark me on the door, 
Jpore than an inch since Thanksgiving even.” 
randfather’s rich throaty voice said, “Maj'be you’re getting 
00 much water and turning to pith and stalk. Wait until you 
head out, and then we’ll see." 

man’s face to see whether 
should be hurt, but there was no will to injure, no 

IS!?* PUtting-in-your-place light in the keen blue 
eyes. We might kill a pig,” Jody suggested. 
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“Oh, no! I shouldn’t let you do that. You’re just humouring 
me. It isn’t the time and you know it.” 

“You know Riley, the big boar, sir?” 

“Yes. I remember Riley well.” 

“Well, Riley ate a hole into that same haystack, and it fell 
down on him and smothered him.” 

“Pigs do that when they can,” said Grandfather. 

“Riley was a nice pig, for a boar, sir. I rode him sometimes, 
and he didn’t mind.” 

A door slammed at the house below them, and they saw Jody’s 
mother standing on the porch waving her apron in welcome. 
And they saw Carl Tiflin walking up from the barn to be at 
the house for the arrival. 

The sun had disappeared from the hills by now. The blue 
smoke from the house chimney hung in flat layers in the purpling 
ranch cup. The puff-ball clouds, dropped by the falling wind, 
hung listlessly in the sky. 

Billy Buck came out of the bunk house and flung a wash basin 
of soapy water on the ground. He had been shaving in mid¬ 
week, for Billy held Grandfather in reverence, and Grandfather 
said that Billy was one of the few men of the new generation 
who had not gone soft. Although Billy was in middle age, 
Grandfather considered him a boy. Now Billy was hurrying 
toward the house, too. 

When Jody and Grandfather arrived, the three were waiting 
for them in front of the yard gate. 

Carl said, “Hello, sir. We've been looking for you.” 

Mrs. Tiflin kissed Grandfather on the side of his beard, and 
stood still while his big hand patted her shoulder. Billy shook 
hands solemnly, grinning under his straw moustache. “I’ll put 
up your horse,” said Billy, and he led the rig away. 

Grandfather watched him go, and then, turning back to the 
group, he said as he had said a hundred times before. There s 
a good boy. I knew his father, old Mule-tail Buck. I never 
knew why they called him Mule-tail except he packed mules. 

Mrs. Tiflin turned and led the way into the house. “How 
long are you going to stay. Father? Your letter didn t say. 

“Well, I don’t know. I thought I’d stay about two weeks. 
But I never stay as long as I think I'm going to.” 

In a short while they were sitting at the white oilcloth table 
eating their supper. The lamp with the tin reflector hung 
the table. Outside the dining-room windows the big moths bat¬ 
tered softly against the glass. ^ j i i 

Grandfather cut his steak into tiny pieces and chewed slowly. 
“I’m hungry,” he said. “Driving out here got my appetite up. 
It’s like when we were crossing. We all got so hungry every 
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night we could hardly wait to let the meat get done. I could 
eat about five pounds of buffalo meat every night. 

“Itrmoving^round does it," said Billy. “My father was 
a government packer. I helped him when I was a kid. Just the 

two oi us could about clean up a deer s ham- 

“I knew your father, Billy,” said Grandfather. A fine man 
he was. They called him Mule-tail Buck. I don t know why 

except he packed mules.” , 

“That was it.” Billy agreed. “He packed mules. 

Grandfather put down his knife and fork and looked arot^d 
the table. “I remember one time we ran out of meat rlis 

voice dropped to a curious low sing-song, dropped into a tonal 
groove the story had worn for itself* ‘‘There was no buffalo, no 
antelope, not even rabbits. The hunters couldn t even shoot a 
coyote. That was the time for the leader to be on the watch. I 
was the leader, and I kept my eyes open. Know why?^ Well, 
just the minute the people began to get hungry they’d start 
slaughtering the team oxen. Do you believe that? I've heard 
of parties that just ate up their draft cattle. Started from the 
middle and worked toward the ends. Finally they’d cat the lead 
pair, and then the wheelers. The leader of a party had to keep 
them from doing that.” 

In some manner a big moth got into the roorn and circled 
the hanging kerosene lamp. Billy got up and tried to clap it 
between his hands. Carl struck with a cupped palm and caught 
the moth and broke it. He w'alkcd to the window and dropped 
it out. 

“As I was saying,” Grandfather began again, but Carl inter¬ 
rupted him. “You’d better eat some more meat. All the rest 
of us are ready for our pudding.” 

Jody saw a flash of anger in his mother’s eyes. Grandfather 
picked up his knife and fork. “I’m pretty hungry, all right,” he 
said. “I’ll tell you about that later.” 

When supper was over, when the family and Billy Buck sat 
•in front of the fireplace in the other room, Jody anxiously 
watched Grandfather. He saw the signs he knew. The bearded 
head leaned forward; the eyes lost their sternness and looked 
wonderingly into the fire; the big lean fingers laced themselves 
on the black knees. “I wonder,” he began, “I just wonder 
whether I ever told you how those thieving Piutes drove off 
thirty-five of our horses.” 

"I think you did,” Carl interrupted. “Wasn’t it just before 
you went up into the Tahoe country?” 

^ Grandfather turned quickly toward his son-in-law. “That’s 
I guess I must have told you that story.” 

‘Lots of times,” Carl said cruelly, and he avoided his wife’s 
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eyes. But he felt the angry eyes on him, and he said, “ ’Course 
I’d like to hear it again.” 

Grandfather looked back at the fire. His fingers unlaced and 
laced again. Jody knew how he felt, how his insides were col¬ 
lapsed and empty. Hadn’t Jody been called a Big-Britches that 
very afternoon? He arose to heroism and opened himself to 
the term Big-Britches again. “Tell about Indians,” he said 
softly. 

Grandfather’s eyes grew stern again. “Boys always want 
to hear about Indians. It was a job for men, but boys want 
to hear about it. Well, let’s see. Did I ever tell you how I 
wanted each waggon to carry a long iron plate?” 

Everyone but Jody remained silent. Jody said, “No. You 
didn’t.” 

“Well, when the Indians attacked, we always put the wag¬ 
gons in a circle and fought from between the wheels. I thought 
that if every waggon carried a long plate with rifle holes, the 
men could stand the plates on the outside of the wheels when 
the waggons were in the circle and they would be protected. 
It would save lives and that would make up for the extra weight 
of the iron. But, of course, the party wouldn’t do it. No party 
had done it before and they couldn’t see why they should go 
to the expense. They lived to regret it, too.” 

Jody looked at his mother, and knew from her expression 
that she was not listening at all. Carl picked at a callus on his 
thumb and Billy Buck watched a spider crawling up the wall. 

Grandfather’s tone dropped into its narrative groove again. 
Jody knew in advance exactly what words would fall. The 
story droned on, speeded up for the attack, grew sad over the 
wounds, struck a dirge at the burials on the great plains. Jody 
sat quietly watching Grandfather. The stern blue eyes were 
detached. He looked as though he were not very interested 
in the story himself. 

When it was finished, when the pause had been politely re¬ 
spected as the frontier of the story, Billy Buck stood up and 
stretched and hitched his trousers. “I guess I’ll turn in,” he 
said. Then he faced Grandfather. ‘T've got an old powder 
horn and cap and ball pistol down to the bunk house. Did I 
ever show them to you?” 

Grandfather nodded slowly. ”Yes, I think you did, Billy. 
Reminds me of a pistol I had when I was leading the people 
across.” Billy stood politely until the little story was done, 
and then he said, ”Good-night,” and went out of the house. 

Carl Tiflin tried to turn the conversation then. “How’s the 
country between here and Monterey? I’ve heard it’s pretty 
dry.” 
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“It is dry,” said Grandfather. “There’s not a drop of water 
in the Laguna Seca. But it’s a long pull from ’ 87 . The whole 
country was powder then, and in ’61 1 believe all the coyotes 
starved to death. We had fifteen inches of rain this year.” 

“Yes, but it all came too early. We could do with some now.” 
Carl’s eye fell on Jody. “Hadn’t you better be getting to bed?” 

Jody stood up obediently. “Can I kill the mice in the old 
h^ystsclc sir 

“Mice? Oh! Sure, kill them all off. Billy said there isn’t 
any good hay left.” 

Jody exchanged a secret and satisfying look with Grand¬ 
father. “I’ll kill every one to-morrow,” he promised. 

Jody lay in his bed and thought of the impossible world, of 
Indians and buffaloes, a world that had ceased to be forever. 
He wished he could have been living in the heroic time, but he 
knew he was not of heroic timber. No one living now, save 
possibly Billy Buck, was worthy to do the things that had been 
done. A race of giants had lived then, fearless men, men of a 
staunchness unknown in this day. Jody thought of the wide 
plains and of the waggons moving across like centipedes. He 
thought of Grandfather on a huge white horse, marshalling the 
people. Across his mind marched the great phantoms, and they 
marched off the earth and they were gone. 

He came back to the ranch for a moment, then. He heard 
the dull rushing sound that space and silence make. He heard 
one of the dogs, out in the doghouse, scratching a flea and bump¬ 
ing his elbow against the floor with every stroke. Then the 
wind arose again and the black cypress groaned and Jody went 
to sleep. 


He was up half an hour before the triangle sounded for break¬ 
fast. His mother was rattling the stove to make the flames roar 
when Jody went through the kitchen. “You’re up early,” she 
said. “Where are you going?” • 

Out to get a good stick. We’re going to kill the mice to¬ 
day.” 

“Who is Sve’?” 


‘‘Why, Grandfather and I.” 

^ So you’ve got him in it. You always like to have someone 
you in case there’s blame to share.” 

III be right back,” said Jody. *T just want to have a good 
stick ready for after breakfast.” 

e closed the screen door after him and went out into the 
cool blue morning. The birds were noisy in the dawn and 
h came down from the hill like blunt snakes. Thev 

naa been hunting gophers in the dark, and although the four 
ts were full of gopher meat, they sat in a semi-circle at the 
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back door and mewed piteously for milk. Doubletree Mutt and 
Smasher moved sniffing along the edge of the brush, performing 
the duty with rigid ceremony, but when Jody whistled, their 
heads jerked up and their tails waved. They plunged down to 
him, wriggling their skins and yawning. Jody patted their 
heads seriously, and moved on to the weathered scrap pile. He 
selected an old broom handle and a short piece of inch-square 
scrap wood. From his pocket he took a shoelace and tied the 
ends of the sticks loosely together to make a flail. He whistled 
his new weapon through the air and struck the ground experi¬ 
mentally, while the dogs leaped aside and whined with appre¬ 
hension. 

Jody turned and started down past the house toward the old 
haystack ground to look over the field of slaughter, but Billy 
Buck, sitting patiently on the back steps, called to him, “You 
better come back. It’s only a couple of minutes till breakfast.” 

Jody changed his course and moved toward the house. He 
leaned his flail against the steps. “That’s to drive the mice out,” 
he said. “I’ll bet they’re fat. I’ll bet they don’t know what's 
going to happen to them to-day.” 

“No, nor you, either,” Billy remarked philosophically, “nor 
me, nor anyone.” 

Jody was staggered by this thought. He knew it was true. 
His imagination twitched away from the mouse hunt. Then 
his mother came out on the back .porch and struck the triangle, 
and all thoughts fell in a heap. 

Grandfather hadn’t appeared at the table when they sat down. 
Billy nodded at his empty chair. “He’s all right? He isn’t 
sick?” 

“He takes a long time to dress,” said Mrs. Tiflin. “He combs 
his whiskers and rubs up his shoes and brushes his clothes.” 

Carl scattered sugar on his mush. “A man that’s led a wag¬ 
gon* train across the plains has got to be pretty careful how he 
dresses.” 

Mrs. Tiflin turned on him. “Don’t do that, Carl! Please 
don’t!” There was more of threat than of request in her tone. 
And the threat irritated Carl. 

“Well, how many times do I have to listen to the story of the 
iron plates, and the thirty-five horses? That time’s done. Why 
can’t he forget it, now it’s done?” He grew angrier while he 
talked, and his voice rose. “Why does he have to tell them 
over and over? He came across the plains. All right! Now its 
finished. Nobody wants to hear about it over and over.” 

The door into the kitchen closed softly. The four at the table 
sat frozen. Carl laid his mush spoon on the table and touched 
his chin with his fingers. 
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Then the kitchen door opened and Grandfather walked in. 
His mouth smiled tightly and his eyes were squinted. “Good 
morning,” he said, and he sat down and looked at his mush 

dish. - 

Carl could not leave it there. “Did—did you hear what 1 

said?” 

Grandfather jerked a little nod. 

“I don't know what got into me, sir. I didn’t mean it. I was 
just being funny.” 

Jody glanced in shame at his mother, and he saw that she 
was looking at Carl, and that she wasn’t breathing. It was 
an awful thing that he was doing. He was tearing himself to 
pieces to talk like that. It was a terrible thing to him to re¬ 
tract a word, but to retract it in shame was infinitely worse. 

Grandfather looked sidewise. “I’m trying to get right side 
up,” he said gently. “I’m not being mad. I don’t mind what 
you said, but it might be true, and I would mind that.” 

“It isn’t true,” said Carl. “I’m not feeling well this morning. 
I’m sorry I said it.” 

“Don’t be sorry, Carl. An old man doesn’t see things some¬ 
times. Maybe you’re right. The crossing is finished. Maybe 
it should be forgotten, now it’s done.” 

Carl got up from the table. “I’ve had enough to cat. I’m 
going to work. Take your time, Billy!” He walked quickly out 
of the dining-room. Billy gulped the rest of his food and fol¬ 
lowed soon after. But Jody could not leave his chair. 

“Won’t you tell any more stories?” Jody asked. 

“Why, sure I’ll tell them, but only when—I’m sure people 
want to hear them.” 

“I like to hear them, sir.” 

“Oh! Of course you do, but you’re a little boy. It was a job 
for men, but only little boys like to hear about it.” 

Jody got up from his place. “I’ll wait outside for you, sir. 
I ve got a good stick for those mice.” 

He waited by the gate until the old man came out on the 
Let s go down and kill the mice now,” Jody called. 

“I think I’ll just sit in the sun, Jody. You go kill the mice.” 

‘You can use my stick if you like.” 

“No, I’ll just sit here a while.” 

Jody turned disconsolately away, and walked down toward 
the old haystack. He tried to whip up his enthusiasm with 
thougMs of the fat juicy mice. He beat the ground with his 
nail. Ihe dogs coaxed and whined about him. but he could not 
go. Back at the house he could see Grandfather sitting on the 
porch, looking small and thin and black. 
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Jody gave up and went to sit on the steps at the old man’s 
feet. 

“Back already? Did you kill the mice?’’ 

“No, sir. I’ll kill them some other day.’’ 

The morning flies buzzed close to the ground and the ants 
dashed about in front of the steps. The heavy smell of sage 
slipped down the hill. The porch boards grew warm in the sun¬ 
shine. 

Jody hardly knew when Grandfather started to talk. “I 
shouldn’t stay here, feeling the way I do.” He examined his 
strong old hands. “I feel as though the crossing wasn’t worth 
doing.” His eyes moved up the side-hill and stopped on a 
motionless hawk perched on a dead limb. “I tell those old 
stories, but they’re not what I want to tell. I only know how 
I want people to feel when I tell them. 

“It wasn’t Indians that were important, nor adventures, nor 
even getting out here. It was a whole bunch of people made 
into one big crawling beast. And I was the head. It was wester¬ 
ing and westering. Every man wanted something for himself, 
but the big beast that was all of them wanted only westering. 
I was the leader, but if I hadn’t been there, someone else would 
have been the head. The thing had to have a head. 

“Under the little bushes the shadows were black at white 
noon-day. When we saw the mountains at last, we cried—all of 
us. But it wasn’t getting here that mattered, it was movement 
and westering. 

“We carried life out here and set it down the way those ants 
carry eggs. And I was the leader. The westering was as big 
as God, and the slow steps that made the movement piled up 
and piled up until the continent was crossed. 

“Then we came down to the sea, and it was done.” He stop¬ 
ped and wiped his eyes until the rims ,were red. “That s what 
I should be telling instead of stories.” 

When Jody spoke, Grandfather started and looked do^yn at 
him. “Maybe I could lead the people some day,” Jody said. 

The old man smiled. “There’s no place to go. There’s the 
ocean to stop you. There’s a line of old men along the shore 
hating the ocean because it stopped them.” 

“In boats I might, sir.” ^ * 

“No place to go, Jody. Every place is taken. But that s not 

the worst—no, not the worst. Westering has died out of the 
people. Westering isn’t a hunger any more. It’s all done._ Your 

father is right. It is finished.” He laced his fingers on his knee 

and looked at them. a r ^A 

Jody felt very sad. “If you’d like a glass of lemonade I could 

make it for you.” 
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Grandfather was about to refuse, and then he saw Jody's face. 
“That would be nice,” he said. “Yes, it would be nice to drink 

a lemonade.” . . 

Jody ran into the kitchen, where his mother was wipin? the 
last of the breakfast dishes. “Can I have a lemon to make a 
lemonade for Grandfather?” 

His mother mimicked—“And another lemon to make a 
lemonade for you.” 

“No, ma’am. I don’t want one.” 

“Jody! You’re sick!” Then she stopped suddenly. “Take a 
lemon out of the cooler,” she said softly. “Merc, I 11 reach the 
squeezer down to you ” 









BREAKFAST 


"This ts one of many working notes made in preparation 
for the Grapes of Wrath, which was not used in the novel. 

' I * HIS thing fills me with pleasure. I don’t know why, I can 
see it in the smallest detail. I find myself recalling it again 
and again, each time bringing more detail out of a sunken 
memory, remembering brings the curious warm pleasure. 

It was very early in the morning. The eastern mountains 
were black-blue, but behind them the light stood up faintly 
coloured at the mountain rims with a washed red, growing 
colder, greyer and darker as it went up and overhead until, at 
a place near the w<rst, it merged with pure night. 

And it was cold, not painfully so, but cold enough so that I 
rubbed my hands and shoved them deep into my pockets, and 
I hunched my shoulders up and scuffled my feet on the ground. 
Down in the valley where I was, the earth was that lavender 
grey of dawn. I walked along a country road and ahead of 
me I saw a tent that was only a little lighter grey than the 
ground. Beside the tent there was a flash of orange fire seep¬ 
ing out of the cracks of an old rusty iron stove. Grey smoke 
spurted up out of the stubby stovepipe, spurted up a long way 
before it spread out and dissipated. 

I saw a young woman beside the stove, really a girl. She was 
dressed in a faded cotton skirt and waist. As I came close I saw 
that she carried a baby in a crooked arm and the baby was 
nursing, its head under her waist out of the cold. The mother 
moved about, poking the fire, shifting the rusty lids of the stove 
to make a greater draught, opening the oven door; and all the 
time the baby was nursing, but that didn’t interfere with the 
mother’s work, nor with the light quick gracefulness of her 
movements. There was something very precise and practiced 
in her movements. The orange fire flicked out of the cracks in 
the stove and threw dancing reflections on the tent. 

I was close now and I could smell frying bacon and baking 
bread, the warmest, pleasantest odours I know. From the east 
the light grew swiftly. I came near to the stove and stretched 
my hands out to it and shivered all over when the warmth 
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struck me. Then the tent flap jerked up and a young man came 
out and an older man followed him. They were dressed in new 
blue dungarees and in new dungaree coats with the brass but¬ 
tons shining. They were sharp-faced men, and they looked 
much alike. 

The younger had a dark stubble beard and the older had a 
grey stubble beard. Their heads and faces were wet, their hair 
dripped with water, and water stood out on their stiff beards 
and their cheeks shone with water. Together they stood look¬ 
ing quietly at the lightening east; they yawned together and 
looked at the light on the hill rims. They turned and saw me. 

“Morning,” said the older man. His face was neither friendly 
nor unfriendly, 

“Morning, sir,” I said. 

“Morning,” said the young man. 

The water was slowly drying on their faces. They came to 
the stove and warmed their hands at it. 

The girl kept to her work, her face averted and her eyes on 
what she was doing. Her hair was tied back out of her eyes 
with a string and it hung down her back and swayed as she 
worked. She set tin cups on a big packing box, set tin plates 
and knives and forks out, too. Then she scooped fried bacon 
out of the deep grease and laid it on a big tin platter, and 
the bacon cricked and rustled as it grew crisp. She opened the 
rusty oven door and took out a square pan full of high big 
biscuits. 

When the smell of that hot bread came out, both of the men 
inhaled deeply. The young man said softly, “Kce-rist!” 

The elder man turned to me, “Had your breakfast?” 

“No.” 

“Well, sit down with us, then.” 

That was the signal. We went to the packing case and squat¬ 
ted on the ground about it. The young man asked, “Picking 
cotton?” * 

“No.” 


”We had twelve days’ work so far,” the young man said. 

1 he girl spoke from the stove. “They even got new clothes.” 

Ihe two men looked down at their new dungarees and they 
both smiled a little. 

The girl set out the platter of bacon, the brown high biscuits, 

^ coffee- and then she squatted 

iindJl-he box, too. The baby was still nursing, its head up 

ITmade ° ^ ^ 

^fravy over our biscuits and 
gared our coffee. The older man filled his mouth full and he 
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chewed and chewed and swallowed. Then he said, “God 
Almighty, it’s good,” and he filled his mouth again. 

The young man said, “We been eating good for twelve days.” 

We all ate quickly, frantically, and refilled our plates and ate 
quickly again until we were full and warm. The hot bitter 
coffee scalded our throats. We threw the last little bit with 
the grounds in it on the earth and refilled our cups. 

There was colour in the light now, a reddish gleam that made 
the air seem colder. The two men faced the east and their faces 
were lighted by the dawn, and I looked up for a moment and 
saw the image of the mountain and the light coming over it re¬ 
flected in the older man’s eyes. 

Then the two men threw the grounds from their cups on the 
earth and they stood up together. “Got to get going,” the older 
man said. 

The younger man turned to me. “ ’Fyou want to pick cotton, 
we could maybe get you on.” 

“No. I got to go along. Thanks for breakfast.” 

The older man waved his hand in a negative. “O.K. Glad 
to have you.” They walked away together. The air was blaz¬ 
ing with light at the eastern skyline. And I walked away down 
the country road. 

That’s all. I know, of course, some of the reasons why it 
was pleasant. But there was some element of great beauty 
there that makes the rush of warmth when I think of it. 
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THE TURTLE 


^ I ‘HE concrete highway was edged with a mat of tangled, 
broken, dry grass, and the grass heads were heavy with 
oat beards to catch on a dog’s coat, and foxtails to tangle in a 
horse’s fetlocks, and clover burrs to fasten in sheep’s wool; 
sleeping life waiting to be spread and dispersed, every seed 
armed with an appliance of dispersal, twisting darts and para¬ 
chutes for the wind, little spears and balls of tiny thorns, and 
all waiting for animals and for the wind, for a man’s trouser 
cuff or the hem of a woman’s skirt, all passive but armed with 
appliances of activity, still, but each possessed of the anlage 
of movement. 

The sun lay on the grass and warmed it, and in the shade 
under the grass the insects moved, ants and ant lions to set 
traps for them, grasshoppers to jump into the air and flick their 
yellow wings for a second, sow bugs like little armadillos, plod¬ 
ding restlessly on many tender feet. And over the grass at the 
roadside a land turtle crawled, turning aside for nothing, drag¬ 
ging his high-domed shell over the grass. His hard legs and 
yellow-nailed feet threshed slowly through the grass, not really 
walking, but boosting and dragging his shell along. The barley 
beards slid off his shell, and the clover burrs fell on him and 
rolled to the ground. His horny beak was partly open, and his 

♦ eyts, under brows like fingernails, stared 

straight ahead. He came over the grass leaving a beaten trail 
behind him, and the hill, which was the highway embankment, 

^ ® he stopped, his head 

■ ,?e, hhnked and looked up and down. At last he 

."J-j embankment. Front clawed feet reached 
^ hind feet kicked his shell 

embfnkmenr ‘h® iFass, and on the gravel. As the 

steeper, the more frantic were 
Iliooed P^^hing hind legs strained and 

as head protruded 

iU It :?mTrch Th * P^-P^‘ strargh?trts 

inches th A the road, a concrete wall four 

inches high. As though they worked independently the hind 
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legs pushed the shell against the wall. The head upraised and 
peered over the wall to the broad smooth plain of cement. Now 
the hands, braced on top of the wall, strained and lifted, and 
the shell came slowly up and rested its front end on the wall. 
For a moment the turtle rested. A red ant ran into the shell, 
into the soft skin inside the shell, and suddenly head and legs 
snapped in, and the armoured tail clamped in sideways. The 
red ant was crushed between body and legs. And one head of 
wild oats was clamped into the shell by a front leg. For a long 
moment the turtle lay still, and then the neck crept out and the 
old humorous frowning eyes looked about and the legs and tail 
came out. The back legs went to work, straining like elephant 
legs, and the shell tipped to an angle so that the front legs could 
not reach the level cement plain. But higher and higher the 
hind legs boosted it, until at last the centre of balance was 
reached, the front tipped down, the front legs scratched at the 
pavement, and it was up. But the head of wild oats was held 
by its stem around the front legs. 

Now the going was easy, and all the legs worked, and the 
shell boosted along, waggling from side to side. A sedan driven 
by a forty-year-old woman approached. She saw the turtle and 
swung to the right, off the highway, the wheels screamed and 
a cloud of dust boiled up. Two wheels lifted for a moment 
and then settled. The car skidded back on to the road, and 
went on, but more slowly. The turtle had jerked into its shell, 
but now it hurried on, for the highway was burning hot. 

And now a light truck approached, and as it came near, the 
driver saw the turtle and swerved to hit it. His front wheel 
struck the edge of the shell, flipped the turtle like a tiddly-wink, 
spun it like a coin, and rolled it off the highway. The truck 
went back to its course along the right side. Lying on its back, 
the turtle was tight in its shell for a long time. But at last 
its legs waved in the air, reaching for something to pull it over. 
Its front foot caught a piece of quartz and little by little the 
shell pulled over and flopped upright. The wild oat head fell 
out and three of the spearhead seeds stuck in the ground. And 
as the turtle crawled on down the embankment, its shell dragged 
dirt over the seeds. The turtle entered a dust road and jerked 
itself along, drawing a wavy shallow trench in the dust with 
its shell. The old humorous eyes looked ahead, and the horny 
beak opened a little. His yellow toe nails slipped a fraction 
in the dust. 
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IVTOAH and Uncle John and the preacher began to unload 
the truck. They helped Grandpa down and sat him on the 
ground and he sat limply, staring ahead of him. “You sick, 
Grampa?” Noah asked. 

“You goddamn right,” said Grampa weakly, “Sicker’n hell.” 

Sairy Wilson walked slowly and carefully toward him. 
“How’d you like ta come in our tent?” she asked. “You kin 
lay down on our mattress an' rest.” 

He looked up at her, drawn by her soft voice. “Come on 
now, ’ she said. “You’ll git some rest. We’ll he’p you over.” 

Without warning Grampa began to cry. His chin wavered 
and his old lips tightened over his mouth and he sobbed hoarsely. 
Ma rushed over to him and put her arms around him. She 
lifted him to his feet, her broad back straining, and she half 
lifted, half helped him into the tent. 

Uncle John said, “He must be good an’ sick. He ain’t never 
done that before. Never seen him blubberin’ in my life.” He 
jumped up on the truck and tossed a mattress down. 

Ma came out of the tent and went to Casy. “You been aroun’ 

sick people, she said. “Grampa’s sick. Won’t you go take a 
look at him? 


easy walked quickly to the tent and went inside. A double 

ground, the blankets spread neatly; and a 

nniv.ni" 't burned 

unevenly. A bucket of water, a wooden box of supplies, and a 

n.".fkI rlf “e'’‘ °f sun came 

pmkly through the tent walls. Sairy Wilson knelt on the ground 

bes.de he mattress, and Grampa lay on his back. Hireyfs were 
heavily upward, and his cheeks were flushed. He breathed 

tirS,'^:J:mprP” he a:L°d " 

voice but HM n^f c asked, '^e staring eyes moved toward his 
not speak it P^'^^tised a speech but did 

put hfs hand on GrLn? dropped the wrist and 

man’s bodv . ■ ® ^°^,^head, A struggle began in the old 

He said a who e his hands stirred. 


303 


304 


THE GRAPES OF WRATH 

Sairy Wilson spoke softly to Casy. “Know what*s wrong?’* 

He looked up at the wrinkled face and the burning eyes. “Do 
you ?“ 

“I—think so.” 

“What?” Casy asked. 

“Might be wrong. I wouldn’ like to say.” 

Casy looked back at the twitching red face. “Would you say 
—maybe—he’s workin’ up a stroke?” 

“I’d say that,” said Sairy. “I seen it three times before.” 

From outside came the sounds of camp-making, wood chop¬ 
ping, and the rattle of pans. Ma looked through the flaps. 
“Granma wants to come in. Would she better?” 

The preacher said, “She’ll jus’ fret if she don’t.” 

“Think he’s awright?” Ma asked. 

Casy shook his head slowly. Ma looked quickly down at the 
struggling old face with blood pounding through it. She drew 
outside and her voice came through. “He’s awright, Granma. 
He’s jus’ takin’ a little res’.” 

And Granma answered sulkily, “Well, I want ta see him. 
He’s a tricky devil. He wouldn’t never let ya know.” And she 
came scurrying through the flaps. She stood over the mattress 
and looked down. “What’s the matter’th you?” she demanded of 
Grampa. And again his eyes reached toward her voice and his 
lips writhed. “He’s sulkin’,” said Gramma. “I tol’ you he was 
tricky. He was gonna sneak away this mornin’ so he wouldn’t 
have to come. An’ then his hip got a-hurtin’,” she said dis¬ 
gustedly. “He’s jus’ sulkin’. I seen him when he wouldn’t talk 
to nobody before.” 

Casy said gently, “He ain’t sulkin’, Granma. He’s sick.” 

“Oh!” She looked down at the old man again, “Sick bad, 
you think?” 

“Purty bad, Granma.” 

For a moment she hesitated uncertainly. “Well,” she said 
quickly, “why ain't you prayin’? You’re a preacher, ain’t you?” 

Casy’s strong fingers blundered over to Grampa’s wrist and 
clasped around it. “1 tol’ you, Granma. I ain’t a preacher no 
more.” 

“Pray anyway,” she ordered. “You know all the stuff by 
heart.” 

“I can’t,” said Casy. “I don’ know what to pray for or who 
to pray to.” 

Granma’s eyes wandered away and came to rest on Sairy. 
“He won’t pray,” she said. “D’l ever tell ya how Ruthie prayed 
when she was a little skinner? Says, ‘Now I lay me down to 
sleep. I pray the Lord my soul to keep. An’ when she got 
there the cupboard was bare, an’ so the poor dog got none. 
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Amen.’ That’s jus’ what she done.” The shadow of someone 
walking between the tent and the sun crossed the canvas. 

Grampa seemed to be struggling; all his muscles twitched. 
And suddenly he jarred as though under a heavy blow. He lay 
still and his breath was stopped. Casy looked down at the old 
man’s face and saw that it was turning a blackish purple. Sairy 
touched Casy’s shoulder. She whispered, “His tongue, his 
tongue, his tongue.” 

Casy nodded. “Get in front a Granma.” He pried the tight 
jaws apart and reached into the old man’s throat for the tongue. 
And as he lifted it clear, a rattling breath came out, and a sob¬ 
bing breath was indrawn. Casy found a stick on the ground 
and held down the tongue with it, and the uneven breath rattled 
in and out. 

Granma hopped about like a chicken. “Pray,” she said. 
"Pray, you. Pray, I tell ya.” Sairy tried to hold her back. 
“Pray, goddamn you!” Granma cried. 

Casy looked up at her for a moment. The rasping breath 
came louder and more unevenly. “Our Father Who art in 
Heaven, hallowed be Thy name-” 

"Glory!” shouted Granma. 

“Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done—on earth—as it is in 
Heaven.” 

“Amen.” 


A long gasping sigh came from the open mouth, and then a 
crying release of air. 

“Give us this day—our daily bread—and forgive us-" The 

breathing had stopped. Casy looked down into Grampa’s eyes 
and they were clear and deep and penetrating, and there was a 
knowing serene look in them. 


“Hallelujah!” said Granma. “Go on,” 

“Amen,” said Casy. 

Granma was still then. And outside the tent all the noise 
had stopped. A car whished by on the highway. Casy still 
knelt on the floor beside the mattress. The people outside were 
listening, standing quietly intent on the sounds of dying. Sairy 
^janjna by the arm and led her outside, and Granma moved 

She walked for the family 
and held her head straight for the family. Sairy took her to a 

ground and sat her down on it. And 

now proudly, for she was on show 

with his hand" aTd stepped"out 
Pa asked softly. “What was it?” 
btroke, said Casy. “A good quick stroke.” 

J-ite began to move again. The sun touched the horizon and 
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flattened over it. And along the highway there came a long 
line of huge freight trucks with red sides. They rumbled along, 
putting a little earthquake in the ground, and the standing ex¬ 
haust pipes sputtered blue smoke from the diesel oil. One man 
drove each truck, and his relief man slept in a bunk high up 
against the ceiling. But the trucks never stopped; they thun¬ 
dered day and night and the ground shook under their heavy 
march. 

The family became a unit. Pa squatted down on the ground, 
and Uncle John beside him. Pa was the head of the family now. 
Ma stood behind him. Noah and Tom and A1 squatted, and the 
preacher sat down, and then reclined on his elbow. Connie and 
Rose of Sharon walked at a distance. Now Ruthie and Win¬ 
field, clattering up with a bucket of water held between them, 
felt the change, and they slowed up and set down the bucket 
and moved quietly to stand with Ma. 

Granina sat proudly, coldly, until the group was formed, until 
no one looked at her, and then she lay down and covered her 
face with her arm. The red sun set and left a shining twilight 
on the land, so that faces were bright in the evening and eyes 
shone in reflection of the sky. The evening picked up light 
where it could. 

Pa said, “It was in Mr. Wilson's tent." 

Uncle John nodded. “He loaned his tent.” 

“Fine friendly folks,” Pa said softly. 

Wilson stood by his broken car, and Sairy had gone to the 
mattress to sit beside Granma, but Sairy was careful not to 
touch her. 

Pa called, “Mr. Wilson!” The man scuffed near and squatted 
down, and Sairy came and stood beside him. Pa said, “We’re 
thankful to you folks.” 

“We’re proud to help,” said Wilson. 

“We’re beholden to you,” said Pa. 

“There’s no beholden in a time of dying,” said Wilson, and 
Sairy echoed him, “Never no beholden.” 

A1 said, “I’ll fix your car—me an’ Tom will.” And A1 looked 
proud that he could return the family’s obligation. 

“We could use some help.” Wilson admitted the retiring 
of the obligation. 

Pa said, “We got to figger what to do. They’s laws. You 
got to report a death, an’ when you do that, they either take 
forty dollars for the undertaker or they take him for a pauper.” 

Uncle John broke in, “We never did have no paupers.” 

Tom said, “Maybe we got to learn. We never got booted 
off no land before, neither.” 

“We done it clean,” said Pa. “There can’t no blame be laid 
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on us. We never took nothin' we couldn’ pay; we never suf¬ 
fered no man’s charity. When Tom here got in trouble we 
could hold up our heads. He only done what any man would 
a done.” 

"‘Then what’ll we do?” Uncle John asked. 

“We go in like the laws says an’ they’ll come out for him. 
We on’y got a hundred an’ fifty dollars. They take forty to 
bury Grampa an’ we won’t get to California—or else they’ll 
bury him a pauper.” The men stirred restively, and they studied 
the darkening ground in front of their knees. 

Pa said softly, “Grampa buried his pa with his own hand, 
done it in dignity, an’ shaped the grave nice with his own 
shovel. That was a time when a man had the right to be buried 
by his own son an’ a son had the right to bury his own father.” 
The law says different now,” said Uncle John. 

Sometimes the law can’t be foller’d no way,” said Pa. “Not 
in decency, anyways. They’s lots a times you can’t. When 
Floyd was loose an’ goin’ wild, law said we got to give him 
up—an’ nobody give him up. Sometimes a fella got to sift the 
law. I’m sayin’ now I got the right to bury my own pa. Any¬ 
body got somepin to say?” 

The preacher rose high on his elbow. “Law changes,” he 
said, “but "got to’s’ go on. You got the right to do what you 
got to do.” 

Pa turned to Uncle John. “It's your right, too, John. You 
got any word against?” 

“No word against," said Uncle John. “On’y it’s like hidin’ 
him in the night. Grampa’s way was t’come out a-shootin’.” 

Pa said ashamedly, “We can’t do like Grampa done. We got 
to get to California 'fore our money gives out.” 

-om broke in, “Sometimes fellas workin’ dig up a man an* 
then they raise hell an’ figger he been killed. The gov’ment’s 
got more interest in a dead man than a live one. They’ll go hell- 
scrapin' tryin’ to fin’ out who he was and how he died. I offer 
we put a note of writin’ in a bottle and lay it with Grampa, 
tellin who he is an how he died, an’ why he’s buried here.” 

agreement. “Tha’s good. Wrote out in a nice 
nan. Be not so lonesome, too, knowin’ his name is there with 

lonesome underground. Any more stuff 
to say.'' ihe circle was silent. 

“You’ll lay 'im out?” 

Sairv W-i”' "But who’s to get supper?” 

You go right ahead. Me 

“We sure thank you," said Ma. “Noah, you get into them 
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kegs an’ bring out some nice pork. Salt won’t be deep in it 
yet, but it’ll be right nice eatin’.” 

“We got a half sack of potatoes,” said Sairy. 

Ma said, “Gimme two half-dollars.” Pa dug in his pocket and 
gave her the silver. She found the basin, filled it full of water, 
and went into the tent. It was nearly dark in there. Sairy came 
in and lighted a candle and stuck it upright on a box and then 
she went out. For a moment Ma looked down at the dead old 
man. And then in pity she tore a strip from her own apron 
and tied up his jaw. She straightened his limbs, folded his 
hands over his chest. She held his eyelids down and laid a 
silver piece on each one. She buttoned his shirt and washed 
his face. 

Sairy looked in, saying, “Can I give you any help?” 

Ma looked slowly up. “Come in,” she said. “1 like to talk to 
ya.” 

“That’s a good big girl you got,” said Sairy. “She’s right in 
peelin’ potatoes. What can I do to help?” 

“I was gonna wash Grampa all over,” said Ma, “but he got 
no other clo’cs to put on. An’ 'course your quilt’s spoilt. Can’t 
never get the smell a death from a quilt. I seen a dog growl 
an’ shake at a mattress my ma died on, an’ that was two years 
later. We’ll wrop ’im in your quilt. We’ll make it up to you. 
We got a quilt for you.” 

Sairy said, “You shouldn’t talk like that. We're proud to help. 
I ain’t felt so—safe in a long time. People needs—to help.” 

Ma nodded. “They do,” she said. She looked long into the 
old whiskery face, with its bound jaw and silver eyes shining in 
the candlelight. “He ain’t gonna look natural. We’ll wrop him 
up.” 

“The ol’ lady took it good.” 

“Why, she’s so old,” said Ma, “maybe she don’t even rightly 
know what happened. Maybe she won’t really know for quite 
a while. Besides, us folks takes a pride holdin’ in. My pa used 
to say, ‘Anybody can break down. It takes a man not to.’ We 
always try to hold in.” She folded the quilt neatly about 
Grampa’s legs and around his shoulders. She brought the 
corner of the quilt over his head like a cowl and pulled it down 
over his face. Sairy handed her half-a-dozen big safety pins, and 
she pinned the quilt neatly and tightly about the long package. 
And at last she stood up. “It won’t be a bad burying,” she said. 
“We got a preacher to see him in, an’ his folks is all aroun. 
Suddenly she swayed a little, and Sairy went to her and steadied 

her. “It’s sleep-” Ma said in a shamed tone. “No, Im 

awright. We been so busy gettin’ ready, you see.” 

“Come out in the air,” Sairy said. 
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“Yeah, I’m all done here.’* Sairy blew out the candle and 
the two went out. 

A bright fire burned in the bottom of the little gulch. And 
Tom, with sticks and wire, had made supports from which two 
kettles hung and bubbled furiously, and good steam poured out 
under the lids. Rose of Sharon knelt on the ground out of 
range of the burning heat, and she had a long spoon in her 
hand. She saw Ma come out of the tent, and she stood up and 
went to her. 

“Ma,” she said, “I got to ask.” 

“Scared again?” Ma asked. “Why, you can’t get through nine 
months without sorrow.” 

“But will it—hurt the baby?” 

Ma said, “They used to be a sayin’, ‘A chile born outa sor¬ 
row’ll be a happy chile.’ Isn’t that so. Mis’ Wilson?” 

“I heard it like that,” said Sairy. “An' I heard the other: 
‘Born outa too much joy’ll be a doleful boy.’” 

“I’m all jumpy inside,” said Rose of Sharon. 


“Well, we ain’t none of us jumpin’ for fun,” said Ma. “You 
jes’ keep watchin’ the pots.” 

On the edge of the ring of firelight the men had gathered. 
For tools they had a shovel and a mattock. Pa marked out the 
ground eight feet long and three feet wide. The work went 
TT* Pa chopped the earth with the mattock and then 

Uncle John shovelled it out. A1 chopped and Tom shovelled, 
Noah chopped and Connie shovelled. And the hole drove down, 
for the work never diminished in speed. The shovels of dirt 
ew out of the hole in quick spurts. When Tom was shoulder 
deep m the rectangular pit. he said, “How deep. Pa?” 

Good an’ deep. A couple feet more. You get out now, Tom. 
and get that paper wrote.” 

Tom boosted himself out of the hole and Noah took his place. 

bri “No-o. That’s one thing we didn’ 

quickiv to^h. "’Oman walked 

“H«e^’ a Bible and a half pencil. 

tear?t on •- f™"*- Use that an’ 

Tn.!, ; a She handed book and pencil to Tom 

centmio^ and "at"l ‘'l-' '’’■o'*?*'*' He squinted his eyes in con- 
paplr in bi^rl^* ?!o"''y carefully on the end 

dyed of a streb.’^^a William James Joad, 

they got no mon:... . ° man. His fokes bured him becaws 

a stroke an he dyed ° ^He I*?’ Nobody kilt him. Jus 

He read it slowly^to her. ‘ PP"^’ *'sten to this here.” 
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“Why, that soun’s nice,” she said. “Can’t you stick on some- 
pin from Scripture so it’ll be religious? Open up an’ git a-sayin' 
somepin outa Scripture.” 

“Got to be short,” said Tom. “I ain’t got much room lef’ on 
the page.” 

Sairy said, “How ’bout ‘God have mercy on his soul’?” 

“No,” said Tom. “Sounds too much like he was hung. I’ll 
copy somepin.” He turned the pages and read, mumbling his 
lips, saying the words under his breath. “Here’s a good short 
one,” he said. “ ‘An’ Lot said unto them. Oh, not so, my Lord.’ ” 

“Don’t mean nothin’,” said Ma. “Long’s you’re gonna put 
one down, it might’s well mean somepin.” 

Sairy said, “Turn to Psalms, over further. You kin always get 
somepin outa Psalms.” 

Tom flipped the pages and looked down the verses. “Now 
here is one,” he said. “This here’s a nice one, just blowed full 
a religion: ‘Blessed is he whose transgression is forgiven, whose 
sin is covered.’ How’s that?” 

"That’s real nice,” said Ma. “Put that one in.” 

Tom wrote it carefully. Ma rinsed and wiped a fruit jar and 
Tom screwed the lid down tight on it. “Maybe the preacher 
ought to wrote it,” he said. 

Ma said, “No, the preacher wan’t no kin.” She took the jar 
from him and went into the dark tent. She unpinned the cover¬ 
ing and slipped the fruit jar in under the thin cold hands and 
pinned the comforter tight again. And then she went back to 
the fire. 

The men came from the grave, their faces shining with per¬ 
spiration. “Awright,” said Pa. He and John and Noah and AI 
went into the tent, and they came out carrying the long, pinned 
bundle between them. They carried it to the grave. Pa leaped 
into the hole and received the bundle in his arms and laid it 
gently down. Uncle John put out a hand and helped Pa out of 
the hole. Pa asked, “How about Granma?” 

“I’ll see,” Ma said. She walked to the mattress and looked 
down at the old woman for a moment. Then she went back 
to the grave. “Sleepin’,” she said. “Maybe she’d hold it against 
me, but I ain’t a-gonna wake her up. She's tar’d.” 

Pa said, “Where at’s the preacher? We oughta have a 

prayer.” , 

Tom said, “I seen him walkin’ down the road. He don t like 

to pray no more.” 

“Don’t like to pray?” 

“No,” said Tom. “He ain’t a preacher no more. He figgers 
it ain’t right to fool people actin’ like a preacher when he amt 
a preacher. I bet he went away so nobody wouldn ast him. 
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Casy had come quietly near, and he heard Tom speaking. “I 
didn’ run away,” he said. “I’ll he’p you folks, but I won’t fool 
ya.” 

Pa said, “Won’t you say a few words? Ain’t none of our 
folks ever been buried without a few words.” 

“I’ll say 'em,” said the preacher. 

Connie led Rose of Sharon to the graveside, she reluctant. 
“You got to,” Connie said. “It ain’t decent not to. It'll jus’ be 
a little.” 

The firelight fell on the grouped people, showing their faces 
and their eyes, dwindling on their dark clothes. All the hats 
were off now. The light danced, jerking over the people. 

Casy said, “It’ll be a short one.” He bowed his head, and 
the others followed his lead. Casy said solemnly, “This here 
ol’ man jus’ lived a life an’ jus’ died out of it. I don’ know 
whether he was good or bad, but that don’t matter much. He 
was alive, an’ that's what matters. An' now he's dead, an’ that 
don’t matter. Heard a fella tell a poem one time, an’ he says 
'All that lives is holy.’ Got to thinkin’, an’ purty soon it means 
more than the words says. An’ I wouldn’ pray for a ol’ fella 
that’s dead. He’s awright. He got a job to do, but it’s all laid 
out for 'im an' there’s on’y one way to do it. But us, we got 
a job to do, an’ they’s a thousan’ ways, an’ we don’ know which 
one to take. An’ if I was to pray, it’d be for the folks that 
don’ know which way to turn. Grampa here, he got the easy 
straight. An’ now cover ’im up and let 'im get to his work.” 
He raised his head. 

Pa said, “Amen,” and the others muttered, “A-men.’ Then 
Pa took the shovel, half filled it with dirt, and spread it gently 
into the black hole. He handed the shovel to Uncle John, and 
John dropped in a shovelful. Then the shovel went from hand 
to hand until every man had his turn. When all had taken 
their duty and their right. Pa attacked the mound of loose dirt 
and hurriedly filled the hole. The women moved back to the 
hre to see to supper. Ruthie and Winfield watched, absorbed. 

c solemnly, “Grampa’s down under there.” And 

Winfield looked at her with horrified eyes. And then he ran 

,r cn ground and sobbed to himself. 

* UM rr and then he stood panting with the 

or w lie Uncle John finished it. And John was shaping up 
the mound when Tom stopped him, "Listen,” Tom said. “ ’F 
we leave a grave, they’ll have it open in no time. We got to 
tha^’*‘ an’we’ll strew dry grass. We got to do 

unmoSd.” 
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“Can’t he’p it,” said Tom. “They’d dig ’im right up, an' we'd 
get it for breakin' the law. You know what I get if I break 
the law.” 

“Yeah,” Pa said. “I forgot that.” He took the shovel from 
John and levelled the grave. “She’ll sink, come winter,” he 
said. 

“Can’t he’p that,” said Tom. “We’ll be a long ways off by 
winter. Tromp her in good, an’ we’ll strew stuff over her.” 
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A long 66 the hamburger stands—A1 & Susy’s Place— 
Carl’s Lunch—Joe & Minnie—Will's Eats. Board-and-bat 
shacks. Two gasoline pumps in front, a screen door, a long 
bar, stools, and a foot rail. Near the door three slot machines, 
showing through glass the wealth in nickels three bars will 
bring. And beside them, the nickel phonograph with records 
piled up like pies, ready to swing out to the turntable and 
play dance music, “Ti-pi-ti-pi-tin,” “Thanks for the Memory,” 
Bing Crosby, Benny Goodman. At one end of the counter a 
covered case; candy cough drops, caffeine sulphate called Sleep¬ 
less, No-Doze; candy, cigarettes, razor blades, aspirin. Bromo- 
Seltzcr, Alka-Seltzer. The walls decorated with posters, bath¬ 
ing girls, blondes with big breasts and slender hips and waxen 
faces, in white bathing suits, and holding a bottle of Coca-Cola 
and smiling—see what you get with a Coca-Cola. Long bar, 
and salts, peppers, mustard pots, and paper napkins. Beer taps 
behind the counter, and in back the coffee urns, shiny and steam¬ 
ing, with glass gauges showing the coffee level. And pics in 
wjre cages and oranges in pyramids of four. And little piles of 
Post Toasties, corn flakes, stacked up in designs. 

The signs on cards, picked out with shining mica: Pies Like 
Mother Used to Make. Credit Makes Enemies, Let’s Be 
Friends. Ladies May Smoke But Be Careful Where You Lay 
Your Butts. Eat Here and Keep Your Wife for a Pet. 
IITYWYBAD? 


Down at one end the cooking plates, pots of stew, potatoes, 
pot roast, roast beef, grey roast pork waiting to be sliced. 

Minnie or Susy or Mae, middle-ageing behind the counter, 
hair curled and rouge and powder on a sweating face. Taking 
orders in a soft low voice, calling them to the cook with a screech 
like a peacock. Mopping the counter with circular strokes, 
polishing the big shining coffee urns. The cook is Joe or Carl 

j u ^ white coat and apron, beady sweat on white fore¬ 
head, below the white cook’s cap; moody, rarely speaking, look¬ 
ing up for a moment at each new entry. Wiping the griddle, 
slapping down the hamburger. He repeats Mae’s orders gently, 
Sent^^ griddle, wipes it down with burlap. Moody and 
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■ contact, smiling, irritated, near to outbreak; smil¬ 

ing while her eyes look on past—unless for truck drivers. There's 
the backbone of the joint. Where the trucks stop, that’s where 
the customers come. Can't fool truck drivers, they know. They 
bring the custom. They know. Give ’em a stale cup of coffee 
an they’re off the Joint. Treat ’em right an’ they come back. 
Mae really smiles with all her might at truck drivers. She 
bridles a little, fixes her back hair so that her breasts will lift 
with her raised arms, passes the time of day and indicates great 
things, great times, great jokes. A1 never speaks. He is no 
contact. Sometimes he smiles a little at a joke, but he never 
laughs. Sometimes he looks up at the vivaciousness in Mae’s 
voice, and then he scrapes the griddle with a spatula, scrapes 
the grease into an iron trough around the plate. He presses 
down a hissing hamburger with his spatula. He lays the split 
buns on the plate to toast and heat. He gathers up stray onions 
from the plate and heaps them on the meat and presses them in 
with the spatula. He puts half the bun on top of the meat, 
paints the other half with melted butter, with thin pickle relish. 
Holding the bun on the meat, he slips the spatula under the 
thin pad of meat, flips it over, lays the buttered half on top, 
and drops the hamburger on a small plate. Quarter of a dill 
pickle, two black olives beside the sandwich. A1 skims the plate 
down the counter like a quoit. And he scrapes his griddle with 
the spatula and looks moodily at the stew kettle. 

Cars whisking by on 66. Licence plates. Mass., Tenn., R.I., 
N.Y., Vt., Ohio. Going west. Fine cars, cruising at sixty-five. 

There goes one of them Cords. Looks like a coffin on wheels. 

But, Jesus, how they travel! 

See that La Salle? Me for that. I ain’t a hog. I go for a La 
Salle. 

’F ya goin’ big, what’s a matter with a Cad? Jus’ a little big¬ 
ger, little faster. 

I’d take a Zephyr myself. You ain’t ridin’ no fortune, but 
you got class an’ speed. Give me a Zephyr. 

Well, sir, you may get a laugh outa this—I’ll take a Buick- 
Puick. That’s good enough. 

But, hell, that costs in the Zephyr class an’ it ain’t got the 
sap. 

I don’ care. I don' want nothin’ to do with nothin’ of Henry 
Ford’s. I don’ like ’im. Never did. Got a brother worked in 
the plant. Oughta hear him tell. 

Well, a Zephyr got sap. 

The big cars on the highway. Languid, heat-raddled ladies, 
small nucleuses about whom revolve a thousand accoutrements: 
creams, ointments to grease themselves, colouring matter in 
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phials—black, pink, red, white, green, silver—to change the 
colour of hair, eyes, lips, nails, brows, lashes, lids. Oils, seeds, 
and pills to make the bowels move. A bag of bottles, syringes, 
pills, powders, fluids, jellies to make their sexual intercourse 
safe,’ odourless, and unproductive. And this apart from clothes. 
What a hell of a nuisance! 

Lines of weariness around the eyes, lines of discontent down 
from the mouth, breasts lying heavily in little hammocks, sto¬ 
mach and thighs straining against cases of rubber. And the 
mouths panting, the eyes sullen, disliking sun and wind and 
earth, resenting food and weariness, hating time that rarely 
makes them beautiful and always makes them old. 

Beside them, little pot-bellied men in light suits and panama 
hats; clean, pink men with puzzled, worried eyes, with restless 
eyes. Worried because formulas do not work out; hungry for 
security and yet sensing its disappearance from the earth. In 
their lapels the insignia of lodges and service clubs, places where 
they can go and, by a weight of numbers of little worried men, 
reassure themselves that business is noble and not the curious 
ritualized thievery they know it is; that business men are intelli¬ 
gent in spite of the records of their stupidity; that they are kind 
and charitable in spite of the principles of sound business; that 
their lives are rich instead of the thin tiresome routines they 
know; and that a time is coming when they will not be afraid 
any more. 

And these two, going to California; going to sit in the lobby 
of the Beverly-Wilshire Hotel and watch people they envy 
go by, to look at mountains—mountains, mind you, and great 
trees—he with his worried eyes and she thinking how the sun 
will dry her skin. Going to look at the Pacific Ocean, and I’ll 
bet a hundred thousand dollars to nothing at all, he will say, 
“It isn’t as big as I thought it would be.” And she will envy 
plump young bodies on the beach. Going to California really 
to go home again. To say, ‘‘So-and-So was at the table next 
to us at the Trocadero. She’s really a mess, but she does wear 
nice clothes,’ And he, “I talked to good sound business men 
out there. They don’t see a chance till we get rid of that fellow 
m the White House.” And, “I got it from a man in the know— 
she has syphilis, you know. She was in that Warner picture. 
Man said she’d slept her way into pictures. Well, she got what 
s e was looking for.” But the worried eyes are never calm, 

at si.2y The big car cruising along 

I want a cold drink. 

Well, there’s something up ahead. Want to stop? 

L)o you think it would be clean ? 
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Clean as you're going to find in this God-forsaken country. 

Well, maybe the bottled soda will be all right. 

The great car squeals and pulls to a stop. The fat worried 
man helps his wife out. 

Mae looks at and past them as they enter. A1 looks up from 
his griddle, and down again. Mae knows. They’ll drink a five- 
cent soda and crab that it ain’t cold enough. The woman will 
use six paper napkins and drop them on the floor. The man 
will choke and try to put the blame on Mae. The woman will 
sniff as though she smelled rotting meat and they will go out 
again and tell forever afterward that the people in the West 
are sullen. And Mae, when she is alone with Al, has a name 
for them. She calls them shitheels. 

Truck drivers. That’s the stuff. 

“Here’s a big transport cornin’. Hope they stop; take away 
the taste of them shitheels. When I worked in that hotel in 
Albuquerque, AI, the way they steal—ever’ darn thing. An’ the 
bigger the car they got, the more they steal—towels, silver, soap 
dishes. I can’t figger it.’’ 

And Al, morosely. “Where ya think they get them big cars 
and stuff? Born with ’em? You won’t never have nothin’.’’ 

The transport truck, a driver and relief. “How ’bout stoppin’ 
for a cup a Java? I know this dump.’’ 

“How’s the schedule?’’ 

“Oh, we’re ahead!’’ 

"Pull up. then. They’s a ol' war horse in here that’s a kick. 
Good Java, too.’’ 

The truck pulls up. Two men in khaki riding trousers, boots, 
short jackets, and shiny-visored military caps. Screen door— 
slam. 

“H’ya, Mae?’’ 

“Well, if it ain’t Big Bill the Rat! When’d you get back on 
this run?’’ 

“Week ago.” 

The other man puts a nickel in the phonograph, watches the 
disk slip free and the turntable rise up under it. Bing Crosby’s 
voice—golden. “Thanks for the memory, of sunburn at the 
shore— You might have been a headache, but you never were 

a bore-” And the truck driver sings for Mae’s ears. “You 

might have been a haddock, but you never was a whore-” 

Mae laughs. “Who’s ya frien’, Bill? New on this run, ain’t 
he?” 

The other puts a nickel in the slot machine, wins four slugs, 
and puts them back. Walks to the counter, 

“Well, what’s it gonna be?” 

“Oh, cup a Java. Kinda pie ya got?” 
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“Banana cream, pineapple cream, chocolate cream—an’apple.’ 

“Make it apple. Wait— Kind is that big thick one?” 

Mae lifts it out and sniffs it. “Banana cream.” 

“Cut off a hunk; make it a big hunk.” 

Man at the slot machine says, “Two all around.” 

“Two it is. Seen any new etchin’s lately, Bill?” 

“Well, here’s one.” 

“Now, you be careful front of a lady.” 

“Oh, this ain’t bad. Little kid comes in late ta school. Teacher 
says, ‘Why ya late?’ Kid says, ‘Had a take a heifer down—get 
’er bred.’ Teacher says, ‘Couldn’t your ol’ man do it?’ Kid 
says, ‘Sure he could, but not as good as the bull.’ ” 

Mae squeaks with laughter, harsh screeching laughter. Al, 
slicing onions carefully on a board, looks up and smiles, and 
then looks down again. Truck drivers, that’s the stuff. Gonna 
leave a quarter each for Mae. Fifteen cents for pie an’ coffee 
an’ a dime for Mae. An’ they ain’t tryin’ to make her, neither. 

Sitting together on the stools, spoons sticking up out of the 
coffee mugs. Passing the time of day. And Al, rubbing down 
his griddle, listening but making no comment. Bing Crosby’s 
voice stops. The turntable drops down and the record swings 
into its place in the pile. The purple light goes off. The nickel, 
which has caused all this mechanism to work, has caused Crosby 
to sing and an orchestra to play—this nickel drops from be¬ 
tween the contact points into the box where the profits go. This 
nickel, unlike most money, has actually done a job of work, has 
been physically responsible for a reaction. 

Steam spurts from the valve of the coffee urn. The com¬ 
pressor of the ice machine chugs softly for a time and then 
stops. The electric fan in the corner waves its head slowly 
back and forth, sweeping the room with a warm breeze. On the 
highway, on 66, the cars whizz by. 

“They was a Massachusetts car stopped a while ago,” said 
Mae. 

Big Bill grasped his cup around the top so that the spoon 
stuck up between his first and second fingers. He drew in a 
snort of air with the coffee, to cool.it. “You ought to be out on 
66. Cars from all over the country. All headin’ west. Never 
seen so many before. Sure some honeys on the road.” 

We seen a wreck this mornin’,” his companion said. “Big 
car. ^ Big Cad’, a special job and a honey, low, cream-colour, 
special colour. Hit a truck. Folded the radiator right back into 
the driver. Must a been doin’ ninety. Steerin' wheel went right 
on through the guy an’ lef’ him a-wigglin' like a frog on a hook. 
Peach of a car. A honey. You can have her for peanuts now. 
Dnvm’ alone, the guy was.” 
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A1 looked up from his work. “Hurt the truck?” 

“Oh, Jesus Christ! Wasn't a truck. One of them cut-down 
cars full a stoves an’ pans an’ mattresses an’ kids an’ chickens. 

Coin’ west, you know. This guy come by us doin’ ninety_ 

r’ared up on two wheels just to pass us, an’ a car’s cornin’ so 
he cuts in an’ whangs this here truck. Drove like he’s blin’ 
drunk. Jesus, the air was full a bed clothes an’ chickens an’ 
kids. Killed one kid. Never seen such a mess. We pulled up. 
01 man that’s drivin’ the truck, he jus’ stan’s there lookin’ at 
that dead kid. Can’t get a word out of ’im. God Almighty, the 
road is full a them families goin’ west. Never seen so many. 
Gets worse all a time. Wonder where the hell they all come 

“Wonder where they all go to,” said Mae. “Come here for 
gas sometimes, but they don’t hardly never buy nothin’ else. 
People says they steal. We ain’t got nothin’ layin’ around. 
They never stole nothin’ from us.” 

Big Bill, munching his pie, looked up the road through the 
screened window. “Better tie your stuff down. I think you 
got some of ’em cornin’ now.” 

A 1926 Nash sedan pulled wearily off the highway. The back 
seat was piled nearly to the ceiling with sacks, with pots and 
pans, and on the very top, right up against the ceiling, two boys 
rode. On the top of the car, a mattress and a folded tent; tent 
poles tied along the running board. The car pulled up to the 
gas pumps. A dark-haired, hatchet-faced man got slowly out. 
And the two boys slid down from the load and hit the ground. 

Mae walked around the counter and stood in the door. The 
man was dressed in grey wool trousers and a blue shirt, dark 
blue with sweat on the back and under the arms. The boys in 
overalls and nothing else, ragged patched overalls. Their hair 
was light, and it stood up evenly all over their heads, for it had 
been roached. Their faces were streaked with dust. They went 
directly to the mud puddle under the hose and dug their toes 
into the mud. 

The man asked, “Can we git some water, ma’am?” 

A look of annoyance crossed Mae’s face. “Sure, go ahead.” 
She said softly over her shoulder, “I’ll keep my eye on the hose.” 
She watched while the man slowly unscrewed the radiator cap 
and ran the hose in. 

A woman in the car, a flaxen-haired woman, said, “See if you 
can’t git it here.” 

The man turned off the hose and screwed on the cap again. 
The little boys took the hose from him and they up-ended it and 
drank thirstily. The man took off his dark, stained hat and 



319 


T\VO-A-PENNY 


Stood with a curious humility in front of the screen. “Could 
you see your way to sell us a loaf of bread, ma’am?” 

Mae said, “This ain’t a grocery store. We got bread to make 
san’widges.” 

“I know, ma’am.” His humility was insistent. “We need 
bread and there ain't nothin’ for quite a piece, they say.” 

“ ’F we sell bread we gonna run out.” Mae’s tone was falter¬ 
ing. 

“We’re hungry,” the man said. 

“Whyn’t you buy a san’widge? We got nice san’widges, ham- 
burgs.” 

“We’d sure admire to do that, ma’am. But we can’t. We 
got to make a dime do all of us.” And he said embarrassedly, 
“We ain't got but a little.” 

Mae said, “You can’t get no loaf a bread for a dime. We only 
got fifteen-cent loafs.” 

From behind her, A1 growled, “God Almighty, Mae, give 'em 
bread.” 

“Wc’ll run out ’fore the bread truck comes.” 

“Run out, then, goddamn it,” said Al. And he looked sullenly 
down at the potato salad he was mixing. 

Mae shrugged her plump shoulders and looked to the truck 
drivers to show them what she was up against. 

She held the screen door open and the man came in, bringing 
a smell of sweat with him. The boys edged in behind him and 
they went immediately to the candy case and stared in—not 
with craving or with hope or even with desire, but just with a 
kind of wonder that such things could be. They were alike in 
size and their faces were alike. One scratched his dusty ankle 
with the toenails of his other foot. The other whispered some 
soft message and then they straightened their arms so that their 
clenched fists in the overall pockets showed through the thin 
blue cloth. 


Mae opened a drawer and took out a long waxpaper-wrapped 
loaf. “This here is a fifteen-cent loaf.” 

. put his hat back on his head. He answered with 

iimexible humility. “Won’t you—can’t you see your way to cut 
off ten cents’ worth?” 

A] said snarlingly, “Goddamn it, Mae. Give ’em the loaf,” 
Ihe man turned toward Al. “No, we want ta buy ten cents’ 
CaHfornia” figgered awful close, mister, to get to 

J^e said resignedly, “You can have this for ten cents.” 

robbin’ you, ma’am.” 

° ahead-—Al says to take it.” She pushed the waxpapered 
loat across the counter. The man took a deep leather pouch 
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from his rear pocket, untied the strings, and spread it open. It 
was heavy with silver and with greasy bills. 

"May soun’ funny to be so tight,” he apologized. “We got 
a thousan’ miles to go, an’ we don’ know if we’ll make it.” He 
dug in the pouch with a forefinger, located a dime, and pinched 
in for it. When he put it down on the counter he had a penny 
with it. He was about to drop the penny back into the pouch 
when his eye fell on the boys frozen before the candy counter. 
He moved slowly down to them. He pointed in the case at big 
long sticks of striped peppermints. “Is them penny candy, 
ma’am ?” 

Mae moved down and looked in. “Which ones?” 

“There, them stripy ones.” 

The little boys raised their eyes to her face and they stopped 
breathing; their mouths were partly opened, their half-naked 
bodies were rigid. 

“Oh—them. Well, no—them’s two for a penny.” 

“Well, gimme two then, ma’am.” He placed the copper cent 
carefully on the counter. The boys expelled their held breath 
softly. Mae held the big sticks out. 

“Take ’em,” said the man. 

They reached timidly, each took a stick, and they held them 
down at their sides and did not look at them. But they looked 
at each other, and their mouth corners smiled rigidly with em¬ 
barrassment. 

“Thank you, ma’am.” The man picked up the bread and went 
out the door, and the little boys marched stiffly behind him, the 
red-striped sticks held tightly against their legs. They leaped 
like chipmunks over the front seat and on to the top of the load, 
and they burrowed back out of sight like chipmunks. 

The man got in and started his car, and with a roaring motor 
and a cloud of blue oily smoke the ancient Nash climbed up on 
the highway and went on its way to the west. 

From inside the restaurant the truck drivers and Mae and 
A1 stared after them. 

Big Bill wheeled back. “Them wasn’t two-for-a-cent candy,” 
he said. 

“What’s that to you?” Mae said fiercely. 

“Them was nickel apiece candy,” said Bill. 

“We got to get goin’,” said the other man. “We’re droppin’ 
time.” They reached in their pockets. Bill put a coin on the 
counter and the other man looked at it and reached again and 
put down a coin. They swung around and walked to the door. 

“So long,” said Bill. 

Mae called, “Hey! Wait a minute. You got change.” 

“You go to hell,” said Bill, and the screen door slammed. 
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Mae watched them get into the great truck, watched it lumber 
oif in low gear, and heard the shift up the whining gears to 
cruising ratio. “A1-*’ she said softly. 

He looked up from the hamburger he was patting thin and 
stacking between waxed papers. "What ya want?" 

“Look here." She pointed at the coins beside the cups—two 
half-dollars. A1 walked near and looked, and then he went back 
to his work. 

“Truck drivers,” Mae said reverently, “an’ after them shit- 
heels.” 

Flies struck the screen with little bumps and droned away. 
The compressor chugged for a time and then stopped. On C6 
the traffic whizzed b}', trucks and fine streamlined cars and 
jalopies; and they went by with a vicious whiz. Mae took down 
the plates and scraped the pie crusts into a bucket. She found 
her damp cloth and wiped the counter with circular sweeps. 
And her eyes were on the highway, where life whizzed by. 

Al wiped his hands on his apron. He looked at a paper pinned 
to the wall over the griddle. Three lines of marks in columns 
on the paper. Al counted the longest line. He walked along 
the counter to the cash register, rang “No Sale,” and took out 
a handful of nickels. 

“What ya doin’?” Mae asked. 

“Number three's ready to pay off,” said Al. He went to the 
third slot machine and played his nickels in, and on the fifth 
spin of the wheels the three bars came up and the jackpot 
dumped out into the cup. Al gathered up the big handful of 
coins and went back of the counter. He dropped them in the 
drawer and slammed the cash register. Then he went back to 
his place and crossed out the line of dots. “Number three gets 
more play’n the others,” he said. “Maybe I ouglit to shift ’em 

around.” He lifted a lid and stirred the slowly simmering 
stew. 

“I wonder what they’ll do in California?” said Mae. 

“Who?” 

“Them folks that was just in,” 

“Christ knows,” said Al. 

“S’pose they’ll get work?” 

“How the hell would I know?” said Al. 

She stared eastward along the highway, “Here comes a trans¬ 
port, double. Wonder if they stop? Hope they do.” And as 
the huge truck came heavily down from the highway and parked 
Mae seized her cloth and wiped the whole length of the counter 
And she took a few swipes at the gleaming coffee urn, too, and 
turned up the bottle-gas under the urn. Al brought out a hand¬ 
ful of little turnips and started to peel them. Mae’s face was 
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gay when the door opened and the two uniformed truck drivers 
entered. 

“Hi, sister!" 

“I won’t be a sister to no man," said Mae. They laughed and 
Mae laughed. “What’ll it be, boys?" 

“Oh, a cup of Java. What kinda pie ya got?" 

“Pineapple cream an’ banana cream an’ chocolate cream an’ 
apple." 

“Give me apple. No, wait—what’s that big thick one?” 

Mae picked up the pie and smelled it. “Pineapple cream,’* 
she said. 

“Well, chop out a hunk a that." 

The cars whizzed viciously by on 66. 










MIGRANT PEOPLE 


T he cars of the migrant people crawled out of the side 
roads on to the great cross-country highway, and they 
took the migrant way to the West. In the daylight they scuttled 
like bugs to the westward; and as the dark caught them, they 
clustered like bugs near to shelter and to water. And because 
they were lonely and perplexed, because they had all come from 
a place of sadness and worry and defeat, and because they were 
all going to a new mysterious place, they huddled together; 
they talked together; they shared their lives, their food, and 
the things they hoped for in the new country. Thus it might 
be that one family camped near a spring, and another camped 
for the spring and for company, and a third because two fami¬ 
lies had pioneered the place and found it good. And when the 
sun went down, perhaps twenty families and twenty cars were 
there. 

In the evening a strange thing happened: the twenty families 
became one family, the children were the children of all. The 
loss of home became one loss, and the golden time in the West 
was one dream. And it might be that a sick child threw despair 
into the hearts of twenty families, of a hundred people; that a 
birth there in a tent kept a hundred people quiet and awe-struck 
through the night and filled a hundred people with the birth-joy 
>n the morning. A family which the night before had been lost 
and fearful might search its goods to find a present for a new 
baby. In the evening, sitting about the fires, the twenty were 
one. They grew to be units of the camps, units of the evenings 
and the nights, A guitar unwrapped from a blanket and tuned 
“and the songs, which were all of the people, were sung in the 
ni^ts. Men sang the words, and women hummed the tunes. 

Every night a world created, complete with furniture—friends 
made and enemies established; a world complete with brag- 
^rts and with cowards, with quiet men, with humble men, with 
.. men. Every night relationships that make a world, estab- 
>shed; and every morning the world torn down like a circus. 

At first the families were timid in the building and tumbling 
worlds, but gradually the technique of building worlds became 
neir technique. Then leaders emerged, then laws were made, 
then codes came into being. And as the worlds moved- west- 
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ward they were more complete and better furnished, for their 
builders were more experienced in building them. 

The families learned what rights must be observed—the right 
of privacy in the tent; the right to keep the past black hidden 
in the heart; the right to talk and to listen; the right to refuse 
help or to accept, to offer help or to decline it; the right of son 
to court and daughter to be courted; the right of the hungry to 
be fed; the rights of the pregnant and the sick to transcend all 
other rights. 

And the families learned, although no one told them, what 
rights are monstrous and must be destroyed: the right to intrude 
upon privacy, the right to be noisy while the camp slept, the 
right of seduction or rape, the right of adultery and theft and 
murder. These rights were crushed, because the little worlds 
could not exist for even a night with such rights alive. 

And as the worlds moved westward, rules became laws, al¬ 
though no one told the families. It is unlawful to foul near the 
camp; it is unlawful in any way to foul the drinking water; it 
is unlawful to eat good rich food near one who is hungry, unless 
he is asked to share. 

And with the laws, the punishments—and there were only two 
—a quick and murderous fight or ostracism; and ostracism was 
the worst. For if one broke the laws his name and face went 
with him, and he had no place in any world, no matter where 
created. 

In the worlds, social conduct became fixed and rigid, so that 
a man must say, “Good morning,” when asked for it, so that a 
man might have a willing girl if he stayed with her, if he 
fathered her children and protected them. But a man might 
not have one girl one night and another the next, for this would 
endanger the worlds. 

The families moved westward, and the technique of building 
the worlds improved so that the people could be safe in their 
worlds; and the form was so fixed that a family acting in the 
rules knew it was safe in the rules. 

There grew up government in the worlds, with leaders, with 
elders. A man who was wise found that his wisdom was needed 
in every camp; a man who was a fool could not change his 
folly with his world. And a kind of insurance developed in 
these nights. A man with food fed a hungry man, and thus in¬ 
sured himself against hunger. And when a baby died a pile of 
silver coins grew at the door flap, for a baby must be well 
buried, since it has had nothing else of life. An old man may 
be left in a potter’s field, but not a baby. 

A certain physical pattern is needed for the building of a 
world—water, a river bank, a stream, a spring, or even a faucet 
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unguarded. And there is needed enough flat land to pitch the 
tents, a little brush or wood to build the fires. If there is a 
garbage dump not too far oflf, all the better; for there can be 
found equipment—stove tops, a curved fender to shelter the 
fire, and cans to cook in and to eat from. 

And the worlds were built in the evening. The people, mov¬ 
ing in from the highways, made them with their tents and their 
hearts and their brains. 

In the morning the tents came down, the canvas was folded, 
the tent poles tied along the running board, the beds put in 
place on the cars, the pots in their places. And as the families 
moved westward, the technique of building up a home in the 
evening and tearing it down with the morning light became 
fixed; so that the folded tent was packed in one place, the cook¬ 
ing pots counted in their box. And as the cars moved west¬ 
ward, each member of the family grew into his proper place, 
grew into his duties; so that each member, old and young, had 
his place in the car; so that in the weary, hot evenings, when 
the cars pulled into the camping places, each member had his 
duty and went to it without instruction: children to gather wood, 
to carry water; men to pitch the tents and bring down the beds; 
women to cook the supper and to watch while the family fed. 
And this was done without command. The families, which had 
been units of which the boundaries were a house at night, a 
farm by day. changed their boundaries. In the long hot light, 
they were silent in the cars moving slowly westward; but at 
night they integrated with any group they found. 

Thus they changed their social life—changed as in the whole 
universe only man can change. They were not farm men any 
more, but migrant men. And the thought, the planning, the 
long staring silence that had gone out to the fields, went now 
to the roads, to the distance, to the West. That man whose 
mind had been bound with acres lived with narrow concrete 
miles. And his thought and his worry were not any more with 
rainfall, with wind and dust, with the thrust of the crops. Eyes 
watched the tyres, ears listened to the clattering motors, and 
minds struggled with oil, with gasoline, with the thinning rub¬ 
ber between air and road. Then a broken gear was tragedy, 
i evening was the yearning, and food over the 

fire. Then health to go on was the need and strength to go 
on, and spirit to go on. The wills thrust westward ahead of 
them, and fears that had once apprehended drought or flood 

now lingered with anything that might stop the westward 
crawling. 

fixed—each a short day’s journey from 
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And on the road the panic overcame some of the families, so 
that they drove night and day, stopped to sleep in the cars, and 
drove on to the West, flying from the road, flying from move¬ 
ment. And these lusted so greatly to be settled that they set 
their faces into the West and drove toward it, forcing the clash¬ 
ing engines over the roads. 

But most of the families changed and grew quickly into the 
new life. And when the sun went down 

Time to look out for a place to stop. 

And—there’s some tents ahead. 

The car pulled off the road and stopped, and because others 
were there first, certain courtesies were necessary. And the 
man, the leader of the family, leaned from the car. 

Can we pull up here an’ sleep? 

Why, sure, be proud to have you. What State you from? 

Come all the way from Arkansas. 

They’s Arkansas people down that fourth tent. 

That so? 

And the great question. Flow’s the water? 

Well, she don’t taste so good, but they's plenty. 

Well, thank you. 

No thanks to me. 

But the courtesies had to be. The car lumbered over the 
ground to the end tent, and stopped. Then down from the car 
the weary people climbed and stretched stiff bodies. Then the 
new tent sprang up; the children went for water and the older 
boys cut brush or wood. The fires started and supper was put 
on to boil or to fry. Early comers moved over, and States were 
exchanged, and friends and sometimes relatives discovered. 

Oklahoma, huh? What county? 

Cherokee. 

Why, 1 got folks there. Know the Allens? They’s Allens all 
over Cherokee. Know the Willises? 

Why, sure. 

And a new unit was formed. The dusk came, but before the 
dark was down the new family was of the camp. A word had 
been passed with every family. They were known people- 
good people. 

I knowed the Allens all my life. Simon Allen, ol’ Simon, had 
trouble with his first wife. She was part Cherokee. Purty as 
—as a black colt. ^ ^ 

Sure, an’ young Simon, he married a Rudolph, didn’ he? That’s 
what I thought. They went to live in Enid an’ done well—real 

well. 

Only Allen that ever done well. Got a garage. 

When the water was carried and the wood cut, the children 
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walked shyly, cautiously among the tents. And they made 
elaborate acquaintanceship gestures. A boy stopped near an¬ 
other boy and studied a stone, picked it up, examined it closely, 
spat on it, and rubbed it clean and inspected it until he forced 
the other to demand, What you got there? 

And casually, Nothin’. Jus’ a rock. 

Well, what you lookin’ at it like that for? 

Thought I seen gold in it. 

How’d you know? Gold ain’t gold, it’s black in a rock. 

Sure, ever’body knows that. 

I bet it’s fool’s gold, an’ you figgered it was gold. 

That ain’t so, ’cause Pa, he’s foun’ lots a gold an' he tol’ me 
how to look. 

How’d you like to pick up a big ol’ piece a gold? 

Sa-a-ay! I’d git the bigges’ old son-a-bitchin’ piece a candy 
you ever seen. 

I ain’t let to swear, but I do, anyways. 

Me, too. Le’s go to the spring. 

And young girls found each other and boasted shyly of their 
popularity and their prospects. The women worked over the 
fire, hurrying to get food to the stomachs of the family—pork 
if there was money in plenty, pork and potatoes and onions. 
Dutch-oven biscuits or cornbread, and plenty of gravy to go 
over it. Side-meat or chops and a can of boiled tea, black and 
bitter. Fried dough in drippings if money was slim, dough fried 
crisp and brown and the drippings poured over it. 

Those families which were very rich or very foolish with their 
money ate canned beans and canned peaches and packaged bread 
and bakery cake; but they ate secretly in their tents, for it 
would not have been good to eat such fine things openly. Even 
so. children eating their fried dough smelled the warming beans 
§nd were unhappy about it. 

When supper was over and the dishes dipped and wiped, the 
dark had come, and then the men squatted down to talk. ' 

^ ^And they talked of the land behind them. I don’ know* what 
zt s coming to, they said. The country’s spoilt. 

It’ll come back, though, on’y we won’t be there. 

Maybe, they thought, maybe we sinned some way we didn’t 
know about. ^ v. ^ 


Fella says to me gov'ment fella, an’ he says, she’s gullied up 
on ya. Govment fella He says, if ya ploughed ’cross the con¬ 
tour. she won t gully. Never did have no chance to try her An’ 
the new super’ ain’t ploughin’ ’cross the contour. Runnin’ a 

OiTrs^His^elT " ® 

And they spoke softly of their homes: They was a little cool- 
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house under the win’mill. Use’ ta keep milk in there ta cream 
up, an watermelons. Go in there midday when she was hotter’n 
a heifer, an' she’d be jus’ as cool, as cool as you’d want. Cut 
open a melon in there an’ she’d hurt your mouth, she was so 
cool. Water drippin’ down from the tank. 

They spoke of their tragedies: Had a brother Charley, hair 
as yella as corn, an’ him a growed man. Played the ’cordeen 
nice, too. He was harrowin’ one day an’ he went up to clear 
his lines. Well, a rattlesnake buzzed an’ them horses bolted 
an’ the harrow went over Charley, an’ the points dug into his 
guts an’ his stomach, an’ they pulled his face off an’—God 
Almighty! 

They spoke of the future: Wonder what it’s like out there? 

Well, the pitchers sure do look nice. 1 seen one where it’s 
hot an’ fine, an’ walnut trees an’ berries; an’ right behind, close 
as a mule's ass to his withers, they’s a tall up mountain covered 
with snow. That was a pretty thing to see. 

If we can get work it’ll be fine. Won’t have no cold in the 
winter. Kids won’t freeze on the way to school. I’m gonna 
take care my kids don’t miss no more school. I can read good, 
but it ain’t no pleasure to me like with a fella that’s used to it. 

And perhaps a man brought out his guitar to the front of his 
tent. And he sat on a box to play, and everyone in the camp 
moved slowly in toward him, drawn in toward him. Many men 
can chord a guitar, but perhaps this man was a picker. There 
you have something—the deep chords beating, beating, while 
the melody runs on the strings like little footsteps. Heavy hard 
fingers marching on the frets. The man played and the people 
moved slowly in on him until the circle was closed and tight, 
and then he sang “Ten-Cent Cotton and Forty-Cent Meat.” 
And the circle sang softly with him. And he sang “Why Do 
You Cut Your Hair, Girls?” And the circle sang. He wailed 
the song, “I’m Leaving Old Texas,” that eerie song that was 
sung before the Spaniards came, only the words were Indian 
then. 

And now the group was welded to one thing, one unit, so that 
in the dark the eyes of the people were inward, and their minds 
played in other times, and their sadness was like rest, like sleep. 
He sang the “McAlester Blues” and then, to make up for it to 
the older people, he sang “Jesus Calls Me to His Side.” The 
children drowsed with the music and went into the tents to 
sleep, and the singing came into their dreams. 

And after a while the man with the guitar stood up and 
yawned. Good night, folks, he said. 

And they murmured. Good night to you. 

And each wished he could pick a guitar, because it is a gracious 
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thing Then the people went to their beds, and the camp was 
quiet.* And the owls coasted overhead, and the coyotes gab¬ 
bled in the distance, and into the camp skunks walked, looking 
£or bits of food—waddling, arrogant skunks, afraid of nothing. 

The night passed, and with the first streak of dawn the women 
came out of the tents, built up the fires, and put the coffee to 
boil. And the men came out and talked softly in the dawn. 

When you cross the Colorado River, there’s the desert, they 
say. Look out for the desert. See you don’t get hung up. Take 
plenty water, case you get hung up. 

I'm gonna take her at night. 

Me, too. She’ll cut the living Jesus outa you. 

The families ate quickly, and the dishes were dipped and wiped. 
The tents came down. There was a rush to go. And when 
the sun arose, the camping place was vacant, only a little litter 
left by the people. And the camping place was ready for a new 
world in a new night. 

But along the highway the cars of the migrant people crawled 
out like bugs, and the narrow concrete miles stretched ahead. 
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T TNDER the spread tarpaulin Granma lay on a mattress, 
^ and Ma sat beside her. The air was stiflingly hot, and the 
flies buzzed in the shade of the canvas. Granma was naked 
under a long piece of pink curtain. She turned her old head 
restlessly from side to side, and she muttered and choked. Ma 
sat on the ground beside her, and with a piece of cardboard 
drove the flies away and fanned a stream of moving hot air 
over the tight old face. Rose of Sharon sat on the other side 
and watched her mother. 

Granma called imperiously, “Will! Will! You come here, 
Will.” And her eyes opened and she looked fiercely about. “Tol’ 
him to come right here,” she said. “I’ll catch him. I’ll take 
the hair off’n him.” She closed her eyes and rolled her head 
back and forth and muttered thickly. Ma fanned with the 
cardboard. 

Rose of Sharon looked helplessly at the old woman. She said 
softly, “She’s awful sick.” 

Ma raised her eyes to the girl’s face. Ma’s eyes were patient, 
but the lines of strain were on her forehead. Ma fanned and 
fanned the air, and her piece of cardboard warned off the flies. 
“When you’re young, Rosasharn, ever’thing that happens is a 
thing all by itself. It’s a lonely thing. I know, I ’member, 
Rosasharn.” Her mouth loved the name of her daughter. 
“You’re gonna have a baby, Rosasharn, and that’s somepin to 
you lonely and away. That’s gonna hurt you, an’ the hurt’ll be 
lonely hurt, an’ this here tent is alone in the worl’, Rosasharn.” 
She whipped the air for a moment to drive a buzzing blowfly 
on, and the big shining fly circled the tent twice and zoomed out 
into the blinding sunlight. And Ma went on, “They’s a time of 
change, an’ when that comes, dyin’ is a piece of all dyin’, and 
bearin’ is a piece of all bearin’, an’ bearin’ an’ dyin’ is two pieces 
of the same thing. An’ then things ain’t lonely any more. An’ 
then a hurt don’t hurt so bad, ’cause it ain’t a lonely hurt no 
more, Rosasharn. I wisht I could tell you so you’d know, but 
I can’t.” And her voice was so soft, so full of love, that tears 
crowded into Rose of Sharon’s eyes, and flowed over her eyes 
and blinded her. 
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“Take an’ fan Granma,” Ma said, and she handed the card¬ 
board to her daughter. “That’s a good thing to do. I wisht I 
could tell you so you’d know.” 

Granina, scowling her brows down over her closed eyes, 
bleated, “Will! You’re dirty! You ain’t never gonna get clean,” 
Her little wrinkled claws moved up and scratched her check. 
A red ant ran up the curtain cloth and scrambled over the folds 
of loose skin on the old lady’s neck. Ma reached quickly and 
picked it off, crushed it between thumb and forefinger, and 
brushed her fingers on her dress. 

Rose of Sharon waved the cardboard fan. She looked up at 
Ma. “She-?” And the words parched in her throat. 

“Wipe your feet, Will—you dirty pig!” Granma cried. 

Ma said, “I dunno. Maybe if we can get her where it ain't 
so hot, but I dunno. Don’t worry yourself, Rosasharn. Take 
your breath in when you need it, an’ let it go when you need 
to.” 

A large woman in a torn black dress looked into the tent. 
Her eyes were bleared and indefinite, and the skin sagged to 
her jowls and hung down in little flaps. Her lips were close, 
so that the upper lip hung like a curtain over her teeth, and 
her lower lip, by its weight, folded outward, showing her lower 
gums. “Mornin’, ma’am,” she said. “Mornin’, an’ praise God 
for victory.” 

Ma looked around. “Mornin’,” she said. 

The woman stooped into the tent and bent her head over 
Granma. “We heard you got a sou! here ready to join her 
Jesus. Praise Godl” 

Ma’s face tightened and her eyes grew sharp. “She’s tar’d, 
tha’s all,” Ma said. “She’s wore out with the road an’ the heat. 
She’s jus’ wore out. Get a little res’, an' she’ll be well.” 

The woman leaned down over Granma's face, and she seemed 
almost to sniff. Then she turned to Ma and nodded quickly, 
and her lips jiggled and her jowls quivered. “A dear soul gonna 
join her Jesus.” she said. 

Ma cried. “That ain’t so!” 

The woman nodded, slowly, this time, and put a puffy hand 
on Granma’s forehead. Ma reached to snatch the hand away, 
and quickly restrained herself. “Yes, it’s so, sister,” the woman 
said. "We got six in Holiness in our tent. I’ll go git ’em, an’ 
we’ll hoi’ .a meetin’—a prayer an’ grace. Jehovites, all. Six, 
countin’ me. I’ll go git ’em out.” * 

Ma stiffened. “No—no,” she said. “No, Granma’s tar’d. She 
couldn’t Stan’ a meeting’." 

The woman said, “Couldn’t stan’ grace? Couldn’t stan’ the 
sweet breath of Jesus? What you talkin’ about, sister?” 
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Ma said, “No, not here. She’s too tar’d.” 

The woman locked reproachfully at Ma. “Ain’t you believers, 
ma’am ?’’ 

“We always been Holiness,” Ma said, “but Granma’s tar’d, 
an’ we been a-goin’ all night. We won’t trouble you.” 

“It ain’t no trouble, an’ if it was, we’d want ta do it for a soul 

a-soarin’ to the Lamb.” 

♦ 

Ma arose to her knees. “We thank ya,” she said coldly. “We 
ain’t gonna have no meetin’ in this here tent.” 

The woman looked at her for a long time. “Well, we ain’t 
a-gonna let a sister go away ’thout a little praisin'. We’ll git 
the meetin’ goin’ in our own tent, ma’am. An’ we’ll forgive 
ya for your hard heart.” 

Ma settled back again and turned her face to Granma, and 
her face was still set and hard. “She’s tar’d,” Ma said. “She’s 
on’y tar’d.” Granma swung her head back and forth and mut¬ 
tered under her breath. 

The woman walked stiffly out of the tent. Ma continued to 
look down at the old face. 

Rose of Sharon fanned her cardboard and moved the hot air 
in a stream. She said, “Ma!” 

“Yeah?” 

“Whyn’t ya let ’em hoi’ a meetin’?” 

“I dunno,” said Ma. “Jehovites is good people. They’re 
howlers an’ jumpers. I dunno. Somepin jus’ come over me. I 
didn’ think I could stan’ it. I’d jus’ fly all apart.” 

From some little distance there came the sound of the begin¬ 
ning meeting, a sing-song chant of exhortation. The words 
were not clear, only the tone. The voice rose and fell, and went 
higher at each rise. Now a response filled in the pause, and the 
exhortation went up with a tone of triumph, and a growl of 
power came into the voice. It swelled and paused, and a growl' 
came into the response. And now gradually the sentences of 
exhortation shortened, grew sharper, like commands; and into 
the responses cam^ a complaining note. The rhythm quickened. 
Male and female voices had been one tone, but now in the middle 
of a response one woman’s voice went up and up in a wailing 
cry, wild and fierce, like the cry of a beast; and a deeper woman’s 
voice rose up beside it, a baying voice, and a man’s voice 
travelled up the scale in the howl of a wolf. The exhortation 
stopped, and only the feral howling came from the tent, and 
with it a thudding sound on the earth. Ma shivered. Rose 
of Sharon’s breath was panting and short, and the chorus of 
howls went on so long it seemed that lungs must burst. 

Ma said, “Makes me nervous. Somepin happened to me.” 

Now the high voice broke into hysteria, the gabbling screams 
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of a hyena, the thudding became louder. Voices cracked and 
broke, and then the whole chorus fell to a sobbing, grunting 
undertone, and the slap of flesh and the thuddings on the earth; 
and the sobbing changed to a little whining, like that of a litter 
of puppies at a food dish. 

Rose of Sharon cried softly with nervousness. Granma kicked 
the curtain off her legs, which lay like grey, knotted sticks. 
And Granma whined with the whining in the distance. Ma 
pulled the curtain back in place. And then Granma sighed 
deeply and her breathing grew steady and easy, and her closed 
eyelids ceased their flicking. She slept deeply, and snored 
through her half-open mouth. The whining from the distance 
was softer and softer until it could not be heard at all any more. 

Rose of Sharon looked at Ma, and her eyes were blank with 
tears. “It done good,” said Rose of Sharon. “It done Granma 
good. She’s a-sleepin’.” 

Ma’s head was down, and she was ashamed. “Maybe I done 
them good people wrong. Granma is asleep.” 

“Whyn’t you ast our preacher if you done a sin?” the girl 
asked. 

“I will—but he’s a queer man. Maybe it’s him made me tell 
them people they couldn’t come here. That preacher, he’s get- 
tin’ roun’ to thinkin’ that what people does is right to do.” Ma 
looked at her hands, and then she said, “Rosasharn, we got to 
sleep. ’F we’re gonna go to-night, we got to sleep.” She 
stretched out on the ground beside the mattress. 

Rose of Sharon asked, “How about fannin’ Granma?” 

“She’s asleep now. You lay down an’ rest.” 

“I wonder where at Connie is?” the girl complained. “I ain’t 
seen him around for a long time.” 

. Masaid, “Sh! Get some rest.” 

“Ma, Connie gonna study nights an’ get to be somepin.” 

“Yeah. You tol’ me about that. Get some rest.” 

The girl lay down on the edge of Granma’s mattress. “Connie’s 
got a new plan. He’s thinkin’ all a time. When he gets all up 
on ’lectricity he gonna have his own store, an’ then guess what 
we gonna have?” 

“What?” 

—all the ice you want. Gonna have a ice box. Keep it 
full. Stuff don’t spoil if you got ice.” 

Connie’s thinkin’ all a time,” Ma chuckled. “Better get some 
rest now.” 

Rose of Sharon closed her eyes. Ma turned over on her back 
and crossed her hands under her head. She listened to Granma’s 
breathing and to the girl’s breathing. She moved a hand to 
start a fly from her forehead. The camp was quiet in the blind- 



334 


THE GRAPES OF WRATH 

ing heat, but the noises of hot grass—of crickets, the hum of 
flies—were a tone that was close to silence. Ma sighed deeply 
and then yawned and closed her eyes. In her half-sleep she 
heard footsteps approaching, but it was a man’s voice that 
started her awake. 

“Who’s in here?” 

Ma sat up quickly. A brown-faced man bent over and looked 
in. He wore boots and khaki pants and a khaki shirt with 
epaulets. On a Sam Browne belt a pistol holster hung, and a 
big silver star was pinned to his shirt at the left breast. A 
loose-crowned military cap was on the back of his head. He 
beat on the tarpaulin with his hand, and the tight canvas 
vibrated like a drum. 

“Who’s in here?” he demanded again. 

Ma asked, "What is it you want, mister?” 

“What you think I want? I want to know who’s in here.” 

“Why, they’s jus’ us three in here. Me an’ Granma an’ my 
girl.” 

“Where’s your men?” 

“Why, they went down to clean up. We was drivin’ all 
night.” 

“Where’d you come from?” 

“Right near Sallisaw, Oklahoma.” 

“Well, you can’t stay here.” 

“We aim to get out to-night an’ cross the desert, mister.” 

“Well, you better. If you’re here to-morra this time I’ll run 
you in. We don’t want none of you settlin’ down here.” 

Ma’s face blackened with anger. She got slowly to her feet. 
She stooped to the utensil box and picked out the iron skillet. 
“Mister,” she said, “you got a tin button an’ a gun. Where I 
come from, you keep your voice down.” She advanced on him 
with a skillet. He loosened the gun in the holster. "Go ahead,” 
said Ma. “Scarin’ women. I’m thankful the men folk ain’t here. 
They’d tear ya to pieces. In my country you watch your 
tongue.” 

The man took two steps backward. “Well, you ain’t in your 
country now. You’re in California, an’ we don’t want you god¬ 
damn Okies settlin’ down.” 

Ma's advance stopped. She looked puzzled. “Okies?” she 
said softly. “Okies.” 

“Yeah, Okies! An’ if you’re here when I come to-morra, I’ll 
run you in.” He turned and walked to the next tent and banged 
on the canvas with his hand. “Who’s in here?” he said. 

Ma went slowly back under the tarpaulin. She put the skillet 
in the utensil box. She sat down slowly. Rose of Sharon 
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watched her secretly. And when she saw Ma fighting with her 
face, Rose of Sharon closed her eyes and pretended to be asleep. 

The sun sank low In the afternoon, but the heat did not seem 
to decrease. Tom awakened under his willow, and his mouth 
was parched and his body was wet with sweat, and his head 
was dissatisfied with his rest. He staggered to his feet and 
walked toward the water. He peeled off his clothes and waded 
into the stream. And the moment the water was about him, 
his thirst was gone. He lay back in the shallows and his body 
floated. He held himself in place with his elbows in the sand, 
and looked at his toes, which bobbed above the surface. 

A pale skinny little boy crept like an animal through the 
reeds and slipped off his clothes. And he squirmed into the 
water like a muskrat, and pulled himself along like a muskrat, 
only his eyes and nose above the surface. Then suddenly he 
saw Tom’s head and saw that Tom was watching him. He stop¬ 
ped his game and sat up. 

Tom said, “Hello.” 

“ Xo!” 

“Looks like you was playin’ muskrat.” 

“Well, I was.” He edged gradually away toward the bank; 
he moved casually, and then he leaped out, gathered his clothes 
with a sweep of his arms, and was gone among the willows. 

Tom laughed quietly. And then he heard his name called 
shrilly. “Tom, oh, Tom!” He sat up in the water and whistled 
mrough his teeth, a piercing whistle with a loop on the end. 

shook, and Ruthie stood looking at him. 

^^Ma wants you,” she said. “Ma wants you right away.” 

He stood up and strode through the water to 
the shore; and Ruthie looked with interest and amazement at 
his naked body. 

the direction of her eyes, said, “Run on now. 
W’ c Ruthie ran. Tom heard her calling excitedly for 

infield as she went. He put the hot clothes on his cool, wet 

the^ent*^ walked slowly up through the willows toward 

Ma had started a fire of dry willow twigs, and she had a pan 
heating. She looked relieved when she saw him. 

^ Whats a matter, Ma?” he asked. 

said. “They was a policeman here. He 

ys we can t stay here. I was scairt he talked to you. I was 
sem you d hit him if he talked to you.” 

om said, “What’d I go an’ hit a policeman for?” 

sttJtled. “Well—he talked so bad—I nearly hit him my- 
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Tom grabbed her arm and shook her roughly and loosely, and 
he laughed. He sat down on the ground, still laughing. “My 

God, Ma. I knowed you when you was gentle. What’s come 
over you?” 

She looked serious. “I don’ know, Tom.” 

“Fust you Stan’ us off with a jack handle, and now you try 
to hit a cop.” He laughed softly, and he reached out and parted 
her bare foot tenderly. “A ol’ hell-cat,” he said. 

“Tom.” 

“Yeah?” 

She hesitated a long time. “Tom, this here policeman—he 
called us—Okies. He says, ‘We don’ want you goddamn Okies 
settlin’ down.’ ” 

Tom studied her, and his hand still rested gently on her bare 
foot. “Fella toT about that,” he said. “Fella tol’ how they say 
it.” He considered, “Ma, would you say I was a bad fella? 
Oughta be locked up—like that?” 

“No,” she said. “You been tried- No. What you ast me 

for?” 

“Well, I dunno. I’d a took a sock at that cop.” 

Ma smiled with amusement. “Maybe I oughta ast you that, 
’cause I nearly hit ’im with a skillet.” 

“Ma, why’d he say we couldn’ stop here?” 

“Jus’ says they don’ want no damn Okies settlin’ down. Says 
he’s gonna run us in if we’re here to-morra.” 

“But we ain’t use’ ta gettin’ shoved aroun' by no cops.” 

“I tol’ him that,” said Ma. “He says we ain’t home now. 
We’re in California, and they do what they want.” 

Tom said uneasily, “Ma, I got somepin to tell ya. Noah—he 
went on down the river. He ain’t a-goin’ on.” 

It took a moment for Ma to understand. “Why?” she asked 
softly. 

“I don’ know. Says he got to. Says he got to stay. Says 
for me to tell you.” 

“How’ll he eat?” she demanded. 

“I don’t know. Says he’ll catch fish.” 

Ma was silent a long time. “Family's failin’ apart,” she said. 
"I don’ know. Seems like I can’t think no more. I jus’ can’t 
think. They’s too much.” 

Tom said lamely, “He’ll be awright, Ma. He’s a funny kind 
a fella.” 

Ma turned stunned eyes toward the river. “I jus’ can’t seem 
to think no more.” 

Tom looked down the line of tents and he saw Ruthie and 
Winfield standing in front of a tent in decorous conversation 
with someone inside. Ruthie was twisting her skirt in her 
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hands, while Winfield dug a hole in the ground with his toe. 
Tom called, “You, Ruthie!” She looked up and saw him and 
trotted toward him, with Winfield behind her. When she came 
up, Tom said, “You go get our folks. They’re slcepin’ down 
the willows. Get ’em. An’ you, Winfiel’. You tell the Wilsons 
we’re gonna get rollin’ soon as we can.” The children spun 
around and charged off. 

Tom said, “Ma, how’s Granma now?” 

“Well, she got a sleep to-day. Maybe she’s better. She’s still 
a-sleepin’.” 

“Tha’s good. How much pork we got?” 

“Not very much. Quarter hog.” 

“Well, we got to fill that other keg with water. Got to take 
water along.” They could hear Ruthie’s shrill cries for the men 
down in the willows. 

Ma shoved willow sticks into the fire and made it crackle up 
about the black pot. She said, “I pray God we gonna get some 
res'. I pray Jesus we gonna lay down in a nice place.” 


The sun sank toward the baked and broken hills to the west. 
The pot over the fire bubbled furiously. Ma went under the 
tarpaulin and came out with an apronful of potatoes, and she 
dropped them into the boiling water. “I pray God we gonna 
be let to wash some clothes. We ain’t never been dirty like 
this. Don’t even wash potatoes ’fore we boil ’em. I wonder 
why? Seems like the heart’s took out of us.” 

The men came trooping up from the willows, and their eyes 
^yere full of sleep, and their faces were red and puffed with day¬ 
time sleep. 

Pa said, “What’s a matter?” 

“We’re goin’,” said Tom. “Cop says we got to go. Might’s 
well get her over. Get a good start an’ maybe we’ll be through 
her. Near three hunderd miles where we’re goin’.” 

Pa said, “I thought we was gonna get a rest.” 

Well, we ain’t. We got to go. Pa,” Tom said, “Noah ain’t 
walked on down the river.” 

Ain’t goin’? What the hell’s the matter with him?” And 
then Pa caught himself. “My fault,” he said miserably. “That 
hoy’s all my fault.” 

“No.” 


fauh”°”'^ talk about it no more,” said Pa. “I can't—my 


we got to go,” said Tom. 

Wilson walked near-for the last words. “We can’t go, folks,” 
e said. “Sairy’s done up. She got to res’. She ain’t gonna 
acrost that desert aliv^” 
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They were silent at his words; then Tom said, “Cop says he’ll 
run us in if we’re here to-morra.” 

Wilson shook his head. His eyes were glazed with worry, 
and a paleness showed through his dark skin. “Jus’ hafta do 
'er, then. Sairy can’t go. If they gaol us, why, they’ll hafta 
gaol us. She got to res’ an’ get strong.’’ 

Pa said, “Maybe we better wait an’ all go together.” 

“No,” Wilson said. “You been nice to us; you been kin’, but 
you can’t stay here. You got to get on an' get jobs and work. 
We ain’t gonna let you stay.” 

Pa said excitedly, “But you ain’t got nothing.” 

Wilson smiled. “Never had nothin’ when you took us up. 
This ain’t none of your business. Don’t you make me git mean. 
You got to go, or I’ll get mean an’ mad.” 

Ma beckoned Pa into the cover of the tarpaulin and spoke 
softly to him. 

Wilson turned to Casy. “Sairy wants you should go see her.” 

“Sure,” said the preacher. He walked to the Wilson tent, 
tiny and grey, and he slipped the flaps aside and entered. It 
was dusky and hot inside. The mattress lay on the ground, 
and the equipment was scattered about, as it had been unloaded 
in the morning. Sairy lay on the mattress, her eyes wide and 
bright. He stood and looked down at her, his large head bent 
and the stringy muscles of his neck tight along the sides. And 
he took off his hat and held it in his hand. 

She said, “Did my man tell ya we couldn’ go on?” 

“Tha’s what he said.” 

Her low, beautiful voice went on, “I wanted us to go. I 
knowed I wouldn’ live to the other side, but he’d be acrost any¬ 
ways. But he won't go. He don' know. He thinks it's gonna 
be all right. He don’ know.” 

“He says he won’t go.” 

“I know,” she said. “An’ he’s stubborn. I ast you to come 
to say a prayer.” 

“I ain’t a preacher,” he said softly. "My prayers ain’t no 
good.” 

She moistened her lips. “I was there when the ol’ man died. 
You said one then.” 

“It wasn’t no prayer.” 

“It was a prayer,” she said. 

“It wasn’t no preacher’s prayer.” 

“It was a good prayer. 1 want you should say one for me. 

“1 don’ know what to say.” 

She closed her eyes for a minute and then opened them 
“Then say one to yourself. Don’t use no words to it. That d 
be awright.” 
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"I got no God,” he said. 

“You got a God. Don’t make no difference if you don’ know 
what He looks like.” The preacher bowed his head. She 
watched him apprehensively. And when he raised his head 
again she looked relieved. “That’s good,” she said. “That’s 
what I needed. Somebody close enough—to pray." 

He shook his head as though to awaken himself. “I don’ 
understan’ this here,” he said. 

And she replied, “Yes—you know, don’t you?” 

*T know,” he said, “I know, but I don’t understan’. Maybe 
you’ll res’ a few days an’ then come on.” 

She shook her head slowly from side to side. “I’m jus’ pain 
covered with skin. I know what it is, but I won’t tell him. He'd 
be too sad. He wouldn' know what to do anyways. Maybe in 
the night, when he’s a-sleepin'—when he waked up, it won’t be 
so bad.” 

“You want I should stay with you an’ not go on?” 

“No,” she said. “No. When I was a little girl I use’ ta sing. 
Folks roun’ about use’ to say I sung as nice as Jenny Lind. 
Folks use’ ta come an’ listen when I sung. An'—when they 
stood—an’ me a-singin’, why, me an’ them was together more’n 
you could ever know. I was thankful. There ain’t so many 
folks can feel so full up, so close, an’ them folks standin’ there 
ah’ me a-singin’. Thought maybe I’d sing in theatres, but I 
never done it. An’ I’m glad. They wasn’t nothin' got in be¬ 
tween me an' them. An’—that’s why I wanted you to pray. 
I wanted to feel that clostness, oncet more. It’s the same thing, 
singin’ an’ prayin’, jus’ the same thing. I wisht you could a- 
heerd me sing.” 

He looked down at her, into her eyes. “Good-bye,” he said. 

She shook her head slowly back and forth and closed her lips 
tight. And the preacher went out of the dusky tent into the 
blinding light. 

The men were loading up the truck. Uncle John on top, while 
the others passed equipment up to him. He stowed it carefully, 
keeping the surface level. Ma emptied the quarter of a keg of 
salt pork into a pan. and Tom and AI took both little barrels to 
the river and washed them. They tied them to the running 
boards and carried water in buckets to fill them. Then over the 
tops they tied canvas to keep them from slopping the water out. 
^nly the tarpaulin and Granma’s mattress were left to be put 

Tom said, “With the load we’ll take, this ol’ waggon’ll boil 
"®^bead off. We got to have plenty water,” 

boiled potatoes out and brought the half sack 
»rom the tent and put it with the pan of pork. The family ate 
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standing, shuffling their feet and tossing the hot potatoes from 
hand to hand until they cooled. 

Ma went to the Wilson tent and stayed for ten minutes, and 
then she came out quietly. “It’s time to go,” she said. 

The men went under the tarpaulin. Granma still slept, her - 
mouth wide open. They lifted the whole mattress gently and 
passed it up on top of the truck. Granma drew up her skinny 
legs and frowned in her sleep, but she did not awaken. 

Uncle John and Pa tied the tarpaulin over the crosspiece, 
making a little tight lent on top of the load. They lashed it 
down to the side-bars. And then they were ready. Pa took 
out his purse and dug two crushed bills from it. He went to 
Wilson and held them out. “We want you should take this, 
an’ ”—he pointed to the pork and potatoes—“an’ that.” 

Wilson hung his head and shook it sharply. “I ain’t a-gonna 
do it,” he said. “You ain’t got much.” 

“Got enough to get there,” said Pa. “We ain’t left it all. 
We’ll have work right off.” 

“I ain’t a-gonna do it,” Wilson said. "I’ll git mean if you try.” 

Ma took the two bills from Pa’s hand. She folded them neatly 
and put them on the ground and placed the pork pan over them. 
“That’s where they’ll be,” she said. “If you don’ get ’em, some¬ 
body else will.” Wilson, his head still down, turned and went 
to his tent; he stepped inside and the flaps fell behind him. 

For a few moments the family waited, and then, “We got to 
go,” said Tom. “It’s near four, I bet.” 

The family climbed on the truck, Ma on top, beside Granma. 
Tom and A1 and Pa in the seat, and Winfield on Pa’s lap. 
Connie and Rose of Sharon made a nest against the cab. The 
preacher and Uncle John and Ruthie were in a tangle on the 
load. 

Pa called, “Good-bye, Mister and Mis’ Wilson.” There was 
no answer from the tent. Tom started the engine and the truck 
'lumbered away. And as they crawled up the rough road toward 
Needles and the highway, Ma looked back. Wilson stood in 
front of his tent, staring after them, and his hat was in his 
hand. The sun fell full on his face. Ma waved her hand at 
him, but he did not respond. 

Tom kept the truck in second gear over the rough road, to 
protect the springs. At Needles he drove into a service station, 
checked the worn tyres for air, checked the spares tied to the 
back. He had the gas tank filled, and he bought two J?” 

cans of gasoline and a two-gallon can of oil. He filled the 
radiator, begged a map, and studied it. 

The service-station boy, in his white uniform, seemed uneasy 
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until the bill was paid. He said, “You people sure have got 
nerve.” 

Tom looked up from the map. “What you mean? 

“Well, crossin’ in a jalopy like this.” 

“You been acrost?” 

“Sure, plenty, but not in no wreck like this.” 

Tom said, “If we broke down maybe somebody’d give us a 
han’.” 

“Well, maybe. But folks are kind of scared to stop at night. 
I’d hate to be doing it. Takes more nerve than I’ve got.” 

Tom grinned. “It don’t take no nerve to do somepin when 
there ain’t nothin’, else you can do. Well, thanks. We’ll drag 
on.” And he got in the truck and moved away. 

The boy in white went into the iron building where his helper 
laboured over a book of bills. “Jesus, what a hard-looking out¬ 
fit!” 

“Them Okies? They’re all hard-lookin’.” 

“Jesus, I’d hate to start out in a jalopy like that.” 

“Well, you and me got sense. Them goddamn Okies got no 
sense and no feeling. They ain't human. A human being 
wouldn’t live like they do. A human being couldn’t stand it to 
be so dirty and miserable. They ain’t a hell of a lot belter than 
gorillas.” 

“Just the same I’m glad I ain’t crossing the desert in no Hud¬ 
son Super-Six. She sounds like a threshing machine.” 

The other boy looked down at his book of bills. And a big 
drop of sweat rolled down his finger and fell on the pink bills. 
“You know, they don’t have much trouble. They’re so god¬ 
damn dumb they don’t know it’s dangerous. And, Christ 
Almighty, they don’t know any better than what they got. Why 
worry ?” 

“I’m not worrying. Just thought if it was me, I wouldn’t like 

It.” 

That’s ’cause you know better. They don’t know any better.” 
And he wiped the sweat from the pink bill with his sleeve. 

The truck took the road and moved up the long hill, through 
the broken, rotten rock. The engine boiled very soon and Tom 
slowed down and took it easy. Up the long slope, winding 
and twisting through dead country, burned white and grey, and 
no hint of life in it. Once Tom stopped (or a few moments 
o let the engine cool, and then he travelled on. They topped 
he pass while the sun was still up, and looked down on the 
esert-—black cinder mountains in the distance, and the yellow 
hn reflected on the grey desert. The little starved bushes, sage 
ana greasewood, threw bold shadows on the sand and bits of 
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rock. The glaring sun was straight ahead. Tom. held his hand 
before his eyes to see at all. They passed the crest and coasted 
down to cool the engine. They coasted down the long sweep 
to the floor of the desert, and the fan turned over to cool the 
water in the radiator. In the driver’s seat, Tom and A1 and 
Pa, and Winfield on Pa’s knee, looked into the bright descend¬ 
ing sun, and their eyes were stony, and their brown faces were 
damp with perspiration. The burnt land and the black, cindery 
hills broke the even distance and made it terrible in the red¬ 
dening light of the setting sun. 

A1 said, “Jesus, what a place. How’d you like to walk acrost 
her?” 

“People done it,” said Tom. “Lots a people done it; an’ if 
they could, we could.” 

“Lots must a died,” said Al. 

“Well, we ain’t come out exac’ly clean.” 

Al was silent for a while, and the reddening desert swept 
past. “Think we’ll ever see them Wilsons again?” Al asked. 

Tom flicked his eyes down to the oil'gauge. “I got a hunch 
nobody ain’t gonna see Mis’ Wilson for long. Jus’ a hunch I 
got.” 

Winfield said, “Pa, I wanta get out.” 

Tom looked over at him. “Might’s well let ever’body out 
'fore we settle down to drivin’ to-night.” He slowed the car and 
brought it to a stop. Winfield scrambled out and urinated at 
the side of the road. Tom leaned out. “Anybody else?” 

“We’re holdin’ our water up here,” Uncle John called. 

Pa said, “WinfieT, you crawl up on top. You put my legs to 
sleep a-settin’ on ’em.” The little boy buttoned his overalls and 
obediently crawled up the back board and on his hands and 
knees crawled over Granma’s mattress and forward to Rutliie. 

The truck moved on into the evening, and the edge of the sun 
struck the rough horizon and turned the desert red. 

Ruthie said, “Wouldn’ leave you set up there, huh?” 

“I didn’ want to. It wasn’t so nice as here. Couldn’ lie down.” 

“Well, don’ you bother me, a-squawkin’ an’ a-talkin’,” Ruthie 
said, “ ’cause I’m goin’ to sleep, an’ when I wake up, we gonna 
be there! ’Cause Tom said so 1 Gonna seem funny to see pretty 
country.” 

The sun went down and left a great halo in the sky. And it 
grew very dark under the tarpaulin, a long cave with light at 

each end—a flat triangle of light. 

Connie and Rose of Sharon leaned back against the cab, and 
the hot wind tumbling through the tent struck the backs of 
their heads, and the tarpaulin whipped and drummed above 
them. They spoke together in low tones, pitched to the drum- 
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ming canvas, so that no one could hear them. When Connie 
spoke he turned his head and spoke into her ear, and she did 
the same to him. She said, “Seems like we wasn’t never gonna 
do nothin’ but move. I’m so tar’d.” 

He turned his head to her ear. “Maybe in the mornin’. How’d 
you like to be alone now?” In the dusk his hand moved out 
and stroked her hip. 

She said, “Don’t. You’ll make me crazy as a loon. Don’t do 
that.” And she turned her head to hear his response. 

“Maybe—when ever’body’s asleep.” 

“Maybe,” she said. “But wait till they get to sleep. You'll 
make me crazy, an’ maybe they won’t get to sleep.” 

“I can’t hardly stop,” he said. 

“1 know. Me neither. Le’s talk about when we get there; 
an’ you move away ’fore I get crazy.” 

He shifted away a little. “Well, I’ll get to studyin’ nights 
right off,” he said. She sighed deeply. “Gonna get one a them 
books that tells about it an’ cut the coupon, right off.” 

“How long, you think?” she asked. 

“How long what?” 

“How long ’fore you’ll be makin’ big money an’ we got ice?” 

“Can’t tell,” he said importantly. “Can’t really rightly tell. 
Fella oughta be studied up pretty good ’fore Christmus.” 

"Soon’s you get studied up we could get ice an’ stuff, I guess.” 

He chuckled. “It’s this here heat,” he said. "What you gonna 
need ice roun’ Christmus for?” 

She giggled. “Tha’s right. But I’d like ice any time. Now 
don’t. You’ll get me crazy!” 

The dusk passed into dark and the desert stars came out in 
the soft sky, stars stabbing and sharp, with few points and rays 
to them, and the sky was velvet. And the heat changed. While 
the sun was up, it was a beating, flailing heat, but now the heat 
came from below, from the earth itself, and the heat was thick 
and muffling. The lights of the truck came on, and they il¬ 
luminated a little blur of highway ahead, and a strip of desert 
on either side of the road. And sometimes eyes gleamed in the 

u -1 , ”0 animal showed in the lights. It was 

pitch dark under the canvas now. Uncle John and the preacher 
were curled in the middle of the truck, resting on their elbows, 

triangle. They could see the two 
s^e mn Graiima against outside. They could 

Ihe and her dark arm moving against 


Uncle John talked to the preacher, 
a fella oughta know what to dd.” 
"What to do about what?” 


**P&sy/* he said, "you’re 
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“I dunno,’* said Uncle John. 

Casy said, “Well, that’s gonna make it easy for me!” 

“Well, you been a preacher.” 

“Look, John, ever’body takes a crack at me ’cause I been a 
preacher. A preacher ain’t nothin’ but a man.” 

“Yeah, but—he’s—a kind of a man. else he wouldn’ be a 
preacher. I wanna ast you—well, you think a fella could bring 
bad luck to folks?” 

“1 dunno,” said Casy. “I dunno.” 

“Well—see—I was married—6ne, good girl. An’ one night 
she got a pain in her stomach. An’ she says, ‘You better get a 
doctor.’ An’ I says, ‘Hell, you jus’ et too much.’” Uncle John 
put his hand on Casy’s knee and he peered through the dark¬ 
ness at him. “She give me a look. An’ she groaned all night, 
an’ she died the next afternoon.” The preacher mumbled some¬ 
thing. “You see,” John went on, “I kil’t her. An’ sence then I 
tried to make it up—mos’ly to kids. An’ 1 tried to be good, an’ 
I can’t. I get drunk, an’ I go wild.” 

“Ever’body goes wild,” said Casy. “I do, too.” 

“Yeah, but you ain’t got a sin on your soul like me.” 

Casy said gently, “Sure I got sins. Ever’body got sins. A 
sin is somepin you ain’t sure about. Them people that’s sure 
about ever’thing an’ ain’t got no sin—well, with that kind a 
son-o-a-bitch, if I was God I’d kick their ass right outa heaven! 
I couldn’t stand ’em!” 

Uncle John said, “I got a feelin’ I’m bringin’ bad luck to my 
own folks. I got a feelin’ I oughta go away an’ let ’em be. 
I ain’t comf’table bein’ like this.” 

Casy said quickly—“I know this— a man got to do what he 
got to do. I can’t tell you. I can’t tell you. I don’t think they s 
luck or bad luck. On’I one thing in this worl’ I’m sure of, an' 
that’s I’m sure nobody got a right to mess with a fella’s life. 
He got to do it all hisself. Help him, maybe, but not tell him 
what to do.” 

Uncle John said disappointedly, “Then you don’ know?” 

“I don’ knew.” 

“You think it was a sin to let my wife die like that? 

“Well,” said Casy, “for anybody else it was a mistake, but if 
you think it was a sin—then it’s a sin. A fella builds his own 

sins right up from the groun’.” 

“I got to give that a goin'-over,” said Uncle John, and he 

rolled on his back and lay with his knees pulled up. 

The truck moved on over the hot earth, and the hours passed. 
Ruthie and Winfield went to sleep. Connie loosened a blanket 
from the load and covered himself and Rose of Sharon with it, 
and in the heat they struggled together, and held their breat s. 



GRANiMA 

And after a time Connie threw off the blanket and the hot tun¬ 
nelling wind felt cool on their wet bodies. ^ 

On the back of the truck Ma lay on the mattress beside 
Granma. and she could not see with her eyes, but she could 
feel the struggling body and the struggling heart; and the sob- 
bing breath was in her car* And ^la said over and over, All 
right. It’s gonna be all right.” And she said hoarsely, “You 
know the family got to get acrost. You know that.” 

Uncle John called, "You ail right?” 

It was a moment before she answered. "All right. Guess 
1 dropped off to sleep.” And after a time Granma was still, and 
Ma lay rigid beside her. 

The night hours passed, and the dark was in against the truck. 
Sometimes cars passed them, going west and away; and some¬ 
times great trucks came up out of the west and rumbled east¬ 
ward. And the stars flowed down in a slow cascade over the 
western horizon. It was near midnight when they neared Dag¬ 
gett, where the inspection station is. The road was floodlighted 
there, and a sign illuminated, "KEEP RIGHT AND STOP." 
The officers loafed in the office, but they came out and stood 
under the long covered shed when Tom pulled in. One officer 
put down the licence number and raised the hood. 

Tom asked, “What’s this here?” 

'Agricultural inspection. We got to look over your stuff. Got 
any vegetables or seeds?” 

"No," said Tom. 

"Well, we got to look over your stuff. You got to unload.” 

Now Ma limbed heavily down from the truck. Her face was 
swollen and her eyes were hard. "Look, mister. We got a sick 
ol’ lady. We got to get her to a doctor. We can’t wait.” She 
seemed to fight with hysteria. "You can’t make us wait.” 

"Yeah? Well, we got to look you over.” 

"I swear we ain’t got anything!” Ma cried. "I swear it. An’ 
Granma’s awful sick.” 

"You don’t look so good yourself,” the officer said. 

Ma pulled herself up the back of the truck, hoisted herself 
with huge strength. "Look.” she said. 

officer shot a flashlight beam up on the old shrunken 
face. By God, she is,” he said. "You swear you got no seeds 
or fruits or vegetables, no corn, no oranges?” 

^|No, no. I swear it!” 

Then go ahead. You can get a doctor in Barstow. That’s 
only eight miles. Go on ahead.” 

Tom climbed in and drove on. 

to his companion. “I couldn’ hold ’em.” 

Maybe it was a bluff.” said the other. 
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Oh, Jesus, no! \ou should of seen that ol* woman’s face. 
That wasn’t no bluff.” 

Tom increased his speed to Barstow, and in the little town 
he stopped, got out, and walked around the truck. Ma leaned 
out. ‘‘It’s awright,” she said. “1 didn’ wanta stop there, fear 
we wouldn’t get acrost.” 

“Yeah! But how's Granma?” 

“She’s awright—awright. Drive on. We got to get acrost.” 
Tom shook his head and walked back. 

“Al.” he said, “Tm gonna fill her up, an’ then you drive some.” 
He pulled to an all-night gas station and filled the tank and 
the radiator, and filled the crankcase. Then Al slipped under 
the wheel and Tom took the outside, with Pa in the middle. 
They drove away into the darkness and the little hills near 
Barstow were behind them. 

Tom said, “I don’ know what’s got into Ma. She’s flighty as 
a dog with a flea in his ear. Wouldn’ a took long to look over 
the stuff. An’ she says Granma’s sick; an’ now she says 
Granma’s awright. I can’t figger her out. She ain’t right. 
S’pose she wore her brains out on the trip.” 

Pa said, “Ma’s almost like she was when she was a girl. She 
was a wild one then. She wasn’ scairt of nothin’. I thought 
havin’ all the kids an’ workin’ took it out a her, but I guess it 
ain’t. Christ! When she got that jack handle back there, I 
tell you I wouldn’ wanna be the fella took it away from her.” 

“1 dunno what’s got into her,” Tom said. “Maybe she’s jus’ 
tar’d out.” 

Al said, “I won’t be doin’ no weepin’ an’ a-moanin’ to get 
through. I got this goddamn car on my soul.” 

Tom said, “Well, you done a damn good job a pickin’. We 
ain’t had hardly no trouble with her at all.” 

All night they bored through the hot darkness, and jack rab¬ 
bits scuttled into the lights and dashed away in long jolting 
leaps. And the dawn came up behind them when the lights of 
Mojave were ahead. And the dawn showed high mountains 
to the west. They filled with water and oil at Mojave and 
crawled into the mountains and the dawn was about them. 

Tom said, “Jesus, the desert’s past! Pa, Al, for Christ sakes! 
The desert’s past!” 

“I’m too goddamn tired to care,” said Al. 

“Want me to drive?” 

“No, wait a while.” 

They drove through Tehachapi in the morning glow, and the 
sun came up behind them, and then—suddenly they saw the 
great valley below them. Al jammed on the brake and stopped 
in the middle of the road, and, “Jesus Christ 1 Look!” he said. 
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The vineyards, the-orchards, the great fiat valley, green and 
beautiful, the trees set in rows, and the farm houses. 

And Pa said. “God Almighty!” The distant cities, the little 
towns in the orchard land, and the morning sun, golden on the 
valley. A car honked behind them. A1 pulled to the side or 

the road and parked. 

“I want ta look at her.” The grain fields golden in the morn¬ 
ing, and the willow lines, the eucalyptus trees in rows. 

Pa sighed, “I never knowed they was anything like her.” The 
peach trees and the walnut groves, and the dark green patches 
of oranges. And red roofs among the trees, and barns—rich 
barns. A1 got out and stretched his legs. 

He called, “Ma—come look. We’re there!” 

Ruthie and Winfield scrambled down from the car, and then 
they stood, silent and awe-struck, embarrassed before the great 
valley. The distance was thinned with haze, and the land grew 
softer and softer in the distance. A windmill flashed in the sun, 
and its turning blades were like a little heliograph, far away. 
Ruthie and Winfield looked at it, and Ruthie whispered, “It’s 
California.” 

Winfield moved his lips silently over the syllables. “There's 
fruit,” he said aloud. 

Casy and Uncle John, Connie and Rose of Sharon climbed 
down. And they stood silently. Rose of Sharon had started to 
brush her hair back, when she caught sight of the valley and 
her hand dropped slowly to her side. 

Tom said, “Where’s Ma? I want Ma to sec it. Look, Mn! 
Come here, Ma.” Ma was climbing slowly, stiffly, down the 
back board. Tom looked at her. “My God. Ma, you sick?” Her 
face was stiff and putty-like and her eyes seemed to have sunk 
deep into her head, and the rims were red with weariness. Pier 
feet touched the ground and she braced herself by holding the 
truck side. 

Her voice was a croak, “Ya say we’re acrost?” 

Tom pointed to the great valley. "Look!” 

She turned her head, and her mouth opened a little. Her 

fingers went to her throat and gathered a little pinch of skin 

and twisted gently. “Thank God!” she said. “The fambly’s 

here. Her knees buckled and she sat down on the running 
board. 

“You sick, Ma?” 

“No, jus’ tar’d.” 

“Didn’ you get no sleep?” 

“Was Granma bad?” 

Ma looked down at her hands, lying together like tired lovers 
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m her lap “I wisht I could wait an' not tell you. I wisht it 
could be all—nice. 

Pa said, “Then Granma’s bad.” 

Ma raised her eyes and looked over the valley. “Granma’s 
dead. 

They looked at her, all of them, and Pa asked, “When?” 

“Before they stopped us las’ night.” 

“So that’s why you didn’ want ’em to look.” 

“I was afraid we wouldn’ get acrost,” she said. “I tol’ Granma 
we couldn’ he’p her. The fambly had ta get acrost. I tol’ her, 
tol her when she was a-dyin’. We couldn’ stop in the desert. 
1 here was the young ones—an’ Rosasharn’s baby. I tol’ her.” 
She put up her hands and covered her face for a moment. “She 
can get buried in a nice green place,” Ma said softly. “Trees 
aroun’ an’ a nice place. She got to lay her head down in Cali¬ 
fornia.” 

The family looked at Ma with a little terror at her strength. 

Tom said, “Jesus Christ! You layin’ there with her all night 
long!” 

“The fambly hadda get acrost,” Ma said miserably. 

Tom moved close to put his hand on her shoulder. 

“Don’ touch me,” she said. “I’ll hoi’ up if you don’ touch me. 
That'd get me.” 

Pa said, “We got to go on now. We got to go on down.” 

Ma looked up at him. “Can—can I set up front? I don’ 
wanna go back there no more—I’m tar’d. Pm awful tar’d.” 

They climbed back on the load, and they avoided the long 
stiff figure covered and tucked in a comforter, even the head 
covered and tucked. They moved to their places and tried to 
keep their eyes from it—from the hump on the comfort that 
would be the nose, and the steep cliff that would be the jut of 
the chin. They tried to keep their eyes away, and they could 
not. Ruthie and Winfield, crowded in a forward corner as far 
away from the body as they could get, stared at the tucked 
figure. 

And Ruthie whispered, “Tha’s Granma, an’ she’s dead.” 

Winfield nodded solemnly. “She ain’t breathin’ at all. She’s 
awful dead.” 

And Rose of Sharon said softly to Connie, “She was a-dyin’ 
right when we-” 

“How’d we know?” he reassured her. 

A1 climbed on the load to make room for Ma in the seat. And 
AI swaggered a little because he was sorry. He plumped down 
beside Casy and Uncle John. “Well, she was ol’. Guess her 
time was up,” Al said. “Ever’body got to die.” Casy and Uncle 
John turned eyes expressionlessly on him and looked at him as 
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though he were a curious talking bush. “Well, ain’t they?” he 
demanded. And the eyes looked away, leaving A1 sullen and 

shaken. „ a i 

easy said in wonder. “All night long, an’ she was alone. And 

he said, “John, there’s a woman so great with love—she scares 
me. Makes me afraid an’ mean." 

John asked, “Was it a sin? Is they any part of it you might 

call a sin?” 

Casy turned on him in astonishment, “A sin? No, there aint 
no part of it that’s a sin.” 

“I ain’t never done nothin’ that wasn’t part sin," said John, 
and he looked at the long wrapped body. 

Tom and Ma and Pa got into the front seat. Tom let the 
truck roll and started on compression. And the heavy truck 
moved, snorting and jerking and popping down the hill. The 
sun was behind them, and the valley golden and green before 
them. Ma shook her head slowly from side to side. “It’s party,” 
she said. “1 wisht they could of saw it.” 

“I wisht so, too," said Pa. 

Tom patted the steering wheel under his hand. “They were 
too old,” he said. “They wouldn’t of saw nothin’ that’s here. 
Grampa would a been a-seein’ the Injuns an’ the prairie country 
when he was a young fella. An' Granma would a remembered 
an’ seen the first home she lived in. They was too ol’. Who’s 
really seein’ it is Ruthie an’ Winfiel’.’’ 

Pa said, “Here’s Tommy talkin’ like a growed-up man, talkin’ 
like a preacher almos’.” 

And Ma smiled sadly. “He is. Tommy’s growed way up— 
way up so I can’t get aholt of ’im sometimes.” 

They popped down the mountain, twisting and looping, losing 
the valley sometimes, and then finding it again. And the hot 
breath of the valley came up to them, with hot green smells 
on it, and with resinous sage and tarweed smells. The crickets 
crackled along the road. A rattlesnake crawled across the road 
and Tom hit it and broke it and left it squirming. 

. said, “I guess we got to go to the coroner, wherever he 

IS. We got to get her buried decent. How much money might 
be lef’. Pa?" ^ 

“ ’Bout forty dollars.” said Pa. 

Tom laughed. “Jesus, are we gonna start clean! We sure 
am t bnngm nothin’ with us.” He chuckled a moment, and then 
ms face straightened quickly. He pulled the visor of his cap 

down over his eyes. And the truck rolled down the mountain 
into the great valley. 
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the stream side of the box cars, the tents were pitched 
close together, their guy ropes crossing one another, and 
the pegs of one at the canvas line of the next. The lights shone 
through the cloth, and all the chimneys belched smoke. Men 
and women stood in the doorways talking. Children ran 
feverishly about. Ma moved majestically down the line of tents. 
Here and there she was recognized as she went by. “Evenin’, 
Mis’ Joad.” 

“Evenin’." 

“Takin’ somepin out, Mis’ Joad?" 

“They’s a frien’. I’m takin’ back some bread.” 

She came at last to the end of the line of tents. She stopped 
and looked back. A glow of light was on the camp, and the 
soft overtone of a multitude of speakers. Now and then a 
harsher voice cut through. The smell of smoke filled the air. 
Someone played a harmonica softly, trying for an effect, one 
plirase over and over. 

Ma stepped in among the willows beside the stream. She 
moved off the trail and waited, silently, listening to hear any 
possible follower. A man walked down the trail toward the 
camp, boosting his suspenders and buttoning his jeans as he 
went. Ma sat very still, and he passed on without seeing her. 
She waited five minutes and then she stood up and crept on up 
the trail beside the stream. She moved quietly, so quietly that 
she could hear the murmur of the water above her soft steps 
on the willow leaves. Trail and stream swung to the left and 
then to the right again until they neared the highway. In the 
grey starlight slie could see the embankment and the black 
round hole of the culvert where she always left Tom’s food. 
She mov^ed forward cautiously, thrust her package into the hole, 
and took back the empty tin plate which was left there. She 
crept back among the willows, forced her way into a thicket, 
and sat down to wait. Through the tangle she could see the 
black hole of the culvert. She clasped her knees and sat silently. 
In a few moments the thicket crept to life again. The field mice 
moved cautiously over the leaves. A skunk padded heavily and 
unself-consciously down the trail, carrying a faint effluvium with 
him. And then a wind stirred the willows delicately, as though 
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it tested them, and a shower of golden leaves coasted down to 
the ground. Suddenly a gust boiled in and racked the trees, 
and a cricking downpour of leaves fell. Ma could fed them on 
her hair and on her shoulders. Over the sky a plump black 
cloud moved, erasing the stars. The fat drops of rain scattered 
down, splashing loudly on the fallen leaves, and the cloud moved 
on and unveiled the stars again. Ma shivered. The wind blew 
past and left the thicket quiet, but the rushing of the trees went 
on down the stream. From back at the camp came the thin 
penetrating tone of a violin feeling about for a tune, 

Ma heard a stealthy step among the leaves far to her left, 
and she grew tense. She released her knees and straightened 
her head, the better to hear. The movement stopped, and after 
a long moment began again. A vine rasped harshly on the dry 
leaves. Ma saw a dark figure creep into the open and draw near 
to the culvert The black round hole was obscured for a mo¬ 
ment, and then the figure moved back. She called softly, 
“Tom!” The figure stood still, so still, so low to the ground 
that it might have been a stump. She called again, “Tom, oh, 
Tom!” Then the figure moved, 

“That you, Ma?” 

“Right over here.” She stood up and went to meet him. 

“You shoudn’ of came,” he said. 

“I got to see you, Tom. I got to talk to you.” 

“It’s near the trail,” he said. "Somebody might come by.” 

“Ain’t you got a place, Tom?” 

"Yeah—but if—well, s’pose somebody seen you with me— 
whole fambly’d be in a jam.” 

"I got to, Tom.” 

"Then come along. Come quiet.” He crossed the little 
stream, wading carelessly through the water, and Ma followed 
him. He moved through the brush, out into a field on the other 
side of the thicket, and along the ploughed ground. The blacken¬ 
ing stems of the cotton were harsh against the ground, and a 
few fluffs of cotton clung to the stems. A quarter of a mile they 
went along the edge of the field, and then he turned into the 
brush again. He approached a great mound of wild blackberry 
bushes, leaned over and pulled a mat of vines aside. "You got 
to crawl in,” he said. 


Ma went down on her hands and knees. She felt sand under 

her, and then the black inside of the mound no longer touched 

Tom’s blanket on the ground. He arranged 

place again. It was lightless in the cave. 

Where are you, Ma?” 

“Here. Right here. Talk soft, Tom.” 

Don t worry. I been livin’ like a rabbit some time.” 
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She heard him unwrap his tin plate. 

‘‘Pork chops,” she said. “And fry potatoes.” 

‘‘God Awmighty, an’ still warm.” 

Ma could not see him at all in the blackness, but she could 
hear him chewing, tearing at the meat and swallowing. 

its a pretty good hide-out,” he said. 

Ma said uneasily, “Tom—Ruthie tol’ about you.” She heard 
him gulp. 

“Ruthie? What for?” 

Well, it wasn^ her fault. Got in a fight, an’ says her brother’ll 
lick that other girl s brother. You know how they do. An’ she 
tol that her brother killed a man an’ was hidin'.” 

Tom was chuckling. “With me I was always gonna get 
Uncle John after ’em, but he never would do it. That’s ius’ kid 
talk, Ma. That’s awright.” 

No, it ain t,” Ma said. “Them kids’ll tell it aroun’ an’ then 
the folks 11 hear, an’ they’ll tell aroun’, an’ pretty soon, well, they 

liable to get men out to look, jus’ in case. Tom, you got to “'o 
away.” ^ © © 

That s what I said right along. I was always scared some- 
body’d see you put stuff in that culvert, an’ then they’d watch.” 

“I know. But I wanted you near. I was scared for you. I 
ain t seen you. Can’t see you now. How’s your face?” 

“Gettin* well quick.” 

“Come dost, Tom. Let me feel it. Come dost.” He crawled 
near. Her reaching hand found his head in the blackness and 
her fingers moved down to his nose, and then over his left 
cheek. “You got a bad scar, Tom. An’ your nose is all 
crooked.” 

“Maybe tha's a good thing. Nobody wouldn’t know me, 
maybe. If my prints wasn't on record. I’d be glad.” He went 
back to his eating. 

"Hush,” she said. “Listen!” 

“It's the wind, Ma. Jus’ the wind.” The gust poured down 
the stream, and the trees rustled under its passing. 

She crawled close to his voice. “I wanta touch ya again, Tom. 
It’s like I’m blin’, it’s so dark. I wanta remember, even if it’s 
on’y my fingers that remember. You got to go away, Tom.” 

“Yeah! I knowed it from the start.” 

“We made purty good,” she said. “I been squirrelin’ money 
away. Hoi’ out your han’, Tom. I got seven dollars here.” 

“I ain’t gonna take ya money,” he said. "I’ll get 'long all 
right.” 

“HoT out ya han’, Tom. I ain’t gonna sleep none if you got 
no money. Alaybe you got to take a bus, or somepin. I want 
you should go a long ways off, three-four hunderd miles.” 
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“I ain’t gonna take it.” 

“Tom,” she said sternly. “You take this money. You hear 

me? You got no right to cause me pain.” 

“You ain’t playin’ fair,” he said. 

“I thought maybe you could go to a big city. ^Los Angeles, 
maybe. They wouldn’ never look for you there.” 

“Hm-m,” he said. “Lookie, Ma. I been all day an’ all night 
hidin’ alone. Guess who I been thinkin’ about? Casy! He 
talked a lot. Used ta bother me. But now I been thinkin’ what 
he said, an’ I can remember—all of it. Says one time he went 
out in the wilderness to find his own soul, an’ he foun’ he didn 
have no soul that was his’n. Says he foun’ he jus’ got a^ little 
piece of a great big soul. Says a wilderness ain’t no good, ’cause 
his little piece of a soul wasn’t no good ’less it was with the 
rest, an’ was whole. Funny how I remember. Didn’ think I 
was even listenin’. But I know now a fella ain’t no good alone.” 

“He was a good man,” Ma said. 

Tom went on, “He spouted out some Scripture once, an’ it 
didn' soun’ like no hell-fire Scripture. He tol’ it twicet, an’ I 
remember Lt. Says it’s from the Preacher.” 

“How’s it go, Tom?” 

“Goes, ‘Two are better than one, because they have a good 
reward for their labour. For if they fall, the one will lif’ up 
his fellow, but woe to him that is alone when he falleth, for 
he hath not another to help him up.’ That’s part of her.” 

“Go on,” Ma said. "Go on, Tom.” 

“Jus’ a little bit more. ‘Again, if two lie together, then they 
have heat: but how can one be warm alone? And if one prevail 
against him, two shall withstand him, and a three-fold cord is 
not quickly broken.’ ” 

“An’ that’s Scripture?” 

“Casy said it was. Called it the Preacher.” 

“Hush—listen.” 

“On’y the wind, Ma. I know the wind. An’ I got to thinkin’, 
Ma—most of the preachin’ is about the poor we shall have 
always with us, an’ if you got nothin’, why, jus’ fol’ your hands 
an to hell with it, you gonna git ice cream on gol’ plates when 
you re dead. An* then this here Preacher says two get a better 
reward for their work.” 

Tom,” she said. “What you aimin’ to do?” 

quiet for a long time. “I been thinkin’ how it was in 
camp, how our folks took care a theirselves, an’ 
if they was a fight they fixed it theirself; an* they wasn’t no 
cops wagglin’ their guns, but they was better order than them 
cops ever give. I been a-wonderin* why we can’t do that all 



354 


THE GRAPES OF WRATH 

over. Throw out the cops that ain’t our people. All work to¬ 
g-ether for our own thing—all farm our own lanV’ 

“Tom,” Ma repeated, “what you gonna do?” 

“What Casy done,” he said. 

“But they killed him.” 

\ eah, said Tom. “He didn’ duck quick enough. He wasn' 
doing nothin’ against the law, Ma. I been thinkin’ a hell of a 
lot,^ thinkin’ about our people livin' like pigs, an’ the good rich 
Ian’ layin’ fallow, or maybe one fella with a million acres, while 
a hunderd thousan’ good farmers is starvin’. An’ I been won¬ 
derin’ if all our folks got together an’ yelled, like them fella? 
yelled, only a few of ’em at the Hooper ranch-” 

Ma said, “Tom, they’ll drive you, an’ cut you down like they 
done to young Floyd.” 

“They gonna drive me anyways. They drivin’ all our people.” 

“Vou don’t aim to kill nobody, Tom?” 

“No. I been thinkin’, long as I’m a outlaw anyways, maybe 

I could- Hell, I ain’t thought it out clear, Ma. Don’ worry 

me now. Don’ worry me.” 

They sat silent in the coal-black cave of vines. Ma said, 
“How’m I gonna know ’bout you? They might kill ya an’ I 
wouldn’ know. They might hurt ya. How’m I gonna know?” 

Tom laughed uneasily, “Well, maybe like Casy says, a fella 
ain’t got a soul of his own, but on’y a piece of a bijj one—an' 
then-” 

“Then what, Tom?” 

“Then it don’ matter. Then I’ll be all aroun’ in the dark. 
I'll be ever’wherc—wherever you look. Wherever they’s a fight 
so hungry people can eat. I’ll be there. Wherever they’s a cop 
heatin’ up a guy. I’ll be there. If Casy knowed, why. I’ll be in 
the way guys yell when they’re mad an’—I’ll be in the way kids 
laugh when they’re hungry an’ they know supper’s ready. An' 
when our folks eat the stuff they raise an’ live in the houses 
they build—why. I’ll be there. See? God, I’m talkin’ like Casy. 
Comes of thinkin' about him so much. Seems like 1 can see 
him sometimes.” 

“I don’ un'erstan’,” Ma said. “I don’ really know.” 

“Me neither,” said Tom. “It's jus’ stuff I been thinkin’ about. 
Get thinkin’ a lot when you ain’t movin’ aroun’. You got to 
get back, Ma.” 

“You take the money then.” 

He was silent lor a moment. “Awright,” he said. 

“An’, Tom, later—when it’s blowed over, you’ll come back. 
You’ll find us?” 

“Sure,” he said. “Now you better go. Here, gimme your 
ban’.” He guided her toward the entrance. Her fingers clutched 
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his wrist. He swept the vines aside and followed her out.^ “Go 
up to the field till you come to a sycamore on the edge, an’ then 

cut acrost the stream. Good-bye.” 

“Good-bye,” she said, and she walked quickly away. Her 
eyes were wet and burning, but she did not cry. Her footsteps 
were loud and careless on the leaves as she went through the 
brush. And as she went, out of the dim sky the rain began to 
fall, big drops and few, splashing on the dry leaves heavily. 
Ma stopped and stood still in the dripping thicket. She turned 
about—took three steps back towards the mound of vines; and 
then she turned quickly and went back toward the boxcar camp. 
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/^VER the high coast mountains and over the valleys the 
grey clouds marched in from the ocean. The wind blew 
fiercely and silently, high in the air, and it swished in the 
brush, and it roared in the forests. The clouds came in brokenly, 
in puffs, in folds, in grey crags; and they piled in together and 
settled low over the west. And then the wind stopped and left 
the clouds deep and solid. The rain began with gusty showers, 
pauses and downpours; and then gradually it settled to a single 
tempo, small drops and a steady beat, rain that was grey to see 
through, rain that cut midday light to evening. And at first the 
dry earth sucked the moisture down and blackened. For two 
days the earth drank the rain, until the earth was full. Then 
puddles formed, and in the low places little lakes formed in the 
fields. The muddy lakes rose higher, and the.steady rain whip¬ 
ped the shining water. At last the mountains were full, and 
the hillsides spilled into the streams, built them to freshets, 
and sent them roaring down the canyons into the valleys. The 
rain beat on steadily. And the streams and the little rivers 
edged up to the bank sides and worked at willows and tree roots, 
bent the willows deep in the current, cut out the roots of cotton¬ 
woods and brought down the trees. The muddy water whirled 
along the bank sides and crept up the banks until at last it 
spilled over, into the fields, into the orchards, into the cotton 
patches where the black stems stood. Level fields became lakes, 
broad and grey, and the rain whipped up the surfaces. Then 
the water poured over the highways, and cars moved slowly, 
cutting the water ahead, and leaving a boiling muddy wake be¬ 
hind. The earth whispered under the beat of the rain, and the 
streams thundered under the churning freshets. 

When the first rain started, the migrant people huddled in 
their tents, saving, It’ll soon be over, and asking. How long's 

it likely to go on? . i. • 

And when the puddles formed, the men went out in the rain 
with shovels and built little dikes around the tents. The beat¬ 
ing rain worked at the canvas until it penetrated and sent 
streams down. And then the little dikes washed out 
water came inside, and the streams wet the beds and the blan- 
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kets. The people sat in wet clothes. They set up boxes and 
put planks on the boxes. Then, day and night, they sat on the 
planks. 

Beside the tents the old cars stood, and water fouled the igni¬ 
tion wires and water fouled the carburettors. The little grey 
tents stood in lakes. And at last the people had to move. Then 
the cars wouldn’t start because the wires were shorted; and if 
the engines would run, deep mud engulfed the wheels. And 
the people waded away, carrying their wet blankets in their 
arms. They splashed along, carrying the children, carrying the 
very old, in their arms. And if a barn stood on high ground, 
it was filled with people, shivering and hopeless. 

Then some went to the relief offices, and they came sadly 
back to their own people. 

They’s rules—you got to be here a year before you can git 
relief. They say the guv’ment is gonna help. They don’ know 
when. 


And gradually the greatest terror of all came along. 

They ain’t gonna be no kinda work for three months. 

In the barns, the people sat huddled together; and the terror 
came over them, and their faces were grey with terror. The 
children cried with hunger, and there was no food. 

Then the sickness came, pneumonia, and measles that went 
to the eyes and to the mastoids. 

And the rain fell steadily, and the water flowed over the high¬ 
ways, for the culverts could not carry the water. 

Then from the tents, from the crowded barns, groups of sod¬ 
den men went out, their clothes slopping rags, their shoes muddy 
pulp. They splashed out through the water, to the towns, to 
the country stores, to the relief offices, to beg for food, to cringe 
and beg for food, to beg for relief, to try to steal, to lie. And 
under the begging, and under the cringing, a hopeless anger 
began to smoulder. And in the little towns pity for the sodden 
men changed to anger, and anger at the hungry people changed 
to fear of them. Then sheriffs swore in deputies in droves and 
orders were rushed for rifles, for tear gas, for ammunition. Then 
the hungry men crowded the alleys behind the stores to beg for 
brwd, to beg for rotting vegetables, to steal when they could. 

hrantic men pounded on the doors of the doctors; and the 
doctors were busy. And sad men left word at country stores 
for the coroner to send a car. The coroners were not too busy. 

omth^dea? backed up through the mud and took 

thdr relentlessly down, and the streams broke 

th^r banks and spread out over the country. 

Huddled under sheds, lying in wet hay, the hunger and the 
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fear bred anger. Then boys went out, not to beg, but to steal; 
and men went out weakly, to try to steal. 

1 he sheriffs swore in new deputies and ordered new rifles; 
and the comfortable people in tight houses felt pity at first, and 
then distaste, and finally hatred for the migrant people. 

In the wet hay of leaking barns babies were born to women 
who panted with pneumonia. And old people curled up in 
corners and died that way, so that the coroners could not 
straighten them. At night the frantic men walked boldly to hen 
roosts and carried off the squawking chickens. If they were 
shot at, they did not run, but splashed sullenly away; and 
if they were hit, they sank tiredly in the mud. 

The rain stopped. On the fields the water stood, reflecting 
the grey sky, and the land whispered with moving water. And 
the men came out of the barns, out of the sheds. They squat¬ 
ted on their hams and looked out over the flooded land. And 
they were silent. And sometimes they talked very quietly. 

No work till spring. No work. 

And if no work—no money, no food. 

Fella had a team of horses, had no use ’em to plough an’ 
cultivate an’ mow, wouldn’ think a turnin’ ’em out to starve 
when they wasn’t workin’. 

Them’s horses—we’re men. 

The women watched the men, watched to see whether the 
break had come at last. The women stood silently and watched. 
And where a number of men gathered together, the fear went 
from their faces, and anger took its place. And the women 
sighed with relief, for they knew it was all right—the break 
had not come; and the break would never come as long as fear 
could turn to wrath. 

Tiny points of grass came through the earth, and in a few 
days the hills were pale green with the beginning year. 
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I N THE boxcar camp the water stood in puddles, and the 
rain splashed in the mud. Gradually the little stream crept 
up the bank toward the low flat where the boxcars stood. 

On the second day of the rain A1 took the tarpaulin down 
from the middle of the car. He carried it out and spread it on 
the nose of the truck, and he came back into the car and sat 
down on his mattress. Now, without the separation, the two 
families in the car were one. The men sat together, and their 
spirits were damp. Ma kept a little fire going in the stove, 
kept a few twigs burning, and she conserved her wood. The 
rain poured down on the nearly flat roof of the boxcar. 

On the third day the Wainwrights grew restless. “Maybe 
we better go 'long,” Mrs. Wainwright said. 

And Ma tried to keep them. “Where’d you go an’ be sure 
of a tight roof?” 

“I dunno, but I got a feclin’ we oughta go along.” They 
argued together, and Ma watched Al. 

Ruthie and^Winfield tried to play for a while, and then they, 
too, relapsed into sullen inactivity, and the rain drummed down 
on the roof. 


On the third day the sound of the stream could be heard 
above the drumming rain. Pa and Uncle John stood in the 
open door and looked out on the rising stream. At both ends 
of the camp the water ran near to the highway, but at the camp 
It looped away so that the highway embankment surrounded 
the camp at the back and the stream closed it in on the front. 

And Pa said, “How's it look to you, John? Seems to me if that 
crick comes up, she’ll flood us.” 

» John opened his mouth and rubbed his bristling chin. 
‘Yeah,” he said. "Might at that." 

Rose of Sharon was down with a heavy cold, her face flushed 
and her eyes shining with fever. Ma sat beside her with a cup 

™ > r fhere. Got bacon 

grease in it for strength. Here, drink it!” 

Rose of Sharon shook her head weakly. “I ain’t hunerv ” 
Pa drew a curved line in the air with his finger "irw7was 

keeD°h« out"’ n "P ^ bet we could 

ep her out. On y have to go from up there down to there.” 
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“Yeah,” Uncle John agreed. “Might. Dunno if them other 
fellas’d wanta. They’d maybe ruther move somewheres else.” 

“But these here cars is dry,” Pa insisted. “Couldn’ find no 
dry place as good as this. You wait.” From the pile of brush 
in the car he picked a twig. He ran down the cat-walk, splashed 
through the mud to the stream and he set his twig upright on 
the edge of the swirling water. In a moment he was back in 
the car. “Jesus, ya get wet through,” he said. 

Both men kept their eyes on the little twig on the water’s 
edge. They saw the water move slowly up around it and creep 
up the bank. Pa squatted down in the doorway. “Cornin’ up 
fast,” he said. “I think we oughta go talk to the other fellas. 
See if they’ll help ditch up. Got to git outa here if they won’t.” 
Pa looked down the long car to the Wainwright end. A1 was 
with them, sitting beside Aggie. Pa walked into their precinct. 
“Water’s risin',” he said. “How about if we throwed up a 
bank? We could do her if ever’body helped.” 

Wainwright said, “We was jes’ talkin’. Seems like we oughta 
be gettin’ outa here.” 

Pa said, “You been aroun’. You know what chanct we got a 
getting a dry place to stay.” 

“I know. But jes’ the same-” 

A1 said, “Pa, if they go, I’m a-goin’, too.” 

Pa looked startled. “You can’t, Al. The truck—we ain’t fit 
to drive that truck.” 

“I don’t care. Me an’ Aggie got to stick together.” 

“Now you wait,” Pa said. “Come on over here.” Wainwright 
and Al got to their feet and approached the door. “See?” Pa 
said, pointing. “Jus’ a bank from there an’ down to there.” 
He looked at his stick. The water swirled about it now, and 
crept up the bank. 

“Be a lot a work, an’ then she might come over anyways,” 
Wainwright protested. 

“Well, we ain't doin’ nothin’, might’s well be workin'. We 
ain’t gonna find us no nice place to live like this. Come on, 
now. Le’s go talk to the other fellas. We can do her if ever’¬ 
body helps.” 

Al said, “If Aggies goes. I’m a-goin’, too.” 

Pa said, “Look, Al, if them fellas won’t dig. then we’ll all 
hafta go. Come on, le’s go talk to ’em.” They hunched their 
shoulders and ran down the cat-walk to the next car and up 
the walk into its open door. 

Ma was at the stove, feeding a few sticks to the feeble flame. 
Ruthie crowded close beside her. “I’m hungry,” Ruthie whined. 

“No, you ain’t,” Ma said. “You had good mush.” 
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“Wisht I had a box a Cracker Jack, There ain’t nothin’ to 


do. Ain’t no fun.” ^ , 

“They’ll be fun,” Ma said. You jus wait 

soon. Git a house an’ a place, purty soon.” 

“Wisht we had a dog,” Ruthie said. 

“We’ll have a dog; have a cat, too.” 


Be fun purty 


“Yella cat?” , 

“Don’t bother me.” Ma begged. “Don’t go plaguin me now, 

Ruthie. Rosasharn’s sick. Jus’ you be a good girl a little while. 
They’ll be fun.” Ruthie wandered, complaining, away. 

From the mattress where Rose of Sharon lay covered up 
there came a quick sharp cry, cut off in the middle. Ma whirled 
and went to her. Rose of Sharon was holding her breath and 


her eyes were filled with terror. 

“What is it?” Ma cried. The girl expelled her breath and 
caught it again. Suddenly Ma put her hand under the covers. 
Then she stood up. “Mis' Wainwright,” she called. “Oh, Mis' 
Wainwright!” 

The fat little woman came down the car. “Want me?” 

“Look!” Ma pointed at Rose of Sharon’s face. Her teeth 
were clamped on her lower lip and her forehead was wet with 
perspiration, and the shining terror was in her eyes. 

“I think it’s come,” Ma said. “It’s early.” 

The girl heaved a great sigh and relaxed. She released her 
lip and closed her eyes. Mrs. Wainwright bent over her, 

“Did it kinda grab you all over—quick? Open up an’ answer 
me.” Rose of Sharon nodded weakly. Mrs. Wainwright turned 
to Ma. “Yep,” she said. “It’s come. Early, ya say?” 

“Maybe the fever brang it.” 

“Weil, she oughta be up on her feet. Oughta be walkin’ 
aroun’.” 


"She can’t,” Ma said. “She ain’t got the strength.” 

“Well, she oughta.” Mrs. Wainwright grew quiet and stern 
with efficiency. “I he’ped with lots,” she said. “Come on, le’s 
close that door, nearly. Keep out the draf’.” The two women 
pushed on the heavy sliding door, boosted it along until only a 
foot was open. “I’ll git our lamp, too,” Mrs. Wainwright said. 
Her face was purple with excitement. “Aggie,” she called. 
“You take care of these here little fellas.” 

Ma nodded, “Tha’s right, Ruthie I You an* Winfiel’ go down 
with Aggie. Go on now.” 

“Why?” they demanded. 

“ ’Cause you got to. Rosasharn gonna have her baby.” 
wanta watch, Ma. Please let me.” 

“Ruthie! You git now. You git quick.” There was no argu¬ 
ment against such a tone. Ruthie aqd Winfield went reluct- 
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antly down the car. Ma lighted the lantern. Mrs. Wainwright 
brought her Rochester lanap down and set it on the floor, and 
its big circular flame lighted the boxcar brightly. 

Ruthie and Winfield stood behind the brush pile and peered 
over. “Gonna have a baby, an’ we’re a-gonna see,” Ruthie said 
softly. Don t you make no noise now. Ma won’t let us watch. 
If she looks this-a-way, you scrunch down behin’ the brush. 
Then we’ll see.” 


“There ain’t many kids seen it,” Winfield said. 
“There ain’t no kids seen it,” Ruthie insisted proudly 


“On’y 


Down by the mattress, in the bright light of the lamp. Ma and 
Mrs. Wainwright held conference. Their voices were raised a 
little over the hollow beating of the rain. Mrs. Wainwright took 
a paring knife from her apron pocket and slipped it under the 
mattress. “Maybe it don’t do no good,” she said apologetically. 
“Our folks always done it. Don’t do no harm, anyways.” 

Ma nodded. “We used a plough point. I guess anything 
sharp’ll work, long as it can cut birth pains. I hope it ain’t 
gonna be a long one.” 

“You feelin’ awright now?” 

Rose of Sharon nodded nervously. “Is it a-comin’?” 

“Sure,” Ma said. “Gonna have a nice baby. You jus’ got 
to help us. Feel like you could get up an’ walk?” 

“I can try.” 

“That’s a good girl,” Mrs. Wainwright said. “That is a good 
girl. We’ll he’p you, honey. We’ll walk with ya.” They helped 
her to her feet and pinned a blanket over her shoulders. Then 
Ma held her arm from one side, and Mrs. Wainwright from the 
other. They walked her to the brush pile and turned slowly 
and walked her back, over and over; and the rain drummed 
deeply on the roof. 

Ruthie and Winfield watched anxiously. “When’s she goin’ 
to have it?” he demanded. 

“Sh! Don’t draw ’em. We won’t be let to look.” 

Aggie joined them behind the brush pile. Aggie’s lean face 
and yellow hair showed in the lamplight, and her nose was long 
and sharp in the shadow of her head on the wall. 

Ruthie whispered, “You ever saw a baby bore?” 

“Sure,” said Aggie. 

“Well, when’s she gonna have it?” 

“Oh, not for a long, long time.” 

“Well, how long?” 

“Maybe not ’fore to-morrow mornin’.’’ 

“Shucks!” said Ruthie. “Ain’t no good watchin’ now, then. 
Oh! Look!” 
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The walking women had stopped. Rose of Sharon had stif¬ 
fened, and she whined with pain. They laid her down on the 
mattress and wiped her forehead while she grurvted and clenched 
her fists. And Ma talked softly to her. “Easy,” Ma said. 
“Gonna be all right—all right. Jus’ grip ya han’s. Now, then, 
take your lip inta your teeth. Tha’s good—tha’s good.” The 
pain passed on. They let her rest awhile, and then helped her 
up again, and the three walked back and forth, back and forth 
between the pains. 

Pa struck his head in through the narrow opening. His hat 
dripped with water. “What ya shut the door for?” he asked. 
And then he saw the walking women. 

Ma said, “Her time’s come.” 

“Then—then we couldn’ go 'f we wanted to.” 

“No.” 

“Then we got to buil’ that bank.” 

“You got to.” 

Pa sloshed through the mud to the stream. His marking 
stick was four inches down. Twenty men stood in the rain. 
Pa cried, “We got to build her. My girl got her pains.” The 
men gathered about him, 

“Baby?” 

“Yeah. We can’t go now.” 

A tall man said, “It ain’t our baby. We kin go.” 

“Sure," Pa said. “You can go. Go on. Nobody’s stoppin’ 
you. They’s only eight shovels.” He hurried to the lowest part 
of the bank and drove his shovel into the mud. The shovelful 
lifted with a sucking sound. He drove it again, and threw the 
mud into the low place on the stream bank. And beside him the 
other men ranged themselves. They heaped the mud up in a 
long embankment, and those who had no shovels cut live wil¬ 
low whips and wove them in a mat and kicked them into the 
bank. Over the men came a fury of work, a fury of battle. 
When one man dropped his shovel, another took it up. They 
had shed their coats and hats. Their shirts and trousers clung 
tightly to their bodies, their shoes were shapeless blobs of mud. 
A shrill scream came from the Joad car. The men stopped, 
istened uneasily, and then plunged to work again. And the 
little levee of earth extended until it connected with the high¬ 
way embankment on either end. They were tired now, and the 

shovels moved more slowly. And the stream rose slowly. It 

edged above the place where the first dirt had been thrown. 

Pa laughed in triumph. “She’d come over if we hadn’ a built 
up 1 he cried. 

The stream rose slowly up the side of the new wall, and tore 
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at the willow mat. “Higher!” Pa cried. “We sot to eit her 
higher!” 

The evening came, and the work went on. And now the men 
were beyond weariness. Their faces were set and dead. They 
worked jerkily, like machines. When it was dark the women 
set lanterns in the car doors, and kept pots of coffee handy. And 
the women ran one by one to the Joad car and wedged them¬ 
selves inside. 

The pains were coming close now. twenty minutes apart. And 
Rose of Sharon had lost her restraint. She screamed fiercely 
under the fierce pains. And the neighbour women looked at 
her and patted her gently and went back to their own cars. 

Ma had a good fire going now, and all her utensils, filled with 
water, sat on the stove to heat. Every little while Pa looked 
in the car door. “All right?” he asked. 

“Yeah! I think so,” Ma assured him. 

As it grew dark, someone brought out a flashlight to work 
by. Uncle John plunged on. throwing mud on top of the wall. 

“You take it easy,” Pa said. “You’ll kill yaself.” 

“I can’t he’p it I can't slan' that yellin’. It’s like—it's like 
when-” 

“I know,” Pa said. “But jus’ take it easy.” 

Uncle John blubbered, “I ll run away. By God, I got to work 
or I’ll run away.” 

Pa turned on him. “How’s she stan’ on the last marker?” 

The man with the flashlight threw the beam on the stick. The 
rair cut wliitely through the liglit. “Cornin’ up.” 

“She’ll come up slower now,” Pa said. “Got to flood purty 
far on the other side." 

“She’s cornin’ up. though.” 

The women filled the coffee pots and set them out again. And 
as the night went on, the men moved slower and slower, and 
they lifted their heavy feet like draught horses. More mud on 
the levee, more willows interlaced. The rain fell steadily. When 
the flashlight turned on faces, the eyes showed staring, and the 
muscles on the cheeks were welted out. 

For a long time the screams continued from the car, and at 
last they were still. 
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OLD MAN OF THE SEA 


I N THE time before our departure for the Gulf we sat on 
the pier and watched the sardine purse-seiners riding among 
the floating grapefruit rinds. A breakwater is usually a dirty 
place, as though the tampering with the shore line is obscene 
and impractical to the cleansing action of the sea. And we 
talked to our prospective crew. Tex, our engineer, was caught 
in the ways of the harbour. He was born in the Panhandle of 
Texas and early he grew to love Diesel engines. They are so 
simple and powerful, blocks of pure logic in shining metal. They 
appealed to some sense of neat thinking in Tex. He might be 
sentimental and illogical in some things, but he liked his engines 
to be true and logical. By an accident, possibly alcoholic, he 
came to the Coast in an old Ford and sat down beside the Bay, 
and there he discovered a wonderful thing. Here, combined in 
one, were the best Diesels to be found anywhere, and boats. He 
never recovered from his shocked pleasure. He could never 
leave the sea again, for nowhere else could he find these two 
perfect things in one. He is a sure man with an engine. When 
he goes below he is identified with his engine. He moves about, 
not seeing, not looking, but knowing. No matter how tired or 
how deeply asleep he may be, one miss of the engine jerks him 
to his feet and into the engine-room before he is awake, and 
we truly believe that a burned bearing or a cracked shaft gives 
him sharp pains in his stomach. 

We talked to Tony, the master and part owner of the Western 
Flyer and our satisfaction with him as master increased con¬ 
stantly. He had the brooding, dark, Slavic eyes and the hawk 
nose of the Dalmatian. He rarely talked or laughed. He was 
tall and lean and very strong. He had a great contempt for 
terms. Under way, he liked to wear a tweed coat and an old 

K sea in my head, not on 

^ God-damn yachtsman.” Tony has one great 
® rightness and he hates wrongness. He thinks 
^ waste of time. To our sorrow, and some 

wa<s r;<ykf discovcrcd that Tony never spoke unless he 

ai-m txselesS to bp+ with him and impossible tc 

gue wi him. If he had not been right, he would never have 
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opened his mouth. But once knowing and saying a truth, he 
became infuriated at the untruth which naturally enough was 
set against it. Inaccuracy was like an outrageous injustice to 
him, and when confronted with it, he was likely to shout and 
to lose his temper. But he did not personally triumph when his 
point was given. An ideal judge, hating larceny, feels no triumph 
when he sentences a thief, and Tony, when he has nailed a true 
thing down and routed a wrong thing, feels good, but not 
righteous. He retires grumbling a little sadly at the stupidity 
of a world which can conceive a wrongness or for one moment 
defend one. He loves the leadline because it tells a truth on 
its markers; he loves the Navy charts; and until he went into 
the Gulf he admired the Coast Pilot. The Coast Pilot was not 
wrong, but things had changed since its correction, and Tony 
is uneasy in the face of variables. The whole relational think¬ 
ing of modern physics was an obscenity to him and he refused 
to have anything to do with it. Parallels and compasses and 
the good Navy maps were things you could trust. A circle is 
true and a direction is set forever, a shining golden line across 
the mind. Later, in the mirage of the Gulf where visual dis¬ 
tance is a highly variable matter, we wondered whether Tony’s 
certainties were ever tipped. It did not seem so. His qualities 
made him a good master. He took no chances he could avoid, 
for his boat and his life and ours were no light things for him 
to tamper with. 

We come now to a piece of equipment which still brings 
anger to our hearts and, we hope, some venom to our pen. 
Perhaps in self-defence against suit, we should say, "The out¬ 
board motor mentioned in this book is purely fictitious and any 
resemblance to outboard motors living or dead is coincidental.” 
We shall call this contraption, for the sake of secrecy, a Hansen 
Sea-Cow—a dazzling little piece of machinery, all aluminium 
paint and touched here and there with spots of red. The Sea- 
Cow was built to sell, to dazzle the eyes, to splutter its way 
into the unwary heart. We took it along for the skiff. It was 
intended that it should push us ashore and back, should drive 
our boat into estuaries and along the borders of little coves. 
But we had not reckoned with one thing. Recently, industrial 
civilization has reached its peak of reality and has lunged for¬ 
ward into something that approaches mysticism. In the Sea- 
Cow factory where steel fingers tighten screws, bend and mould, 
measure and divide, some curious mathematick has occurred. 
And that secret so long sought has accidentally been found. 
Life has been created. The machine is at last stirred. A soul 
and a malignant mind have been born. Our Hansen Sea-Cow 
was not only a living thing but a mean, irritable, contemptible, 
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vengeful, mischievous, hateful living thing. In the six weeks 
of our association we observed it, at first mechanically and then, 
as its living reactions became more and more apparent, psycho¬ 
logically. And we determined one thing to our satisl'action. 
When and if these ghoulish little motors learn to reproduce 
themselves the human species is doomed. For their hatred of 
us is so great that they will wait and plan and organize and 
one night, in a roar of little exhausts, they will wipe us out. 
We do not think that Mr. Hansen, inventor of the Sea-Cow, 
father of the outboard motor, knew what he was doing. We 
think the monster he created was as accidental and arbitrary 
as the beginning of any other life. Only one thing differentiates 
the Sea-Cow from the life that we know. Wltereas the forms 
that are familiar to us are the results of billions of years of 
mutation and complication, life and intelligence emerged simul- 
taneuosly in the Sea-Cow. It is more than a species. It is a 
whole new redefinition of life. We observed the following traits 
in it and we were able to check them again and again;— 

1. Incredibly lazy, the Sea-Cow loved to ride on the back of 
a boat, trailing its propeller daintily in the water while we 
rowed. 

2. It required the same amount of gasoline whether it ran 
or not, apparently being able to absorb this fluid through its 
body walls without recourse to explosion. It had always to be 
filled at the beginning of every trip. 

3. It had apparently some clairvoyant powers, and was able 
to read our minds, particularly when they were inflamed with 
emotion. Thus, on every occasion when we were driven to the 
point of destroying it. it started and ran with a great noise and 
excitement. This served the double purpose of saving its life 
and of resurrecting in our minds a false confidence in it. 

4. It had many cleavage points, and when attacked with a 
screwdriver, fell apart in simulated death, a trait it had in com- 
mon with opossums, armadillos, and several members of the 
Sloth family, which also fall apart in simulated death when at¬ 
tacked with a screwdriver. 

5. It hated Tex, sensing perhaps that his knowledge of mech¬ 
anics was capable of diagnosing its shortcomings. 

refused to run: (a) when the waves were 
evfnlnk. blew, (c) at night, early morning, and 

f’ ^ when the distance to be 

hundred yards. But on warm, sunny 
when the weather was calm and the white beach close 

row word, on when it would have been a pleasure to 

7 I- , ^ea-Cow started at a touch and would not stop. 

It loved no one, trusted no one. It had no friends. 
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Perhaps toward the end, our observations were a little warped 
by emotion. Time and again as it sat on the stern with its 
pretty little propellor lying idly in the water, it was very close 
to death. And in the end, even we were infected with its 
malignancy and its dishonesty. We should have destroyed it, 
but we did not. Arriving home, we gave it a new coat of 
aluminium paint, spotted it at points with new red enamel, and 
sold it. And we might have rid the world of this mechanical 
cancer! 


1 r WOULD be ridiculous to suggest that ours was anything 
but a makeshift expedition. The owner of a boat on short 
charter does not look happily on any redesigning of his ship. 
In a month or two we could have changed the Western Flyer 
about aijd made her a collector’s dream, but we had neither 
the time nor the money to do it. The low-tide period was ap¬ 
proaching. We had on board no permanent laboratory. There 
was plenty of room for one in the fish-hold, but the dampness 
there would have rusted the instruments overnight. We had 
no dark-room, no permanent aquaria, no tanks for keeping 
animals alive, no pumps for delivering sea water. We had not 
even a desk except the galley table. Microscopes and cameras 
were put away in an empty bunk. The enamelled pans for lay¬ 
ing out animals were in a large crate lashed to the net-table 
aft, where it shared the space with the two skiffs. The hatch 
cover of the fish-hold became laboratory and aquarium, and we 
carried sea water in buckets to fill the pans. Another empty 
bunk was filled with flashlights, medicines, and the more pre¬ 
cious chemicals. Dip-nets, wooden collecting buckets, and vials 
and jars in their cases were stowed in the fish-hold. The barrels 
of alcohol and formaldehyde were lashed firmly to the rail on 
deck, for all of us had, I think, a horror-thought of fifteen gallons 
of US.P. formaldehyde broken loose and burst. One achieves 
a respect and a distaste for formaldehyde from working with it. 
Fortunately, none of us had a developed formalin allergy. Our 
small refrigerating chamber, powered by a two-cycle gasoline 
engine and designed to cool sea water for circulation to living 
animals, began the trip on top of the deckhouse and ended back 
on the net-table. This unit, by the way, was not very effective, 
the motor being jerky and not of sufficient power. But on cer¬ 
tain days in the Gulf it did manage to cool a little beer or per¬ 
haps more than a little, for the crew fell in joyfully with our 
theory that it is unwise to drink unboiled water, and boiled 
water isn’t any good. In addition, the weather was too hot to 
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boil water, and besides the crew wished to test this perfectly 
sound scientific observation thoroughly. \Vc tested it by reduc¬ 
ing the drinking water to an absolute minimum. 

A big pressure tube of oxygen was lashed to a deck rail, its 
gauges and valves wrapped in canvas. Gradually, the boat was 
loaded and the materials put away, some never to be taken out 
again. It was agreed that we should all stand wheel-watch 
when we were running night and day; but once in the Gulf, and 
working at collecting stations, the hired crew should work the 
boat, since we would anchor at night and run only during the 
daytime. 

Toward the end of the preparation, a small hysteria began 
to build in ourselves and our friends. There were hundreds of 
unnecessary trips back and forth. Some materials were stowed 
on board with such cleverness that we never found them again. 
Now the whole town of Monterey was becoming fevered and 
festive—but not because of our going. At the end of the sardine 
season, canneries and boat owners provide a celebration. There 
is a huge barbecue on the end of the pier with free beef and 
beer and salad for all comers. The sardine fleet is decorated 
with streamers and bunting and serpentine, and the boat with 
the biggest season catch is queen of a strange nautical parade 
of boats; and every boat is an open house, receiving friends of 
owners and of crew. Wine flows beautifully, and the parade 
of boats that starts with dignity and precision sometimes ends 
in a turmoil. This fiesta took place on Sunday, and we were 
to sail on Monday morning. The IVesfern Flyer was decorated 
like the rest with red and blue bunting and serpentine. Master 
and crew refused to lail before the fiesta was over. We rode in 
the parade of boats, some of us in the crow’s-nest and some on 
the house. With five thousand other people we crowded on the 
pier and ate great hunks of meat and drank beer and heard 
speeches. It was the biggest barbecue the sardine men had ever 
given, and the potato salad was served out of washtubs. The 
speeches rose to a crescendo of patriotism and good feeling 
beyond anything Monterey had ever heard. 

There should be here some mention of the permits obtained 
irom the Mexican government. At the time of our preparation. 
Mexico was getting ready for a presidential election,' and the 

as to cause apprehension that 
it violence. The nation was a little nervous, and 

clerrtretrahlUh *1®* ®™ed with permits which 

terests ti® a® men without politics or business in- 

sStouJto Z°r^ to do might well have seemed 

boirthat erent ? °®‘='a' '>'■ ®oHier-a small 

at crept to uninhabited points on a barren coast, and a 
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party which spent its time turning over rocks. It was not likely 
that we could explain our job to the satisfaction of a soldier. 
It would seem ridiculous to the military mind to travel fifteen 
hundred miles for the purpose of turning over rocks on the sea¬ 
shore and picking up small animals, very few of which were 
edible; and doing all this without shooting at anyone. Besides, 
our equipment might have looked subversive to one who had 
seen the war sections of Life and Pic and Look. We carried 
no firearms except a .22-calibre pistol and a very rusty ten-gauge 
shotgun. But an oxygen cylinder might look too much like a 
torpedo to an excitable rural soldier, and some of the laboratory 
equipment could have had a lethal look about it. We were 
not afraid of ourselves, but we imagined being held in some mud 
cuartel while the good low tides went on and we missed them. 
In our naivete, we considered that our State Department, having 
much business with the Mexican government, might include a 
paragraph about us in one of its letters, which would convince 
Mexico of our decent intentions. To this end, we wrote to 
the Slate Department explaining our project and giving a list 
of people who would confirm the purity of our motives. Then 
we waited with a childlike faith that when a thing is stated 
simply and evidence of its truth is included there need be no 
mix-up. Besides, we told ourselves, we were American citizens 
and the government was our servant. Alas, we did not know 
diplomatic procedure. In due course, we had an answer from 
the State Department. In language so diplomatic as to be barely 
intelligible it gently disabused us. In the first place, the State 
Department was not our servant, however other departments 
might feel about it. The State Department had little or no 
intWest in the collection of marine invertebrates unless carried 
on by an institution of learning, preferably with Dr. Butler 
as its president. The government never ma<le such representa¬ 
tions for private citizens. Lastly, the State Department hoped 
to God we would not get into trouble and appeal to it for aid. 
All this was concealed in language so beautiful and incompre¬ 
hensible that we began to understand why diplomats say they 
are “studying” a message from Japan or England or Italy. We 
studied this letter for the better part of one night, reduced its 
sentences to words, built it up again, and came out with the 
above-mentioned gist. “Gist” is, we imagine, a word which 
makes the State Department shudder with its vulgarity. 

There we were, with no permits and the imaginary soldier 
still upset by our oxygen tube. In Mexico, certain good friends 
worked to get us the permits; the consul-general in San Fran¬ 
cisco wrote letters about us, and then finally, through a friend, 
we got in touch with Mr. Castillo Najera, the Mexican ambassa- 
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dor to Washington. To our wonder there came an immediate 
reply from the ambassador which said there was no reason why 
we should not go and that he would see the permits were issued 
immediately. His letter said just that. There was a little sad¬ 
ness in us when we read it. The ambassador seemed such a 
good man we felt it a pity that he had no diplomatic future, 
that he could never get anywhere in the world of international 
politics. We understood his letter the first time we read it. 
Clearly, Mr. Costillo Najera is a misfit and a rebel. He not only 
wrote clearly, but he kept his word. The permits came through 
quickly and in order. And we wish here and now to assure this 
gentleman that whenever the inevitable punishment for his logic 
and clarity falls upon him we will gladly help him to get a new 
start in some other profession. 

When the permits arrived, they were beautifully sealed so 
that even a soldier who could not read would know that if we 
were not what we said we were, we were at least influential 
enough spies and saboteurs to be out of his jurisdiction. 

And so our boat was loaded, except for the fuel tanks, which 
we planned to fill at San Diego. Our crew entered the contests 
at the sardine fiesta—the skiff race, the greascd-polc walk, the 
water-barrel tilt—and they did not win anything, but no one 
cared. And late in the night when the feast had died out we 
slept ashore for the last time, and our dreams were cluttered 
with things we might have forgotten. And the beer cans from 
the fiesta washed up and down the shore on the little brushing 
waves behind the breakwater. 


We had planned to sail about ten o’clock on March 11, but so 
many people came to see us off and the leave-taking was so 
pleasant that it was afternoon before we could think of going. 
The moment or hour of leave-taking is one of the pleasantest 
times in human experience, for it has in it a warm sadness 
without loss. People who don’t ordinarily like you very well 
are overcome with affection at leave-taking. We said good- 

and again and still could not bring ourselves to cast 
off the lines and start the engines. It would be good to live 
m a perpetual state of leave-taking, never to go nor to stay, 
ut to remain suspended in that golden emotion of love and 
onging, to be missed without being gone; to be loved without 
sa le y. How beautiful one is and how desirable; for in a few 
moments one will have ceased to exist. Wives and fiancees were 

Jisratncw^ bcautiful they were, too; and 

vmwh L fiesta of 

^ tapped lightly like little bells, and the sea-gulls flew 

^ around but did not land. There was no room for 

o many people were seeing us off. Even a few strangers 
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were caught in the magic and came aboard and wrung our 
hands and went into the galley. If our medicine chest had 
held out we might truly never have sailed. But about twelve- 
thirty the last dose was prescribed and poured and taken. Only 
then did we realize that not only were u'C fortified against ill¬ 
ness, but that fifty or sixty inhabitants of Monterey could look 
forward to a long period of good health. 

The day of charter had arrived. That instrument said we 
would leave on the eleventh, and the master was an honest man. 
We ejected our guests, some forcibly. The lines were cast off. 
We backed and turned and wove our way out among the boats 
of the fishing fleet. In our rigging the streamers, the bunting, 
the serpentine still fluttered, and as the breakwater was cleared 
and the wind struck us, we seemed, to ourselves at least, a very 
brave and beautiful sight. The little bell buoy on the reef at 
Cabrillo Point was excited about it, too, for the wind had fresh¬ 
ened and the float rolled heavily and the four clappers struck 
the bell with a quick tempo. We stood on top of the deckhouse 
and watched the town of Pacific Grove slip by and dark pine- 
covered hills roll back on themselves as though they moved, not 
we. 

We sat on a crate of oranges and thought what good men 
most biologists are, the tenors of the scientific world—tempera¬ 
mental, moody, lecherous, loud-laughing, and healthy. Once in 
a while one comes on the other kind—what used in the univer¬ 
sity to be called a “dry-ball”—but such men are not really bio¬ 
logists. They are the embalmers of the field, the picklers who 
see only the preserved form of life without any of its principle. 
Out of their own crusted minds they create a world wrinkled 
with formaldehyde. The true biologist deals with life, with 
teeming boisterous life, and learns something from it, learns 
that the first rule of life is living. The dry-balls cannot possibly 
learn a thing every starfish knows in the core of his soul and 
in the vesicles between his rays. He must, so know the star¬ 
fish and the student biologist who sits at the feet of living things, 
proliferate in all directions. Having certain tendencies, he niust 
move along their lines to the limit of their potentialities. And 
we have known biologists who did proliferate in all directions, 
one or two have had a little trouble about it. Your true ^ 
gist will sing you a song as loud and off-key as will a black¬ 
smith. for he knows that morals are too often diagnostic ol 
prostatitis and stomach ulcers. Sometimes he may proliferate 
a little too much in ail directions, but he is as easy to kill as 
any other organism, and meanwhile he is very good company, 
and at least he does not confuse a low hormone productivity 

with moral ethics. 
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The Western Flyer pushed through the swells toward Point 
Joe, which is the southern tip of the Bay of Monterey. There 
was a line of white which marked the open sea, for a strong 
north wind was blowing, and on that reef the whistling buoy 
rode, roaring like a perplexed and mournful bull. On the shore 
road we could see the cars of our recent friends driving along 
keeping pace with us while they waved handkerchiefs senti¬ 
mentally. We were all a little sentimental that day. We turned 
the buoy and cleared the reef, and as we did the boat rolled 
heavily and then straightened. The north wind drove down on 
our tail, and we headed south with the big swells growing 
under us and passing, so that we seemed to be standing still. 
A squadron of pelicans crossed our bow, flying low to the waves 
and acting like a train of pelicans tied together, activated by 
one nervous system. For they flapped their powerful wings in 
unison, coasted in unison. It seemed that they tipped a wavetop 
with their wings now and then, and certainly they flew in the 
troughs of the waves to save themselves from the wind. They 
did not look around or change direction. Pelicans seem always 
to know exactly where they are going. A curious sea-lion came 
out to look us over, a tawny, crusty old fellow with rakish 
moustaches and the scars of battle on his shoulders. He crossed 
our bow, too, and turned and paralleled our course, trod water, 
and looked at us. Then, satisfied, he snorted and cut for shore 
and some sea-lion appointment. They always have them, it’s 
just a matter of getting around to keeping them. 

And now the wind grew stronger and the windows of houses 
along the shore flashed in the declining sun. The forward guy- 
wire of our mast began to sing under the wind, a deep and yet 
penetrating tone like the lowest string of an incredible bull 
fiddle. We rose on each swell and skidded on it until it passed 
and dropped us in the trough. And from the galley ventilator 
eame the odour of boiling coffee, a smell that never left the boat 
again while we were on it. 

In the evening we came back restlessly to the top of the deck- 
house, and we discussed the Old Man of the Sea, who might 
well be a myth, except that too many people have seen him. 

ere is some quality in man which makes him people the ocean 
wi h monsters and one wonders whether they are there or not. 
n one sense they arc, for we continue to see them. One after- 
5 ti»^ ashore we sat drinking coffee and talk- 

^ reporter on the Monterey 
j rang and his city editor said that the 

. body of a sea-serpent was washed up on the beach 

rnd. Landing, half-way around the Bay. Jimmy was to 
over and get pictures of it. He rushed, approached the 
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evil-smelling monster from which the flesh was dropping. There 
was a note pinned to its head which said, “Don’t worry about it, 
It s a basking shark. [Signed] Dr. Rolph Bolin of the Hopkins 
Marine Station. No doubt that Dr. Bolin acted kindly, for 
he loves true things; but his kindness was a blow to the people 
of Monterey. They so wanted it to be a sea-serpent. Even we 
hoped it would be. When sometime a true sea-serpent, com¬ 
plete and undecayed, is found or caught, a shout of triumph will 
go through the world. “There, you see,” men will say, “1 knew 
they were there all the time. I just had a feeling they were 
there.” Men really need sea-monsters in their personal oceans. 
And the Old Man of the Sea is one of these. In Monterey you 
can find many people who have seen him. Tiny Colletto has 
seen him close up and can draw a crabbed sketch of him. He 
is very large. He stands up in the water, three or four feet 
emerged above the waves, and watches an approaching boat 
until it comes too close, and then he sinks slowly out of sight. 
He looks somewhat like a tremendous diver, with large eyes and 
fur shaggily hanging from him. So far, he has not been photo¬ 
graphed. When he is, probably Dr. Bolin will identify him and 
another beautiful story will be shattered. For this reason we 
rather hope he is never photographed, for if the Old Man of 
the Sea should turn out to be some great malformed sea-lion, 
a lot of people would feel a sharp personal loss—a Santa Claus 
loss. And the ocean would be none the better for it. For the 
ocean, deep and black in the depths, is like the low dark levels 
of our minds in which the dream symbols incubate and some¬ 
times rise up to sight like the Old Man of the Sea. And even 
if the symbol vision be horrible, it is there and it is ours. An 
ocean without its unnamed monsters would be like a completely 
dreamless sleep. Sparky and Tiny do not question the Old 
Man of the Sea, for they have looked at him. Nor do we ques¬ 
tion him because wc know he is there. We would accept the tes¬ 
timony of these boys sufficiently to send a man to his death for 
murder, and we know they saw this monster and that they 
described him as they saw him. 

We have thought often of this mass of sea-memory, or sea- 
thought, which lives deep in the mind. If one ask for a descrip¬ 
tion of the unconscious, even the answer-symbol will usually 
be in terms of a dark water into which the light descends only 
a short distance. And we have thought how the human fetus 
has, at one stage of its development, vestigial gill-slits. If the 
gills are a component of the developing human, it is not un¬ 
reasonable to suppose a parallel or concurrent mind or psyche 
development. If there be a life-memory strong enough to leave 
its symbol in vestigial gills, the preponderantly aquatic symbols 
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in the individual unconscious might well be indications of a 
croup psyche-memory which is the foundation of the whole un 
conscious. And what things must be there, what monsters, what 
enemies, what fear of dark and pressure, and of prey! 1 here 

are numbers of examples wherein even invertebrates seern to 
remember and to react to stimuli no longer violent enough to 
cause the reaction. Perhaps, next to that of the sea, the 
strongest memory in us is that of the moon. But moon and sea 
and tide are one. Even now, the tide establishes a measurable, 
although minute, weight differential. For example, the steam¬ 
ship Majestic loses about fifteen pounds of its weight under a 
full moon.^ According to a theory of George Darwin (son of 
Charles Darwin), in pre-Cambrian times, more than a thousand 
million years ago, the tides were tremendous; and the weight 
differential would have been correspondingly large. The moon- 
pull must have been the most important single environmental 
factor of littoral animals. Displacement and body weight then 
must certainly have decreased and increased tremendously with 
the rotation and phases of the moon, particularly if the orbit 
was at that time elliptic. The sun’s reinforcement was prob¬ 
ably slighter, relatively. 

Consider, then, the effect of a decrease in pressure on gonads 
turgid with eggs or sperm, already almost bursting and awaiting 
the slight extra pull to discharge. (Note also the dehiscence 
of ova through the body walls of the polychaete worms. These 
ancient worms have their ancestry rooted in the Cambrian and 
they are little changed.) Now if we admit for the moment the 
potency of this tidal effect, we have only to add the concept 
of inherited psychic pattern we call “instinct” to get an inkling 
of the force of the lunar rhythm so deeply rooted in marine 
animals and even in higher animals and in man. 


When the fishermen find the Old Man rising in the path¬ 
way of their boats, they may be experiencing a reality of past 
and present. This may not be a hallucination; in fact it is little 
likely that it is. The interrelations are too delicate and too 


complicated. Tidal effects are mysterious and dark in the soul, 
and it may well be noted that even to-day the effect of the tides 
is more valid and strong and widespread than is generally sup¬ 
posed. For instance, it has been reported that radio reception 
is related to the rise and fall of Labrador tides,* and that there 
may be a relation between tidal rhythms and the recently ob¬ 
served fluctuations in the speed of light.® One could safely 
predict that all physiological processes correspondingly might 

1 Manner, The Tide n 

» acience, VoL 81. No. 2091. p. lOl. Jan. 26. 1936. 
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be shown to be influenced by the tides, could we but read the 
indices with sufficient delicacy. 

It appears that the physical evidence for this theory of George 
Darwin is more or less hypothetical, not in fact, but by inter¬ 
pretation, and that critical reasoning cbuld conceivably throw 
out the whole process and with it the biologic connotations, be¬ 
cause of unknown links and factors. Perhaps it should read 
the other way around. The animals themselves would seem to 
offer a striking confirmation to the tidal theory of cosmogony. 
One is almost forced to postulate some such theory if he would 
account causally for this primitive impress. It would seem far¬ 
fetched to attribute the strong lunar effects actually observable 
in breeding animals to the present fairly weak tidal forces only, 
or to coincidence. There is tied up to the most primitive and 
powerful racial or collective instinct a rhythm sense or “mem¬ 
ory” which affects everything and which in the past was prob¬ 
ably more potent than it is now. It would at least be more 
plausible to attribute these profound effects to devastating and 
instinct-searing tidal influences active during the formative 
times of the early race history of organisms; and whether or 
not any mechanism has been discovered or is discoverable to 
carry on this imprint through the germ plasms, the fact remains 
that the imprint is there. The imprint is in us and in Sparky 
and in the ship’s master, in the palolo worm, in mussel worrns, 
in chitons, and in the menstrual cycle of women. The imprint 
lies heavily on our dreams and on the delicate threads of our 
nerves, and if this seems to come a long way from sea-serpents 
and the Old Man of the Sea, actually it has not come far at all. 
The harvest of symbols in our minds seems to have been planted 
in the soft rich soil of our pre-humanity. Symbol, the serpent, 
the sea, and the moon might well be only the signal light that 
the psycho-physiologic warp exists. 



THE HUNT 


A bout noon we arrived at Puerto Escondido, the Hidden 
Harbour, a place of magic. If one wished to design a se¬ 
cret personal bay, one would probably build something very 
like this little harbour. A point swings about, making a small 
semi-circular bay fringed with bright-green mangroves, and 
only when one has turned inside this outer bay can one see th^^ 
there is a second, secret bay beyond—a long narrow bay with 
an entrance not more than fifty feet wide at flood. The charts 
gave three fathoms at the centre of the entrance, but the tide 
run was so furious that we did not attempt to take the Western 
Flyer in, but anchored in back of the first point, called Piedra 
de la Marina. Here we had more than ten fathoms, and Tony 
felt better about it. 

In the distance, and from the south, a canoe came up the 
coast with a small sail set. The Indians move great distances 
in their tiny boats. As soon as the anchor was out, we dropped 
the fishing lines and immediately hooked several hammer-head 
sharks and a large red schnapper. The air here was hot and 
filled with the smell of mangrove flowers. The little outer bay 
was our first collecting station, a shallow warm cove with a 
mud bottom and edged with small boulders, smooth and un¬ 
encrusted with algae. On the bottom we could see long snake¬ 
like animals, grey with black markings, with purplish-orange 
floriate heads like chrysanthemums. They were about three feet 
long and new to us. Wading in rubber boots, we captured some 
of them and they proved to be giant synaptids.' They were 
strange and frightening to handle, for they stuck to anything 
they touched, not with slime but as though they were coated 
with innumerable suction-cells. On being taken from the water, 
they collapsed to skin, for their bodily shape is maintained by 
wu water which they draw through themselves. 

water escapes and they hang as limp as 
unfilled sausage skins. Since they were new and fascinating 
o us, we took many specimens, manoeuvring them gently to 
e surface and then sliding them into submerged wooden col- 
lecting buckets to prevent them from dropping their water. On 
tne bottom they c rawled about, their flower-heads moving 

1A worm-Uke «ea-cucumber. Euapta sodeffroyi, 
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gently, while the current of water passing through their bodies 
drew food into their stomachs. When we took them on board, 
we found they had to a high degree the habit of a number of 
holothurians: eviscerating. These Euapta were a nervous lot. 
We tried to relax them with Epsom salts so that we might kill 
them with their floriate heads extended, but the salts, no matter 
how carefully administered, caused the heads to retract, and 
soon afterwards they threw their stomachs out into the water. 
The word “stomach'' is used here inadvisedly, for what they 
actually disgorge is the intestinal tract and respiratory tree. 

We intoxicated them with pure oxygen and then tried the 
salts, but with the same result. Finally, by administering the 
salts in minute quantities and very slowly, we were able to pre¬ 
serve some uneviscerated specimens, but none with the head 
extended. The colour motion pictures of the living animals, 
while not very good, at least showed the colour and shape and 
movement of the extended heads. Again we got photographs of 
only one end, but this time the more important end, the floriate 
head. 

In the little shallow bay there were many bright-green gars, 
or needle-fish, but they were too fast for our dip-nets and we 
were unable to take them. Botete, the poison fish, was here also 
in great numbers, and the boys took some of them with a light 
seine. We found here two new starfishes and many Cerianthus 
anemones. 

While we were collecting on the shore, Tiny rowed about 
in the little skiff in slightly deeper water. He carried a light 
three-pronged spear with which he picked up an occasional 
cushion star from the bottom. We heard him shout, and looked 
up to see a giant manta ray headed for him, the tips of the 
wings more than ten feet apart. It was rare to sec them in such 
shallow water. As it passed directly under his boat we yelled 
at him to spear it, since he wanted to so badly, but he simply 
sat in the bottom of the boat, gazing after the retreating ray, 
weakly swearing at us. For a long time he sat there quietly, 
not quite believing what he had seen. This great fish could 
have flicked Tony and boat and all into the air with one flap 
of its wing. Tiny wanted to sit still and think for a long time 
and he did. For an hour afterward he could only repeat, “Did 
you see that God-damned thing!” And from that moment it 
became Tiny’s ambition to catch and kill one of the giant rays. 

The canoe which had been sailing up the coast came along¬ 
side and a man and a little boy boarded us. They had with 
them what they called “abalon”—not true abalones, but gigantic 
fixed scallops, very good for food. They had also some of the 
hacha, the huge fan-shaped clam; pearl oysters, which are grow- 



381 


THE HUNT 

ing rare; and several huge conchs. We bought from the man 
what he had and asked him to get us more of the large shell¬ 
fish. We might look for weeks for animals he could go to 
directly. Everywhere it is the same: if an animal is good to 
cat or poisonous or dangerous the natives of the place will know 
about it and where it lives. But if it have none of these quali¬ 
ties, no matter how highly coloured or beautiful, he may never 
in his life have seen it. 

On the stone-bordered sandspit which is the southern block 
to the true inner Puerto Escondido there was a new stone build¬ 
ing not quite finished, with no one about it. Around the point 
there now came a large rowboat pushed by a fast outboard 
motor of a species distinct from the Sea-Cow, for it seemed 
controlled and dominated by its master. In this boat there were 
several Indians and three men dressed in riding breeches and 
hiking boots. They came aboard and introduced themselves as 
Leopoldo Perpuly, who owned a ranch on the edge of Puerto 
Escondido, Gilbert Baldibia, a school teacher from Loreto, and 
Manuel Madinabeitia C., of the customs service, also of Loreto. 
These last two were on a vacation and hunting trip. They were 
strong, fine-looking men wearing the ever-present .45-calibre 
automatics of the government service. We served them canned 
fruit salad and discussed with them the country we had covered, 
and they asked us to go hunting the horrego, or big-horn sheep, 
with them, starting that afternoon and getting back the next 
day. We were to go into the tremendous and desolate stone 
mountains to camp and hunt. We accepted immediately, and 
went with them to the little ranch set back half a mile from 
Puerto Escondido. We didn’t want to kill a big-horn sheep, but 
we wanted to see the country. As it turned out, none of them 
—the rancher, the teacher, or the customs man—had any inten¬ 
tion of killing a big-horn sheep. 

The little ranch was set deep in the brush. It was watered by 
deep wells of brackish brown water out of which endless chains 
of buckets emerged at the insistence of mules which turned the 
windlass. This rancher in the desert has dug sixty-foot wells, 
and he is raising tomatoes and he has planted many grapevines. 
But so dry is the earth that a few weeks without the rising 
buckets would destroy all his work. The houses of the ranch 
were simply roofs and low walls of woven palm, enough to 
keep out the wind but no obstruction to the air. The floors 
were of swept hard-packed earth, and there was an air of com- 

place. The Indian workmen worked very slowly, 
and the babies peeked out of the woven houses at us. We were 
to ride to the mountains on mules and one small horse while 

wo Indian men walked ahead. We were sorry for them until 
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we discovered that their main irritation lay in the fact that 
horses and mules are so slow. Often they disappeared ahead 
of us, and we found them later sitting beside the trail waiting 
for us. The line of us started out on a clear but unfinished 
road that was eventually to go to Loreto. The thick and thorny 
brush and cactus had been grubbed, but no scraping had been 
done yet. It was a fantastic country; heavy xerophytic plants; 
cacti, mimosa, and thorned bushes and trees crackled with the 
heat. There were the lichens which bleed bright red when they 
are broken and were once a source of dye before the anilines 
were developed. There were poison bushes which we were 
warned about, for if one touches them and then rubs one's eyes, 
blindness ensues. We learned some of the uses of plants of 
this country; maidenhair fern, we were told, is boiled to an in¬ 
fusion and given to women after childbirth. It is said that no 
hemorrhage can follow this treatment. We rode over a rolling, 
rocky, desolate country, then left the cleared, some-day road 
and turned up a trail toward the stone mountains, steep and 
slippery with shale. And here our Indians were even more im¬ 
patient, for the mules went more slowly while the Indians did 
not change gait for the steep places. 

“My mule was a complainer. For a while I thought he simply 
didn’t like me, but I believe now that he had a sour eye for 
the world. With every step he groaned with pain so convinc¬ 
ingly that once I removed the saddle to sec whether he might 
not be saddle-burned. He did not grunt, but drew from deep 
in his belly great groans of an agonized soul left to moulder in 
Purgatory. It is impossible to see why he did this, for cer¬ 
tainly no Mexican would believe him and he had never carried 
one of the more sentimental northern race before. I was heart¬ 
broken for him, but not sufficiently to get off and walk. We 
both suffered up the trail, he with pain and I with sorrow for 
him.” (Extract from the personal journal of one of us.) 

The trail cut back on itself again and again, and the bare 
mountains towered high and brooding over us. Far below we 
could see the brilliant blue water of the Gulf with a fantastic 
mirage cast over it. 

There was in our party one horse, a spindle-legged, small- 
buttocked little animal with eyes haunted by social inadequacy; 
one horse in a society of mules, and a gelding at that. We 
thought how often one mule is surrounded by socially dominant 
horses, all grace and prance, conscious of their power and loveli¬ 
ness. In this pattern the mule has developed his anti-social 
self-sufficiency. He knows he can out-think a horse and he is 
pretty sure he can out-think a human. In both respects he is 
correct. And so your socially outcast mule dwells inward in 
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sneering intellectuality; his mental pattern, conditioned by cen¬ 
turies of this cynical intellectualism, is set, and he is complete, 
sullen, treacherous, loving no one. selfish and self-centred. But 
this horse, having no such background, was unable to make the 
change in one generation. Surrounded by mules, he sorrowed 
and his spirit broke and his eyes were sad. The stiffening was 
gone from his ears and his mouth hung open. He slunk 
ashamedly along behind the mules. Stripped of his regalia and 
his titles, he was a pitiful thing. Refugee princes usually be¬ 
come waiters, but this poor horse was not even able to be a 
waiter, let alone a horse. And just as one is irritated by a 
grand duke if he has no robes and garters and large metal-and- 
enamel decorations, so we found ourselves disliking this poor 
horse; and he knew it and it didn’t help him. 

We came at last to a trail of broken stone and rubble so steep 
that the mules could not carry us any more. We dismounted 
and crawled on all fours, and we don’t know how the mules got 
up. After a short climb we emerged on a level place in a deep 
cleft in the granite mountains. In this cleft a tiny stream of 
water fell hundreds of feet from pool to pool. There were palm 
trees and wild grapevines and large ferns, and the water was 
cool and sweet. This little stream, coming from so high up in 
the mountains and falling so far, never had the final dignity of 
reaching the ocean. The desert sucked it down and the heat 
dried it up and on the level it disappeared in a light mist of 
frustration. We sat beside a pool of the waterfall and our 
Indians made coffee for us and unpacked a lunch, and one item 
of this lunch was so delicious that we have wanted it again. 


It is made in this way: a warm tortilla is laid down and spread 
with well-cooked beans, and another tortilla laid on top and 
spread, and another, until it is ten or twelve layers thick. Then 
it is wrapped in cloth. Before eating it one slices downward 
through the layers as with a cake. It is a fine dish and very 
filling. While we ate, the Indians made our beds on the ground, 
and we fired a few shots at a rock across the canyon. Then it 
w« dark and we lay in our blankets and talked, and here we 
suffered greatly. For the funny stories began. We suppose 
they weren't clean stories, but we couldn’t be sure. Nearly 
everyone began, “Once there was a school teacher with large 

r sympathetic-” “Hfuy simpdtica” has a 

s *ffhoy different connotation from that of “sympathetic,” for 
sympathy is a passive state of receptivity, but to be **simpdtica*^ 
if roore active or co-operative, even sometimes a little for- 
r ’ this **simpdtica” school teacher invariably 

students “a tall strong boy, cow cojones, pero 
3 w this last with a gesture easily seen in the firelight. 
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The stories progressed until they came to the schnappers; we 
leaned forward studiously intent, but the schnappers were either 
so colloquial that we could not understand them or so filled with 
the laughter of the teller that we couldn’t make out the words. 
Story after story was told, and we didn’t get a single schnapper, 
not one. Our suspicions were aroused, of course. We knew 
something was bound to happen when a school teacher **muy 
shnpdtica** asks a large boy “con cojones** to stay after school, 
but whether it ever did or not we do not know. 

It grew cold in the night, and the mosquitoes were unmerci¬ 
ful. In this sparsely populated country human blood must be 
a rarity. We were a seldom-found dessert to them, and they 
whooped and screamed and attacked, power-diving and wheel¬ 
ing up and diving again. The visibility was good, and we made 
excellent targets. Only when it became bitterly cold did they 
go away. 

We have noticed many times how lightly Mexican Indians 
sleep. Often in the night they awaken to smoke a cigarette 
and talk softly for a while, and then go to sleep again rather 
like restless birds, which sing a little in the dark, dreaming 
that it is already day. Half a dozen times a night they may 
awaken thus, and it is pleasant to hear them, for they talk very 
quietly as though they were dreaming. 

When the dawn came, our Indians made coffee for us and we 
ate more of the lunch- Then, with some ceremony, the ranch- 
owner presented a Winchester .30-30 carbine with a broken 
stock to those Indians, and they set off straight up the mountain 
side. This, our first hunt for the borrego, or big-horn sheep, 
was the nicest hunting we have ever had. We did not raise 
a hand in our own service during the entire trip. Besides, we 
do not like to kill things—we do it when it is necessary, but 
we take no pleasure in it; and those fine Indians did it for us— 
the hunting, that is—while we sat beside the little waterfall 
and discussed many things with our hosts—how all Americans 
are rich and own new Fords; how there is no poverty in the 
United States and everyone sees a moving picture every night 
and is drunk as often as he wishes; how there are no political 
animosities; no need; no fear; no failure; no unemployment or 
hunger. It was a wonderful country we came from and our 
hosts knew all about it and told us. We could not spoil such a 
dream. After each one of his assurances we said, **C6mo nof” 
which is the most cautious understatement in the world, for 
^*C6mo nof** means nothing at all. It is a polite filler between 
two statements from your companion. And we sat in that cool 
place and looked out over the hot desert country to the 
Gulf. In a couple of hours our Indians came back; they had 
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no borrego, but one of them had a pocketful of droppings. It 
was time by now to start back to the boat. We intend to do all 
our future hunting in exactly this way. The ranch owner said a 
little sadly, “If they had killed one we could have had our pic¬ 
tures taken with it," but except for that loss, there was no loss, 
for none of us like to have the horns of dead animals around. 

We had sat beside the little pool and watched the tree-frogs 
and the horsehair worms and the water-skaters, and had won¬ 
dered how they got there, so far from other water. It seerned 
to us that life in every form is incipiently everywhere waiting 
for a chance to take root and start reproducing; eggs, spores, 
seeds, bacilli—everywhere. Let a raindrop fall and it is crowded 
with the waiting life. Everything is everywhere; and we, see¬ 
ing the desert country, the hot waterless expanse, and knowing 
how far away the nearest water must be, say with a kind of 
disbelief, “How did they get clear here, these little animals?” 
And until we can attack with our poor blunt weapon of reason 
that causal process and reduce it, we do not quite believe in 
the horsehair worms and the tree-frogs. The great fact is that 
they are there. Seeing a school of fish lying quietly in still 
water, all the heads pointing in one direction, one says, “It js 
unusual that this is so”—but it isn’t unusual at all. We begin 


at the wrong end. They simply lie that way, and it is remark¬ 
able only because with our blunt tool we cannot carve out a 
human reason. Everything is potentially everywhere—the body 
is potentially cancerous, phthisic, strong to resist or weak to re¬ 
ceive. In one swing of the balance the waiting life pounces in 
and takes possession and grows strong while our own individual 
chemistry is distorted past the point where it can maintain its 
balance. This we call dying, and by the process we do not give 
nor offer but are taken by a multiform life and used for its 
proliferation. These things are balanced. A man is potentially 
all things, too, greedy and cruel, capable of great love or ^eat 
of balanced or unbalanced so-called emotions. This is 
the way he is—one factor is a surge of striving. And he con- 
tinues to ask “why” without first admitting to himself his cos- 
jnic identity. There are colonies of pelagic tunicates* which 
f fS ^ shape like the finger of a glove. Each member 

an individual animal, but the colony is another 
maividual animal, not at all like the sum of its individuals. 

colonists, girdling the open end, have developed 
e ability, one against the other, of making a pulsing move- 
ent very like muscular action. Others of the colonists collect 
e food and distri bute it, and the outside of the glove is har- 

* **yro8oma elganteum. 
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dened and protected against contact. Here are two animals, 
and yet the same thing—something the early Church would 
have been forced to call a mystery. When the early Church 
called some matter “a mystery” it accepted that thing fully and 
deeply as so, but simply not accessible to reason because reason 
had no business with it. So a man of individualistic reason, if 
he must ask, “Which is the animal, the colony or the indivi¬ 
dual?” must abandon his particular kind of reason and say, 
“Why, it’s two animals and they aren’t alike any more than 
the cells of my body are like me. I am much more than the 
sum of my cells and, for all I know, they are much more than 
the division of me.” There is no quietism in such acceptance, 
but rather the basis for a far deeper understanding of us and our 
world. And now this is ready for the taboo-box. 

It is not enough to say that we cannot know or judge because 
all the information is not in. The process of gathering know¬ 
ledge does not lead to knowing. A child’s world spreads only 
a little beyond his understanding while that of a great scientist 
thrusts outward immeasurably. An answer is invariably the 
parent of a great family of new questions. So we draw worlds 
and fit them like tracings against the world about us, and 
crumple them when they do not fit and draw new ones. The 
tree-fro*g in the high pool in the mountain cleft, had he been 
endowed with human reason, on finding a cigarette butt in the 
water might have said, “Here is an impossibility. There is no 
tobacco hereabouts nor any paper. Here is evidence of fire and 
there has been no fire. This thing cannot fly nor crawl nor blow 
in the wind. In fact, this thing cannot be and I will deny it, for 
if I admit that this thing is here the whole world of frogs is 
in danger, and from there it is only one step to anti-frogi- 
centricism.” And so that frog will for the rest of his life try to 
forget that something that is, is. 

On the way back from the mountain one of the Indians of¬ 
fered us his pocketful of sheep droppings, and we accepted only 
a few because he did not have many and he probably had rela¬ 
tives who wanted them. We came back through heat and dry¬ 
ness to Puerto Escondido, and it seemed ridiculous to us that 
the Western Flyer had been there all the time. Our hosts had 
been kind to us and considerate as only Mexicans can be. Fur¬ 
thermore, they had taught us the best of all ways to go hunting, 
and we shall never use any other. We have, however, made 
one slight improvement on their method: we shall not take a 
gun, thereby obviating the last remote possibility of having 
the hunt cluttered up with game. We have never understood 
why men mount the heads of animals and hang them up to 
look down on their conquerors. Possibly it feels good to these 
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men to be superior to animals, but it does seem that if they 
were sure of it they would not have to prove it. Often a man 
who is afraid must constantly demonstrate his courage and, in 
the case of the hunter, must keep a tangible record of his cour¬ 
age. For ourselves, we have had mounted in a small hardwood 
plaque one perfect borrego dropping. And where another man 
can say, “There was an animal, but because I am greater than 
he, he is dead and I am alive, and there is his head to prove it,” 
we can say, “There was an animal, and for all we know there 
still is and here is the proof of it. He was very healthy when 
we last heard of him.” 

After the dryness of the mountain it was good to come back 
to the sea again. One who was born by the ocean or has asso¬ 
ciated with it cannot ever be quite content away from it for very 
long. 

Sparky made us a great dish of his spaghetti, the veritable 
Enea spaghetti, and we ate until we were bloated with it. 


HOMING 


A T THREE a.m. Pacific time we passed the light on the 
^ false cape and made our new course northward, and the 
sky was grey and threatening and the wind increased. The Gulf 
was blotted out for us—the Gulf that was thought and work 
and sunshine and play. This new world of the Pacific took 
hold of us and we thought again of an unseen person on the 
deckhouse, some kind of symbol person—to a sailor, a ghost, a 
premonition, a feeling in human form. 

We could not yet relate the microcosm of the Gulf with the 
macrocosm of the sea. As we went northward the grey waves 
rolled up and the Western Flyer stubbed her nose into them and 
the white spray flew over us. The day passed and a new night 
came and the sea grew more stern. Now we plunged like a 
nervous horse, and no step could be taken without a steadying 
hand. The galley was in confusion, for a can of olive oil had 
leaped from its stand and flooded the floor. On the stove, the 
coffee pot slipped back and forth between its bars. 

Over the surface of the heaving sea the birds flew landward, 
zigzagging to cover themselves in the wave troughs from the 
wind. The man at the wheel was the lucky one, for he had a 
grip against the pitching. He was closest to the boat and to 
the rising storm. He was the receiver, but also he was the 
giver and his hand was on the course. 

What was the shape and size and colour and tone of this 
little expedition? We slipped into a new frame and grew to be 
a part of it, related in some subtle way to the reefs and beaches, 
related to the little animals, to the stirring waters and the warm 
brackish lagoons. This trip had dimension and tone. It was 
a thing whose boundaries seeped through itself and beyond into 
some time and space that was more than all the Gulf and more 
than all our lives. Our fingers turned over the stones and we 
saw life that was like our life. 

On the deckhouse we held the rails for support, and the blunt 
nose of the boat fought into the waves and the grey-green water 
struck us in the face. Some creative thing had happened, a real 
tempest in our small teapot minds. But boiling water still pro¬ 
duces steam, whether in a watch-glass or in a turbine. It is 
the same stuff—weak and dissipating or explosive, depending on 
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its use. The shape of the trip was an integrated nucleus from 
which weak strings of thought stretched into every reachable 
reality, and a reality which reached into us through our per¬ 
ceptive nerve trunks. The laws of thought seemed really one 
with the laws of things. There was some quality of music here, 
perhaps not to be communicated, but sounding clear and huge 
in our minds. The boat plunged and shook herself, and rivers 
of swirling water ran down the scuppers. Below in the hold, 
packed in jars, were thousands of little dead animals, but we 
did not think of them as trophies, as things cut off from the tide 
pools of the Gulf, but rather as drawings, incomplete and imper¬ 
fect, of how it had been there. The real picture of how it had 
been there and how we had been there was in our minds, bright 
with sun and wet with sea water and blue or burned, and the 
whole crusted over with exploring thought. Here was no ser¬ 
vice to science, no naming of unknown animals, but rather—we 
simply liked it. We liked it very much. The brown Indians 
and the gardens of the sea, and the beer and the work, they were 
all one thing and we were that one thing, too. 

The Western Flyer hunched into the great waves toward 
Cedros Island, the wind blew off the tops of the whitecaps, and 
the big guy wire, from bow to mast, took up its vibration like 
the low pipe on a tremendous organ. It sang its deep note into 
the wind. 
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THE DEBT SHALL BE PAID 


I N THE little town the news ran quickly. It was communi¬ 
cated by whispers in doonvays, by quick, meaningful looks— 
“The Mayor's been arrested”—and through the town a little 
quiet jubilance ran, a fierce little jubilance, and people talked 
quietly together and went apart, and people going in to buy 
food leaned close to the clerks for a moment and a word passed 
between them. 

The people went into the country, into the woods, searching 
for dynamite. And children playing in the snow found the dyna¬ 
mite, and by now even the children had their instructions. 
They opened the packages and ate the chocolate, and then they 
buried the dynamite in the snow and told their parents where 
it was. 

Far out in the country a man picked up a tube and read the 
instructions and he said to himself, ‘T wonder if this works.” 
He stood the tube up in the snow and lighted the fuse, and he 
ran back from it and counted, but his count was fast. It was 
sixty-eight before the dynamite exploded. He said, “It does 
work,” and he went hurriedly about looking for more tubes. 

Almost as though at a signal the people went into their houses 
and the doors were closed, the streets were quiet. At the mine 
the soldiers carefully searched every miner who went into the 
shaft, searched and re-searched, and the soldiers were nervous 
and rough and they spoke harshly to the miners. The miners 
looked coldly at them, and behind their eyes was a little fierce 
jubilance. 

In the drawing-room of the palace of the Mayor the table had 
been cleaned up, and a soldier stood guard at Mayor Orden's 
bedroom door. Annie was on her knees in front of the coal 
grate, putting little pieces of coal on the fire. She looked up 
at the sentry standing in front of Mayor Orden’s door and she 
said truculently, “Well, what are you going to do to him?” The 
soldier did not answer. 

The outside door opened and another soldier came in, holding 
^ctor Winter by the arm. He closed the door behind Doctor 
Wmter and stood against the door inside the room. Doctor 
Winter said, “Hellio, Annie, how’s His Excellency?” 
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And Annie pointed at the bedroom and said, “He’s in there.” 

“He isn’t ill?” Doctor Winter said. 

“No, he didn’t seem to be,” said Annie. “I’ll see if I can tell 
him you’re here.” She went to the sentry and spoke imperi¬ 
ously. “Tell His Excellency that Doctor Winter is here, do you 
hear me?” 

The sentry did not answer and did not move, but behind him 
the door opened and Mayor Orden stood in the doorway. He 
ignored the sentry and brushed past him and stepped into the 
room. For a moment the sentry considered taking him back, 
and then he returned to his place beside the door. Orden said, 
“Thank you, Annie. Don’t go too far away, will you? I might 
need you.” 

Annie said, “No, sir, I won’t. Is Madame all right?” 

“She’s doing her hair. Do you want to see her, Annie?” 

“Yes, sir,” said Annie, and she brushed past the sentry, too, 
and went into the bedroom and shut the door. 

Orden said, “Is there something you want, Doctor?” 

Winter grinned sardonically, and pointed over his shoulder 
to his guard. “Well, I guess I'm under arrest. My friend here 
brought me.” 

Orden said, “I suppose it was bound to come. What will 
they do now, I wonder?” And the two men looked at each 
other for a long time and each one knew what the other one 
was thinking. 

And then Orden continued as though he had been talking. 
“You know, I couldn’t stop it if I wanted to.” 

“I know,” said Winter, “but they don’t know,” And he went 
on with a thought he had been having. “A time-minded people,” 
he said, “and the time is nearly up. They think that just be¬ 
cause they have only one leader and one head, we are all like 
that. They know that ten heads lopped off will destroy them, 
but we are a free people; we have as many heads as we have 
people, and in a time of need leaders pop up among us like 
mushrooms.” 

Orden put his hand on Winter’s shoulder and he said, “Thank 
you. I knew it, but it’s good to hear you say it. The little 
people won’t go under, will they?” He searched Winter’s face 
anxiously. 

And the doctor reassured him, “Why, no, they won’t. As a 
matter of fact, they will grow stronger with outside help.” 

The room was silent for a moment. The sentry shifted his 
position a little and his rifle clinked on a button. 

Orden said, “I can talk to you. Doctor, and I probably won’t 
be able to talk again. There are little shameful things in my 
mind.” He coughed and glanced at the rigid soldier, but the 
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soldier gave no sign of having heard. “I have been thinking 
of my own death. H they follow the usual course, they must 
kill me, and then they must kill you.” And when Winter was 
silent, he said, “Mustn’t they?” 

“Yes, I guess so.” Winter walked to one of the gilt chairs, 
and as he was about to sit down he noticed that its tapestry 
was torn, and he petted the seat with his fingers as though 
that would mend it. And he sat down gently because it was 
torn. 

And Orden went on, “You know, I’m afraid, I have been 
thinking of ways to escape, to get out of it. I have been think¬ 
ing of running away. 1 have been thinking of pleading for my 
life, and it makes me ashamed.” 

And Winter, looking up, said, “But you haven’t done it.” 

“No. I haven’t.” 

“And you won’t do it.” 

Orden hesitated. “No, I won’t. But I have thought of it.” 

And Winter said, gently, “How do you know everyone doesn’t 
think of it? How do you know I haven’t thought of it?” 

“I wonder why they arrested you, too,” Orden said. “I guess 
they will have to kill you, too.” 

“I guess so,” said Winter. He rolled his thumbs and watched 
them tumble over and over. 

“You know so,” Orden was silent for a moment and then 
he said, “You know, Doctor, I am a little man and this is a little 
town, but there must be a spark in little men that can burst 
into flame. I am afraid, I am terribly afraid, and I thought of 
all the things I might do to save my own life, and then that 
went away, and sometimes now I feel a kind of exultation, as 
though I were bigger and better than I am, and do you know 
what I have been thinking. Doctor?” He smiled, remembering. 
Do you remember in school, in the Apologyt Do you remem- 
er Socrates says, 'Someone will say, “And are you not ashamed, 
ocrateS’ of a course of life which is likely to bring you to an 
untimely end?” To him I may fairly answer, “There you are 
laf* ’i? who is good for anything ought not to calcu- 
5 living or dying; he ought only to consider 

to renie*mber^ doing right or wrong.”*” Orden paused, trying 

tensely forward now, and he went on with 
von -f ■ ^ S:ood man or of a bad.* I don’t think 

werp *iuite right. You never were a good scholar. You 

were wrong ,n the denunciation, too.” 

“Yes” remember that?” 

a line or 1 j eagerly, “I remember it well. You forgot 
a word. It was graduation, and you were so excited 
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you forgot to tuck in your shirt-tail and your shirt-tail was out. 
You wondered why they laughed.” 

Orden smiled to himself, and his hand went secretly behind 
him and patrolled for a loose shirt-tail. “I was Socrates,” he 
said, “and I denounced the School Board. How I denounced 
them! I bellowed it, and I could see them grow red.” 

Winter said, “They were holding their breaths to keep from 
laughing. Your shirt-tail was out.” 

Mayor Orden laughed. “How long ago? Forty years.” 

“Forty-six.” 

The sentry by the bedroom door moved quietly over to the 
sentry by the outside door. They spoke softly out of the cor¬ 
ners of their mouths like children whispering in school. “How 
long you been on duty?” 

“All night. Can’t hardly keep my eyes open.” 

“Me, too. Hear from your wife on the boat yesterday?” 

“Yes! She said say hello to you. Said she heard you was 
wounded. She don’t write much.” 

“Tell her I’m all right.” 

“Sure—when I write.” 

The Mayor raised his head and looked at the ceiling and he 
muttered, “Um—um—um. I wonder if I can remember—how 
does it go?” 

And Winter prompted him, “ ‘And now, O men-’ ” 

And Orden said softly, “ ‘And now, O men who have con¬ 
demned me-’ ” 

Colonel Lanser came quietly into the room; the sentries stif¬ 
fened. Hearing the words, the colonel stopped and listened. 

Orden looked at the ceiling, lost in trying to remember the 
old words. “ ‘And now, O men who have condemned me,* ’* he 
said, “ ‘I would fain prophesy to you—for I am about to die— 
and—in the hour of death—men are gifted with prophetic power. 
And I—prophesy to you who are my murderers—that immedi¬ 
ately after my—my death——* *’ 

And Winter stood up, saying, “Departure.” 

Orden looked at him. “What?” 

And Winter said, “The word is ‘departure,* not ‘death.* You 
made the same mistake before. You made that mistake forty- 
six years ago.’* 

“No, it is death. It is death.** Orden looked around and saw 
Colonel Lanser watching him. He asked, “Isn’t it ‘death’?’* 

Colonel Lanser said, “‘Departure.* It is ‘immediately after 
my departure.’ ” 

Doctor Winter insisted, “You see, that’s two against one. 
‘Departure’ is the word. It is the same mistake you made be¬ 
fore.” 
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Then Orden looked straight ahead and his eyes were in his 
memory, seeing nothing outward. And he went on, “ ‘I prophesy 
to you who are my murderers that immediately after my—de¬ 
parture punishment far heavier than you have inflicted on me 
will surely await you.’ ” 

Winter nodded encouragingly, and Colonel Lanser nodded, 
and they seemed to be trying to help him to remember. And 
Orden went on, “ 'Me you have killed because you wanted to 
escape the accuser, and not to give an acount of your lives-!’ " 

Lieutenant Prackle entered excitedly, crying “Colonel 
Lanser!’’ 

Colonel Lanser said, “Shh-” and he held out his hand to 

restrain him. 


And Orden went on softly, “ ‘But that will not be as you sup¬ 
pose; far otherwise.'” His voice grew stronger. “‘For I say 
that there will be more accusers of you than there are now’ “— 
he made a little gesture with his hand, a speech-making 
gesture—'* ‘accusers whom hitherto I have restrained; and as 
they are younger they will be more inconsiderate with you, and 

you will be more offended at them.' ” He frowned, trying to 
remember. 


And Lieutenant Prackle said, “Colonel Lanser, we have found 
some men with dynamite.” 

And Lanser said, “Hush.” 

Orden continued. “ ‘If you think that by killing men you 
can prevent someone from censuring your evil lives, you are 
mistaken.’ ” He frowned and thought and he looked at the 
ceiling, and he smiled embarrassedly and he said, “That's all I 
can remember. It is gone away from me.” 

And Doctor Winter said, “It’s very good after forty-six years, 
and you weren’t very good at it forty-six years ago,” 

Lieutenant Prackle broke in, “The men have dynamite, Colonel 
Lanser,” 

"Did you arrest them ?” 

"Yes, sir. Captain Loft and-” 

"Tell Captain Loft to guard them.” He recap- 
^^®sel£ and he advanced into the room and he said, 
<Jrden, these things must stop.” 

gjj. Mayor smiled helplessly at him. “They cannot stop, 


harshly, “I arrested you as a hostage for 
behaviour of your people. Those are my orders.” 

under^f,?/* said simply. “You don’t 

th«v win When I have become a hindrance to the people, 
my will do without me.” 
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Lanser said, “Teil me truly what you think. If the people 
know you will be shot if they light another fuse, what will they 
do?" 

The Mayor looked helplessly at Doctor Winter. And then 
the bedroom door opened and Madame came out, carrying the 
Mayor’s chain of office in her hand. She said, “You forgot 
this." 

Orden said, “What? Oh, yes," and he stooped his head and 
Madame slipped the chain of office over his head, and he said, 
“Thank you, dear.” 

Madame complained, “You always forget it. You forget it 
all the time." 

The Mayor looked at the end of the chain he held in his 
hand—the gold medallion with the insignia of his office carved 
on it. Lanser pressed him. “What will they do?" 

“I don't know," said the Mayor. “I think they will light the 
fuse." 

“Suppose you ask them not to?" 

Winter said, “Colonel, this morning I saw a little boy building 
a snow man, while three grown soldiers watched to see that 
he did not caricature your leader. He made a pretty good like¬ 
ness, too, before they destroyed it.” 

Lanser ignored the doctor. “Suppose you ask them not to?" 
he repeated. 

Orden seemed half asleep; his eyes were drooped, and he tried 
to think. He said, “I am not a very brave man, sir. I think 
they will light it, anyway.” He struggled with his speech. “I 
hope they will, but if I ask them not to, they will be sorry." 

Madame said, “What is this all about?" 

“Be quiet a moment, dear," the Mayor said. 

“But you think they will light it?" Lanser insisted. 

The Mayor spoke proudly. “Yes, they will light it. I have 
no choice of living or dying, you see, sir, but—I do have a 
choice of how I do it. If I tell them not to fight, they will be 
sorry, but they will fight. If I tell them to fight, they will be 
glad, and I who am not a very brave man will have made 
them a little braver." He smiled apologetically. “You see, it 
is an easy thing to do, since the end for me is the same.” ^ 

Lanser said, “If you say yes, we can tell them you said no. 
We can tell them you begged for your life.” 

And Winter broke in angrily, “They would know. You do 
not keep secrets. One of your men got out of hand one night 
and he said the flies had conquered the flypaper, and now the 
whole nation knows his words. They have made a song of it. 
The flies have conquered the flypaper. You do not keep secrets, 

Colonel.” 
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From the direction of the mine a whistle tooted shrilly. And 
a quick gust of wind sifted dry snow against the windows. 

Orden fingered his gold medallion. He said quietly, “You see, 
sir, nothing can change it. You will be destroyed and driven 
out.” His voice was very soft. “The people don’t like to be 
conquered, sir, and so they will not be. Free men cannot start 
a war, but once it is started, they can fight on in defeat. Herd 
men, followers of a leader, cannot do that, and so it is always 
the herd men who win battles and the free men who win wars. 
You will find that is so, sir.” 

Lanser was erect and stiff. “My orders are clear. Eleven 
o’clock was the deadline. I have taken hostages. If there is 
violence, the hostages will be executed.” 

And Doctor Winter said to the colonel, “Will you carry out 
the orders, knowing they will fail?” 

Lanser’s face was tight. “I will carry out my orders no matter 
what they are, but I do think, sir, a proclamation from you 
might save many lives.” 

Madame broke in plaintively, “I wish you would tell me what 
all this nonsense is.” 

“It is nonsense, dear.” 

But they can’t arrest the Mayor,” she explained to him. 

Orden smiled at her. "No,” he said, “they can’t arrest the 

Mayor. The Mayor is an idea conceived by free men. It will 
escape arrest.” 


From the distance there was a sound of an explosion. And 

it rolled to the hills and back again. The whistle 

he coal mine tooted a shrill, sharp warning. Orden stood 

very tensely for a moment and then he smiled. A second ex- 

roared nearer this time and heavier—and its echo rolled 

mountains. Orden looked at his watch and then 

watch and chain and put them in Doctor Winter’s 

«Tk 'I he asked, 

ine Hies have conquered the flypaper.” Winter said. 

and The bedroom door opened instantly 

and the Mayor said, “Were you listening?” 

A A* ^hnie was embarrassed. 

ftf cM; explosion roared near by and there was a sound 

sentriJ' and breaking glass, and the door behind the 

st^v “Annie. I want you to 

aloL^’^ ^ M you. Don’t leave her 

the frtri*k t around Madame and he kissed her on 

LieiifA««^f 1 moved slowly toward the door where 

Doctnr w In the doorway he turned back to 

Sy “Wm I r® ® Asclepius,” he said 

eny. Will you remember to pay the debt?” 
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Winter closed his eyes for a moment before he answered, **The 
debt shall be paid.” 

Orden chuckled then. “I remembered that one. I didn’t for¬ 
get that one.” He put his hand on Prackle’s arm, and the 
lieutenant flinched away from him. 

And Winter nodded slowly. “Yes, you remembered. The 

debt shall be paid.” 
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TZABY'S pilot and co-pilot, bombadier and navigator went 
^ to the squadron room under orders and they found the 
crews of five other ships there. The squadron leader, a major 
of forty-two, sat behind his desk. “You’re going on a night 
mission,” he said, “a bomber flight of six planes. The target 
is a barge anchored in the Gulf. Now, here arc the maps.” 
The pilots leaned close over the operations table and studied 
the position of the target. They worked out their flight plans 
as they had been taught. 

The only thing there won’t be is anti-aircraft and enemy 
fighters, but make sure your gunners are alert and that they 
keep their sights warm. Better get some sleep now. The start 
IS eleven exact.” 

It was not a nice night. Loose, low clouds hung at 1,200 feet 
and sent down a warm drizzle. The airfield was dark. One 
had to go close to see the sentries about the ships. The men 
rew their sheepskin clothes, loose pants, and jackets of lamb- 
s in with the fleece inside and they drew oxygen masks and 
parachutes and fleece-lined boots. Containers of hot coffee went 
aboard the ships and boxes of sandwiches. At 10.55 Bill went 
0 e ship with his guarded bombsight. The ground crews 

on the motors, filling the gas tanks, and the bomb 
shine loading 100 lb. bombs into the open bellies of the 

vonsl^ fi.-racks. Allan looked ner- 

gunners were in the ship checking their 
Babu 10-58 Joe and Allan and Harris went out to 

checki^H hovering about with the ground crew. Bill 

Then ^ and inspected the bomb latches in the racks. 

sharp the flifit'l darkness. At 11 

roared down runway. His ship 

it took the shooting sparks from its exhaust, and 

hand of hU ef V®® ^^S^ht behind. Joe looked at the second 

he pushed crossed the one minute mark 

and lifted inf^ soared down the dark runway 

a minute behind'^tif**^* other ships came behind, each one 
" and lost sip-ht other. Baby bounced up into the clouds 

sight of everything till at 10,000 feet she burst out 
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into a clear dark night littered with stars. Allan called the 
course. They were to rendezvous at 11.45 at a spot over the 
ocean to be found in the dark, by instruments. Time, speed, 
altitude, all were calculated. Baby had to be there within a 
very few seconds. Bill lifted the ship to 15,000 feet. The 
radio was dead on this mission. Harris had his set open but 
he was not talking. Abner moved sleekly about testing the de¬ 
icers, turning the valves of the oxygen tubes. They were to 
rendezvous at 18,000 feet. 

At 15,000, Joe spoke into his microphone to the crew. They 
slipped into sheepskins and boots and adjusted the oxygen 
masks, fitted the rubber tubes to the copper supply tubes. It 
was cold in the ship, a little frost began to form on the edges 
of the wings. Abner started the de-icing pumps. The rubber¬ 
wing edges pulsed, shook off the first ice. Allan at his little 
table worked on the course. A small shaded globe threw a 
round spot of light on his table. He called into his microphone 
and the co-pilot raised the ship’s nose for more altitude. Joe 
was out of his seat slipping on his sheepskins. When he was 
back and strapped in, Abner brought him a paper cup of hot 
coffee. It was very cold in the ship. The only light on Baby 
was a dim running light a-rear and on top of the fuselage. Joe 
could not see any of the other ships. At 11.43 Allan began to 
lean forward and peer out of the nose of the ship. Joe checked 
his watch. 

At 11.45 exactly he saw a flash of wing lights ahead, a quick 
flash, and he said quietly into his microphone, “Good work, 
Allan.” Allan heaved a great sigh of relief. It is something 
to find a spot that doesn’t exist except on your instruments. 

The other ships were there at the same moment. The last 
ship had come in at an advanced speed. He had come just six 
minutes quicker than the flight commander. Baby took her 
place to the right and above and behind the leader. There was 
another ship to the right above and behind Baby. On the other, 
the left leg of the vee, were two more ships, while the sixth 
ship flew behind and between the spread legs of the vee. Each 
ship watched the dim light of the ship ahead. The 
fully maintained the intervals. The flight went up to 25,000 
feet now and the men needed the oxygen. The ships flew on 
and on into the dark night. Below, the clouds thinned and 
they could see patches of dark ocean. The men sat quietly m 
the darkened ships. 

Only a little glow came from the instrument panels where 
the dials were lighted. At one o’clock the flight leader’s wing 
lights flashed. Joe leaned forward. The signal came then to 
attack. Joe pulled back his throttles and the roaring motors 
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quieted. The ships dropped back in a line about a mile apart 
and began to lose altitude. In the nose, Bill took the cover 
from his bombsight, cleaned his eyepiece with a handkerchief. 
The bomb bay doors rolled up and the ship dropped slowly. They 
could not see the leader’s lights now. Allan, with the target 
spotted on his map, called the course. The oxygen masks came 
off now. The gunners sat up straight in their stations. Bill 
strained his eyes forward into the darkness. 

Allan said into his microphone, “Nearly there,” and then below 
them and far ahead there was a flash of light and another and 
another. Three flares dropped by the leader floated down on 
parachutes and ahead and below on the surface of the water, 


Bill could see the target barge with a white cross painted on it. 
He leaned low over his bombsight and his fingers worked busily 
at the knobs. The barge was on the cross hairs. He pressed 
the release and sat back. Five seconds, ten, fifteen, and the 
whisking sound as the bomb train went out, not in salvo all 
at once but each one a fraction of a second behind the other. 
Bill looked down and back now. He could not see his bombs 
falling but he saw the line of flashes as the train marched over 
the target, and the flashes had hardly stopped before a second 
line of bursts from the ship behind trooped over. Four trains 
were released and the last ship took the photograph of a wrecked 
and sinking target. 

And now the signal came from the leader to go home. Joe 
looked at his watch. The return was just as carefully plotted 
but It \yas a scattered return and the ships must land at one- 
mmute intervals at the field from which they had taken off. 

Allan still worked at his table. It was just as hard getting 
back as going out. The runway of an airfield is a very small 
pl^e to find on the surface of the earth. They landed at last 
and saw that the propellors of the leader’s ship were still turn¬ 
ing on the flight line. Joe brought his ship in and taxied off 

f third ship came in. The crew climbed 

^ ' }^y were tired from the strain of trying to do the job 
per ectly, and although they did not know how they knew it, 

practice flight was over. The ap- 

done. Their next flight would be to a battle 
station somewhere in the world. 

werl Allan talked it over the next morning. They 

meanf their breakfast. The night flight 

noon have to report until 3 o'clock in the after- 

bardmAnf their training was over. They were a bom- 

from so manl! gathered from so many places, 

and trainp/i K backgrounds, was a crew now, moulded 

and trained to do a job. They had no patriotic sentiments. 
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Those were for politicians. They were workmen, specialists. 
If the safety and future of the country depended on them, you 
could not learn that from them. They thought in terms of 
distance and of course and of demolition. They thought in terms 
of calibres and horsepower, of lift and range, and right now 
they thought in terms of ham and eggs and coffee. But the 
great mission was in their heads. 

Bill said, “Hey, Joe, you got any idea where we’ll go?” 

And Joe said, “Sure, England or India or Africa or maybe 
China or Alaska.” 

“No, seriously, Joe, don’t you know?’’ 

“No,” said Joe, “but I’ll be awful glad to get going. I used 
to run in school. You get down on your mark and you wait for 
the gun. That’s a funny time while you’re waiting for the gun.” 
“Well, I hope they shoot her pretty soon.” 

Bill said, “Suppose we will get any leave before we take off?” 
“How do I know?” Joe went on mumbling into a mouthful 
of ham. 

The crew knew they were going and the whole field knew it 
although there were no orders yet. B<iby*s crew belonged^ to 
the senior squadron on the field. New squadrons were behind 
them now and they had seen other squadrons go ahead of 

them. A n- 1 . X 

In the newspapers there were constant reports. A night or 

B-24’s had bombed Tobruk. Another flight had reduced German 
shipping to wreckage in a port of Greece. They wondered if 
these could be men they knew. They might be the men 
had eaten with in town and had played pool with in the B O Q. 
Abner went out that morning with a can of white paint and he 
freshened the name Baby on the ship and he went over the out¬ 
lines of the insignia, a bathing girl built like a bomb plum¬ 
meting downwards. . 

The time was coming. The squadron knew it. Daily, nightly, 
the missions went out over the Gulf, but the big mission was 
coming. The mission toward which all the training had aimed 

_contact with the enemy, a well-armed, well-trained desperate 

enemy. That was why the men looked so carefully at the news¬ 
papers and what they found in the newspapers reassured them. 
Our ships are as good or better than anything m the world. 
Our crews are better. They found in the papers that w en 

forces were equal, our force won. ^ 

The major called the pilots in and fifteen minutes later they 

came out of the squadron room. 

Bill said, “We going?” 

“Yes,” said Joe, 

“When?” 
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“To-night.” 

“You know where?” 

“No. You want to get your things together,” Joe said. 

“That won’t take half an hour.” And then Joe said, “You 
can write some letters. They'll be posted after we go.” 

And each man wrote his letters home. They were not the 
kind of letters they could have written six months before. 

Bill wrote, “I’m sorry I won’t be able to go quail hunting this 
season, but I guess we'll be going hunting all right.” 

And Joe wrote, “And now might be a good time to buy a few 
sows. Pork will probably bring a good price this year. I’ll 
write when I know where we are.” They wrote quiet, matter- 
of-fact letters and they put them in the box to be mailed after 
they had gone. The men felt matter-of-fact. It is always like 
that just before action. All the churning and expectations and 
the tremours go away and, well, there is a job to do, a ship to 
fly, bombs to drop. Baby’s crew got ready quietly. They packed 
their bags, shirts, socks, and underwear, toothbrushes. There 
wasn’t much besides these things. They had not had time to 
accumulate things. Accumulation takes leisure. 

On the field they met men from other squadrons. “I hope 
we’ll join you before long,” they said. It was a very quiet time 
that afternoon. This cross section, these men from all over 
the country, from all the background of the country, had be¬ 
come one thing—a bomber crew. They were changed but they 
had not lost what they were, they were still individuals. Per¬ 
haps that is what makes our crews superior. The split seconds 
where a man's judgment is the most important thing in the 
world. They did not think how important they were to the 
nation. It is doubtful that they even knew it. 

In the afternoon they shaved and cleaned up and went to 
dinner all together and when they sat down Joe lifted his beer 
glass, but all he could think to say was, “Well, here’s luck!” 

In the dark they went out to Baby where she stood in the line. 
There were no lights. The crew clambered in through the 
open bomb bay. Joe, the pilot from South Carolina, and Bill 
^om Idaho and Allan from Indiana and Abner from California. 
K stowed in the big compartment back of the 

bomb bays. They buckled on their parachutes, snapped their 
sa ety belts. Allan waited in his take-off seat with his map 
case m his hand. The squadron leader’s motors started. Joe 
eaned out of his window. “Clear number one,” he called and 
^ darkness “number one clear” came back. The engines 
started. Abner cocked his head, the better to hear them. Bill 
• take-off seat and his bombsight was between his feet 

s canvas case. The leader gunned his motors and taxied 
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down the runway and Joe looked around into the darkened cabin. 
He could see the faces of the men, quiet and ready. 

“Here we go,” he said. He pushed the throttles a little for¬ 
ward and taxied behind the leader. 

The thundering ships took off one behind the other. At 5,000 
feet they made their formation. The men sat.quietly at their 
stations, their eyes fixed. And the deep growl of the engines 
shook the air, shook the world, shook the future. 
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